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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 

HE VAUDEVILLE.—When the 
curtain rose, at the end of the 
second act of the Old Home, 
that the company might take the 
call—for at the Vaudeville they 
take their calls, French fashion, 
ali ina row—my eyeran thought- 
fully down the line. (1 don't 
really believe eyes think, you 
know, though I have known 
them run, but you know what I 
mean), and I said within myself, 
“What a splendid cast!” And 
that is the strong point of the 
production. Mr. Buchanan, left 
to his own devices, has never 
proved himself much of a dram- 
atist. He is staginess incarnate, 
and (draws all his characters and 
incidents from the puppet world 
behind the scenes, not disdaining 
to use an occasional convention 
long exploded even there. The 

Tuk VAUDEVILLE.—The Cheqne:—Abit Old Home is as false and con- 
of Emery paper. (Ha! hal Atlast! at ventional as anything he has 
laat ! For years we have a to done, and arouses but languid 
wud for yer we waited ia vain, but ay imterest in the bosom of the ex- 
last onr chance has come! Wecan now perienced theatre-goer. I could 
lie happy.) tell you the tale at length, but, 

indeed, you know it well and 
would not thank me. Enough that it concerns the good-hearted but 
vulgar millionaire with the pretty daughter whom he marries to the 
impecunious swell who neglects her and flirts with the designing 
widow ; that the swell runs through all the money, that the wife leaves 
him in pique, and that they “ kiss again with tears” before the final 

fall of the curtain. There is a wicked major who “ wrongs” a vil- 

lage lass, there is the fast young swell about town, there is the wronged 

lass (all in black, of course), there is the aristocratic mamma who 
winks at things, and so on, and go on, and go on, 





THERE are one or two smart lines (but not many), and such a lot 
of “ pitching into society!” 


Miss WINIFRED EMERY made much of the heroine, for which we 
all, naturally, made much of her. A delightful performance, pretty, 
gentle, and true, and not wanting in power by any means. Mr. 
Thorne—the guv'nor I mean, not Frederick of that ilk—also capital 
as the Byron-like good hearted valgarian, cheery or loving, solemn 
or peppery (under which latter condition he emitted some hearty 
Australian (/ | adjectives), he was always well up to the mark, and if 
our sympathies did not go with him “every time,” the artificiality of 
the situation would be to blame, and not the actor’sart. Miss Marion 
Lea, very clever, too, but affected, I think, beyond the necessary 
affectation of the character, yet the makings of a good actress in her, 
and so may be forgiven much (being also pretty). Mr, Wallace 














THE VAUDEBVILLE.—PORTER A LITTLE “ Up,’ 


| Li , , ens 
rekine, who I am glad to see in 80 responsible a position, amply 
astines encomiums of late falling to his lot. Mr. Cyril Maude first 
q7 her’ end Mies FdAith R- “on ; 4 
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need wish. Miss Fanny Robertson exceptionally good, and no fault 
of Miss Ella Banister that her troubles irked us rather than evoked 
our sympathy. Home, Sweet Home,” on the band very touching ! 





THE STRAND.—Zsop's Fables, a poor thing, too, but some laughs 
in it, Main idea rather funny, but not enough for all those acts. 
When you see Miss Alma Stanley cuddling Mr. Penley, envy of the 
gentleman and amusement at 
the incongruity of length dis- 
played by the couple, imme- 
diately supervene. After awhile, 
however, the laughter dies out 
and the envy rises to a fierce 
exasperation, and there's nothing 
elee—much. There aresome little 
bits of intermittent fun all along g 
the line, and there is a general ~, 
freshness in the whole thing, | 
which is not without its effect. |; 
I shouldn't be at all surprised if | 
the general public (for whom, 
after all, it is probably intended) | 
take to it for awhile at least, 
particularly with Mr. Penley a 
little more in evidence. But it 
is anything buta first class work. 





e - for the acting—vwell, it’s 
ttle more than Penley, with a ' ; 
touch of Giddens, ses A and a egg lan poco oP a 
considerable backing up by Miss am 

Stanley, who plays with a great deal of delicately humorous 
expression. forthe rest—Messrs. W. | verard, Forbes Dawson, Dag- 
nall, and Misses Rose Saker, Ellaline Terriss and Gabriel Goldney are 
allin the cast and do their level best, but their parts do not allow them 
to assume much importance. By-the-way, isn’t there something weak 
minded in the author’s method of getting a title? He invents a 
character, gives him the name of .1sop, makes him tell lies, and— 
there he is, you know—_Fsop’s Fables! 


NoDsS AND WINKS.—Gaiety French playsall over. Well, a jolly 
good show, and jolly well done, that is the verdict of Monseigneur FUN, 
and all that he has got to say is, “Come again another day.” Mrs. T. 
EK, Smale gives a matinéz at the Strand this very afternoon (Wednesday, 
the 3rd). Bravado, a little play of her own, and Christopher's 
Honeymoon, a three-act piece by Mr. Malcolm Watson, are what you 
are toexpect. I said last week that the new Alhambra ballet wai 
to be called Zhe Age of Gold, and it isn't. Asteria is the proper 
name (I had a strong attack of asteria directly I discovered my mié- 
take), and the age of gold only represents a very small portion of it. 








TSE STRAND.—HORRORS ON HORACE HEAD ACCUMULATE! 


In fact, it is altogether a rather comprehensive ballet—the scene is 
the Universe, and the period all the Ages ! NESTOR. 








_WE understand that Melbourne is going to have a Metropolitan 
Board of Works, What an opportunity for Antipodean surveyors, 


architects et hoc genus omne who cannot have failed to haye learned 
. . T : 


s lesson from the doings of their London brethrer 
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Suspicious Keeper 





No! I am sure of it, now—advertisements are not to be relied on. 
| saw one once: “ How to make your bantams pay the rent.” I did 
not buy the book, but I bought a lovely little pair of bantams. That 
is twelve months ago—they have not paid the rent yet; and two 
eggs a week—and bantam’s eggs at that—although a help, no doubt 
are not sufficient to entirely feed a family of five. Henceforth I 
shall not believe all I see in advertisements. 





A MAN isn’t necessarily on a bootless errand when he goes in Lis 
slippers to fetch in the supper beer—you ask his old woman. 
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the river. 
Exquisite Subject. Just 
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Oh Lor! Left the The dear litle 
matches at home '” Cnats. | 
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BuxTon has lately been ¢n /éte owing to the observance of the 
ancient custom of well-dressing, when all the fountains and springs 
are decorated with pasteboard designs of various tasteful or fantastic 
sorts. This custom, however. must not be regarded as being confined 
to Buxton, or even to fountains and springs, for it is notorious that 
well dressed men, and women also, are to be met with now in many 
parts of the country. 





WHEN you're tired out what is the pleasantest sound? Why,sound 
asleep, of course, 
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THE SMELLER OUT. 


(See the recent “ Pawton-Stench” case in the Papers.) . 
“ Marvellously free country this for fellows who want to annoy their neighbours! There's that 








“ Wonderfully intelligent magistrate, that Plowden 1” said Smelliboy. 


chap Tendernose whom I have long yearned to injure—here goes!” 








ienderbose grew ill; but the magistrate pooh-poohed him when he went to complain, and told him to come back when the smell had killed him and ten other 
neighbours, and then he would listen to bim. So Tendernose had to give up his villa and move; and Smelliboy followed with the factory. 
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At length pocr T. had t< 


amp out on & common; bat S., having some leiture, sat down close to him with the factory. « « 


buried T. on that common. This is a free ountry—we dou’. mean free frcm smells or unhanged selfishness 


We hear that Smelliboy has just 
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“IN THE NAME OF THE PROFIT”: 
OR, BUSINESS AND PLEASURE. 


JOHN BULL'S DISTINGUISHED FOREIGN FRIEND IS 80 PLEASED WITH HIS RECEPTION THAT 
PUT HIM UP TO A REAL GOOD THING IN PERSIAN LOANS. 


ar aneent 








HE OFFERS TO 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 





PROFESSOR GOAHEADISON’S LATEST. 


A. 1am much distressed in my mind, I am told that I cannot be 








cured unless I con- 
sult Sir Settemup 
Pilliboy, the emi- 
nent physician, 
and it’s such a tre- 
mendous journey 
to London from 
here—— 


B. London? 
What the deuce do 
you want to go to 
London for? 
Haven't you heard 
of Professor Goa- 
headison’s F ar- 
Sight Machine? 
Bless my soul—you 
are behind the 
times! Oh dear, 
yes. Wonderful 
man is Goaheadi- 
son! Just invented 
a machine by meansof which aperson in Nyork can actually 
see another person in Shicaago, or Borston, or even ’Frisco, 
You just stand at a street corner in Nyork, and drop a 
dollar in the slot, and pull out a drawer, and there you see 
the party you want to have a look at, with a white choker 
on, and bis hair all beautifully curled and oiled. If you 
keep on dropping dolJars in the slot, bless your soul! you 
can keep your eye on him all day long—follow him in and 
out of all the saloons, and everything. Look here, these 
machines are not exactly laid on as yet in England, but 
that Goaheadison is such asmart chap that there's no doubt 
if you just drop a twenty-pound note in the slot—any slot 
—and pull out a drawer—any drawer—you'll find one of 
the machines in it. 

A. Dear me! Well, this beats all! Here is the machine 
as you predicted! Lorks! Now, do I just lay it on to 
Doctor Pilliboy in Harley Street? Likeso? * ° ° 
By Jingo! there he is, standing in his consulting room and 
smiling at me. He's motioning me to do something—but 
I can’t quite grasp—what a pity I can’t hear what—— 

B. My dear boy, simplest thing in the world—just drop 
a jubilee four-shilling piece (be careful that it is a four- 
shilling piece, as Mr. Boehm’s coirage is carefully kept free 
from any means of identifying its value; that’s its chief 
artistic merit—its problematical value. If you want to 
find out the value of a British coin you take it toa chemist 
to weigh, and then you go home and carefully work out 
how much such a —e of silver is worth)—just drop in 
a jubilee problem, and pull out a drawer, and you have a 
telephone laid on. There, now!—you can consult your 
London physician perfectly, * * Can he see your 
tongue? 

A. Oh, yes, beau- 
tifully ; but there’s 
a difficulty about 
sounding m 
chest. ie 

B. Difficulty? 
Pooh! Just lay on 
& microphone, and 
connect it with the 
telephone, and 
there you are, 

A. Well, I am 
glad you turned up 
just in time to tell 
me about Goahead- 
ison’s inventions! 
I do feel so much 
better already! 
What a wonderful 
man  Fullspeeda- 
headison must be! 
' B. ae and 

see in the papers 
that it’s all owtee 
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to his method of keeping up the nervous tension while at work. He does 
all his thinking seated on a powerful dynamo from which wires are 





connected with his double teeth. He sleeps head downwards, with 
his toes tightened up in a vice, and a thorough draught blowing 
through him. He must be a most uncomfortable person, but it’s a 


tremendous gain to science. 
* * 


x * * * 

A. Let's have a general look round with this machine. Dear me ! 
the Hiffel Tower doesn’t look nearly so high as I imagined it would— 
it's not nearly so high as that other object that seems to be trying to 
hide behind it. 

B. Let’s have a look—oh, that other object is the Paris prices. Of 
course there’s no comparison. Dear me! here’s somebody struggling 
to get out of a bush, He does look tired, doesn’t he? — Why, it's 
Stanley! Ah, just make a memorandum to send him one of 
Plentyofbrainsinhisheadison’s machines to find Emin with, or 
or the way out, or whatever he may happen to be looking for at the 
present moment, No, wait a bit—turn the machine all over Africa, 
and tell Stanley where everything is. * * Hullo! come and 
look !—I can see right down to the bottom of the truth in the Parnell 
Commission. Well, by Jingo! sn’t this a revelation? Whoever 
would bave imagined it from the evidence? That just shows how 
much evidence is worth! Good gracious! Oh, I say—better present 
this machine to the judges when we've done with it. * * Why, 
—I say! Dolook! Just fancy! I can actually see the intelligence 
of the London County Council! That's a thing nobody has ever 
succeeded in detecting before. What a wonderfully powerful lens 
this machine must have! It certainly is a triumph of science ! 








KNIOKNAOKS. 


Jones.—“ Ain't it awful hot?” 
Smith.—“ Yes, by Jove! This weather makes a fellow feel awfully 
disinclined to do any work between mea's, don’t it?” 


Frenchman.—“ Ah, madame, I am vanting des @ufs—vot you say ? 
—de eggs for my déjefiner brakefast, eef you please.” 

Landlady (with unpleasant recollections of French eggs).—“I'm 
very sorry, mossoo, but I’m afraid I ain’t got any what'll suit you— 
ourn are all new laid.” oak 

Two sweet young things were discussing a recent execution the 
other day in a railway carriage on the Brighton line. ‘“ Fancy being 
hanged!” exclaimed one, “imagine the disgrace!” ‘Oh, horrible! ” 
coincided the other, ‘I am sure I should never survive it.” 


Inquiring Youth — What are those waterproof gloves for, Mr. 
O' Patrick?” 

Mr, O' Patrickh.—“ Why, me jewell, sure, and they’re for the con- 
vanience of thim folks as wants to wash their hands widout wetting 
their skin at all at all!” 
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A WORD OUT OF SEASON. 


The Lodger (who doesn’t like overcharges).—‘The question of 
extras being settled, I should be glad to hear your views on the 
subject of the total,” 

The Landlady,—“ Why, the sooner you sign the pled oung man 
the better for you, and so I tell you.” 7 foragers 

She must have heard him taking the staircase up to bed last night. 
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THE “PARLIAMENTARY PROGRESS” RACE, 





Not a ‘“‘ Rara Avis.” 


[A case recently tried is that of a vagabond\iwho 
obtained from William Mace, of Fulham, the sum of 
30s, fora bird which he asserted could whistle “God 
Save the Queen,” but which turned out to bea“ white- 
headed finch” with a meaningless chirrup, and worth 


only a few coppers.—Press.] 


IF you happen to meet 
A strange man in the street 
Who a feathery songster would sell, 
And who p’edges his word 
That the wonderful bird 
Whistles “ Send her victorious!” well,—- 
You should really not pay 
Thirty shillings away 
And the bargain delightedly clinch 
Till you're satisfied first 
That you won’t be accursed 
With a sixpenny white-headed finch ! 


DOTS BY THH WAY. 





BONNETS IN THE STALLS. 


I WENT down town the other day, 
It does not matter when or where, 
To see a noticeable play— 
Its name is neither here nor there. 


And in the stalls I took a seat, 

For which I paid my ten and six; 
Here all was cosy, nice, and neat, 

I could not have a better “ fix,” 


The people crowded in apace— 

Both old and young, both grave and gay ; 
And some one sat in every place 

On that bright sunny Saturday. 


But just before the curtain rose, 
One came, and she was fair to see, 
So dainty, and in graceful pose 
She took a seat in front of me. 


A la Franklin, we own 
That we English are prone 
To stump up for our “ whistle” too dear ; 
And this typical case 
Of unfortunate Mace 
Is but one in a thousand, we fear, 
Oh, how oft when we pay 
Oar hard earnings away 
Would we hesitate, ponder, and flinch, 
If we could but foreknow 
That we'll get quid pro quo 
In a valueless white-headed finch ! 


When the ultimate hope 
(Like a bubble of soap) 
Of the rash speculator has burst : 
When the bacchanal’s soul 
And his body withal 
Are with dire dipsomania cursed : 
When the gambler ill-starred 
Has with Destiny warred 
Till the fiend-fangs of Poverty pinch :— 
How consoling the thought 
Unto these, that they’ve bought 
With their money—a white-headed finch ! | 


Upon her head she had a bonnet, 
The height of which I cannot tell, 

It had a wealth of ribbons on it, 
And feathers, too, around it fell, 


I tried my best to see the stage, 
To catch a stray glimpse of the play ; 
But fruitless! Well, it made me rag-e— 
That bonnet aye was in the way. 


And what the actors said or did— 
The scenic charm and all about it ; 
I had to sit and see instead 
A hat where towering ribbons flout it. 


Would it be rude here to suggest, 
That ladies, while at matinéz, 

Should don such gear—a small request— 
That those behind may see the play ? 


Three hours before that stage I sat, 
I know not what or who was on it ; 
Sunk in despair with gazing at 


The b ly s Donnet il tor 


John Bull, as a rule, 
. Blunders on like a foo! 
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HENLEY REGATTA— CHAMPION SCULLING MATCH, 


And he pays as he goes, 
And he pays through the nose, 
Till at last he’s the devil to pay! 
Wherefore Fun, though perchanc3 
He'll be looked on askanc3 
For providing a shoe that will pinch, 
Strongly conjures John Ball 
The sad moral to cull 
From the tale of the white-headed finch! 


ees 


A (Bannock)-Burning Question. 

[A monster meeting was lately held at Bannockburn 
under the presidency of Professor Blackie, to demand 
Home Rule for Scotland.] 
Scots, by me, Bard Blackie, led— 
Scots wham Burns wi’ sang has fed, 
Towards Hame Rule just brawly tread, 

Led on by me, Bard B, 


The Hibairnian pairty Parrnell leads, 
A’ seek Hame Rule for Airin’s needs, 
Sae Caledonia noo proceeds 

Her ain need o’t tae see, 


Then hech, ma bo-nny broth o’ boys, 

Yer shillelaghs an’ yer bagpipes poise 

(Hoot, dialects mixed yer bard employs 
For Hame Rule in N.B.) 


Begorra! Hoot toot! an’ Hurroo! 
Ye ken that a’ this Irish stew 
Is soop'd by Celts an’ Cymri too, 
Sae, laddies, why na’ ye? 


“If Ireland needs Home Rule,” some say, 
“ Why shouldn't Scots the same game play? 
Much less to them would we say nay 

Did they Home Rule-wards flee!" 


Noo, we oorsels knaw Airin's isle, 
Mair often knaws the tear than smile, 
An’ that unthenkin’ folk revile 

That braw gem o’ the sea! 


Bat though Hibairnia needs it mair— 
(For her treatment has been sair) 
Yet the To-ries wull we scare 

With “Hame Rule for N.B,!” 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 22. 
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Here he is hard at work at his everyday avocation. 
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And here you have him enjoying a quiet, restful holiday. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE atate of affairs in the East is ominous; but then when within 
living memory has it been otherwise? We have got so used to the 
war-cloud on that horizon that we almost regard it with the contempt 
of familiarity. Someday—! Meantime, Lord Salisbury assures the 
country that a strict watch is being kept on affairs in Crete, and the 
position there of the Porte—in fact a Porte watch. 

The Bann Drainage Bill caused some re-arrangement of sides, on 
Monday, in the Commons. The Gladicals, who have evolved an 
inner ring, known as Jacobyns, from the patronymic of their whip, 
were disinclined to support the Government in further drains on the 
National Ex- 
chequer, for 
even drains on 
Irish soil; and 
the Parnellites, 
while equally 
disinclined to 
support the 
powers that be, 
were not quite 
disposed to re- 
fuse the gift 
horse on ac- 
count of their 
suspicions with 
regard to its 
mouth or 
mouthpiece, 
Mr. Conybeare 
regarded the Bann (he calls it Banned) Bill as a veritable night- 
mare. 

Lord Halsbury’s Land Transfer Bill has evoked considerable 
opposition in the ranks of the profession, which contemplates with 
some dismay the sweeping away of those subtle meshes which go to 
make up the venerable, though hardly venerated, cobweb known as 
the science of conveyancing; if Land Transfer be reduced to the 
simplicity of ordinary business methods founded on common sense 
principles, the profession fear that its occupation will be as “gone” 
as Othello’s; but then Parliament sits to legislate for—not the profes- 
sion, but the public. 

So we are to have a Minister of Agriculture after all. FUN hopes 
that he may conduce to better times for all who follow the plough, 
—_ that they may have a greater share in the fruits as well as the 
abour. 

Things got rather mixed again on Tuesday, when Mr. Graham 
found among his supporters in favour of an eight hours’ labour re- 
striction Mr, Baumann, who hadn't spoken on Radical lines since his 
Wellingtonian days, and against him Mr. Jobn Morley. The attitude 
of our representative at the Berne Labour Conference thus became a 
burning question, but in result the House declined to adjourn itself. 
Sir Richard Webster has taken so active an interest in the Bill for 
the Prevention of Cruelty to Children that it almost seems his own 
rather than Mr, Mundella's. The House, however, rejected one of his 
amendments which would have permitted children under ten to 
Sppear in theatrical performances, All the world’s a stage, but the 





MR. CONY BEARE'S NIGHTMAKE, 


| 


school-boy and girl are not to play their parts upon the boards, but at 
the Board School, where they should be. 

Lord Denman lait week trotted out his Women’s Suffrage Bill. We 
look for Lord Denman and the ladies in the Lords as regularly as for 
the roses in June. Mr. Matthews laid it down pretty clearly that 
Salvationists have no more right than anybody else to procesh along 
the Strand and impede the traftic. 





County Councildom. 


HARMONY at last between the police and the public. The bands of 
the former are to discourse sweet sound in the parks—the old style 
was the police scattering bands of people. 

Since Mr. Burns has secured for bathers access to the Battersea 
Park lake, their number has increased from 20 to 379; perhaps the 
weather has had something to do with it also. Anyway, while Scott 
wrote the “ Lady of the Lake,” Burns rights the merry men and boys 
of the lake. 

The Council wants to have its say in the Coal Dues Committee 
proceedings, This is as it should be—the Council has its due as well 
as Gog and Magog. Meantime, up with the Council and down with 
the price of coals. 








GARDEN PARTYING. 


OF course I’ve been to a garden party! You can see that ina 
second by the gnat’s stings on my nose. And a fool I was to go there. 
What, I should like to know, do J want with a sitting under a tree 
with caterpillars dropping on me, while I eat strawberries and cream ? 
Hang strawberries and cream, I say. And London strawberries are 
all beastly mashy things! And, of course, we had a banjoduet. You 
may be pretty sure we did. I believe if fifty girls were going to be 
executed they'd get up a banjo duet between them some way or the 
other. A parcel of utter bosh, I say. When I was a boy the fashion 
used to be to twang away at guitars. When that was done away with 
I thought there'd be anend of it; but there ain’t, I say, there ain't. 
And what's worse, the mandolin’s comingin. As if everybody wanted 
to turn himself into an Italian milkman, bah! I almost smell bits 
of Rome when they begin tinkering away on the wretched things. 

Well, it was a garden party. That's tosay,a lot of giggling lisping 
girls sat about in attitudes and tried to talk art and all that sort of 
thing. Hang art, I say; we've all had a great deal too much of it. 
Z don’t want any geniuses in the world. They only come on earth to 
wear long hair and borrow money they don’t mean to pay back again. 
‘Those whom the gods love die young.” Dothey? Well then, that’s 
the only consolation I have about geniuses, But it was anice garden 
party. I don’t happen to know what you call nice. JZ don't care 
about sitting in a Jawn for the ants to crawl into my socks. And I 
ain't any judge of flowers, what's more. Do I like orchids? no I 
don't like orchids! half of ‘em look like lumps of meat stuck on 
leaves, or else bits of coloured muslin. Well, of course, there was a little 
dancing ; as if the girls couldn't make themselves objects enough 
already, without getting into violent perspirations. And then, when 
the sun gets in their faces doesn't it show up the powder; I quite 
laugh to see it, If they only knew what miseries they looked. He! 

DIOGENES TUBBS 
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HEARD AT HENLEY. 
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Maud. —“ WHAT DO YOU CALL IT WHEN YOU'RE PADDLING ALONG IN ONE OF THOSE DEAR LITTLY OURLY BOATS, ALL ALONE?” 


Uncle Blobbs (a wag in his way) —“ CANOEING.” 


Lily.—“OF COURSE. AND WHAT DO YOU CALL IT WHEN YOU’RE WITH SOMEBODY ELSE—A MAN IF YOU'RE A GIRL—92OR A GIRL IF 


YOU'RE A MAN—AND YOU DO THE PADDLING BETWEEN you?” 


Uncle Blobbs.—“‘ THAT S GENERALLY CALLED—CANOODLING !” 





THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No. 26.—THE SAGE AND THE SUICIDE, 


SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage ; HIPPio, 
@ Scribbler suficring from B.ue D-vils, 


STRABISMUS. What ho!—ho! Open thy portal—unbar. Art un- 
earthed, Hippio, in very surety? Odds death’s-heads and crossbones! 
is this a poet s lodging, or the antechamber of a family vault? Thy 
window sashes with the lockjaw, thy blinds drawn down like lids o’ 
corpse-eyes. This i’ the summer weather, too, when the almanac says 
that the sun is shining! Body o' me! I have dropped in o’ the 
tight moment, as the saying is. 

HipPio. Speaking as the stage wont is, and in the manner of 
books; I would be alone, most worthy Sage. 

STRA, Art weary disentangliag thy thread of life, Hippio? Thou 
wouldst cheat the old man with the scythe, and forestall the old 
woman with the shears? Odds bowls, hempen cords, and daggers! 
Toou hast been finely beriddied o’ the critics, Hippio! Mincemrat 
have they made of thee, and served the bleeding fragments up with 
vitriol sauce. 

Hip. Oh! Ah! Torture me not, and go, for remembrance is so 
keen a pain that [| would counteract i: by another, 

STRA. 'Tis a pretty pistol on the mantel there. Thirty-eeven and 
six, and another four shillings for cartridges. Twosovereigns and one 
and sixpence to die! Dissolution were cheap at such a price. And 
this phial—odds odours of Araby! Wilt thou not expire sweetly, 
thou Sybarite, with such an almond flavour on thy tongue? Odds 
gurgles! I[ have half a mind to make a double job of it, and turn 


reverend toes up in emulation of thy vreen 








| He was right. 


Hip. If thou wilt die, die, But in thine own philosophic den, and 
not here. I have a mind to a solitary ending. 


Stra. Ay, brother, I have the whole thing in my mind's eye—the 
pacing up and down like a Tom-cat o’ the tiles ; the summoning-up 
of resolution—odds now or never! The uncorking of the revolver— 
the touch on the trigger of the fatal phial—phiz! It is all over, and 
Hippio stands looking at Hippio. Odds contortions! an ugly posture 
this! But it cannot be mended, Yet I would fain have died more 
gracefully. Buzz—buzz! O,impotent! Thou canst not even flap 
away the fly that settles on thy nose! But the door is broken open— 
the odd man o’ messages and the charwoman have found thee where 
thou liest. Alas! poor fool, thy letter o’ farewell hath miscarried— 
the lap that thy pale head is lifted to isa snuffy and a greasy one; 
the breath that fans thy drained cheek breathes not of Eden, but of 
onions. Now art thou eat on by the coroner, and a paragraph or two 
dribbles into the papers. Woe’s me! Svon art thou forgotten. 
’Twas but a stone launched into a duckpond, afterall. For the Mar- 
quis bath eloped with his Lawyer's bride, the pig-killing Artist hath 
opened booth in the Kast End again—the Society of Busybodies have 
discovered a fresh mare's nest. Noone remembers rash Hippio, whose 
paltry little funeral wasthatday. Had heknown how coolly they would 
take his ending, mayhap he would ha’ lived out of spite, and to 
plague ’em. But ’tis too late! 

Hip. Why, I am not dead yet—odds pumping pulses! There's 
many a halt 'twixt the Man and the Vault. And I have not dined 
these two days—and own the appetite of a very dragon, We will . 
feed together, and after that go to the playshop, and after that 
but maybe, and perhaps, lie between, Come, O Philosopher! come, 
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“In the Name of the Profit.” 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
THE Oriental Potentate, 
Who hither has come west 
(As ruler of a friendly state), 
To be awhile our guest, 
No doubt is very glad to see 
A thriving people such as we, 
And here to seek out that which he 
May haply hold in quest. 
But one would wish to get some scent 
Of what his object is : 
Has he, on pleasure simply bent, 
Arrived—or is it “ biz”? 
Perbaps he merely wants to find 
What new joys can be bought ; 


The Latest Novelty ior House Furnishing. 


™LANCASTER 


=s$Ortental Curtains? 


A charming Novelty. Handsome patterns and chaste 
Gesiyns in gold Clean, Healthy. Does not harbour dust. 
Drapes well. Impervious to all impurities. Made in 
Cream, Maroon, B ue, Grey, Buff, Green. and Whute. 
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Or, maybe, to enlarge his mind 
Is now his only thought: 
Yet, though he seems to cut a dash, 
It might not be so very rash 
To guess he'd like a little cash 
Beyond what he has brought ; 
And, possibly, when he is gone, 
Some candid tongue may say 
That, while he leaves us all alone, 
He takes a loan away. 


CONSIDERING the increased danger to 
travellers during the excursion period, one 
can fancy Shakespeare had the veil of 
prophecy around him when he wrote his 
stage directions, “ Alarums, excursions.” 


Cadbury 


ABSOLUTELY 

PURE AND 

SOLUBLE. 

BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


eb i’ress, High Street, N.W.. and Published r the I 


Wednesday, July 1889 







































a ” 





— ——— 


| out of the way f 





ys 


hie i ls 6 get 





Re-Pleat with Novelty. 


A SUDDEN change in female fashion 
Is the dreadful news from France ; 
But ladies won't fly in a passion, 
They'll change modes when they’ve the 
chance, 
“ Accordion-pleated ” skirts, they tell us, 
Now are worn by each Frenci she ; 
So English damsels, to be zealous, 
Now must act accordion-ly, 
| Else (although, of course, they’re neat) 
They cannot appear com-pleat. 








CAN a timid lover be said to suffer from & 
nervous affection ? 
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Proprietors), by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, E O 















“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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laimed one drunk, but | (3) To throw your wife into the street is mean, | (5) An old maid's cate have orders to disperse, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

‘HE OPERA COMIQUE. 
—There is something 
so fresh and life-like 
about Mrs. Musgrave’s 
farcical comedy, Our 
Flat—though I don’t 
think there’s a really 
“smart” line in it 
from beginning to end 
—that one welcomes it 
with delight in spite 
of shortcomings, The 
shifts and embarrass- 
ments of some im- 
pecunious dwellers in 
flats are depicted with 
a completeness and 
fidelity to nature 
which suggests a quick 
observation or painful 
experience. It is all 
very light hearted and 
comical—the humour 

excellently sustained—and capitally acted. Your representative 
sadly recognizes the whole thing as a transcript from nature—a 
piece in which he is still acting ; only in Ais play there is no manager to 
enthusiastically purchase his first piece at the first try,and no rich 
father-in-law to forgive him and shower money bags on him ! 





THE OV ERA COMIQUE.—THE MANAGER, 


Mr. EDOUIN as that manager, with a make-up screamingly funny 
and daring in ite suggestion, is quite in his eccentrically humorous 
form. His bustling pomposity and enormous self-satisfaction are 
immense. Miss Fanny Brough’s delicate comedy is a first-rate foil 
to the manager's more farcical comicality, and Messrs. Fawcett and 
Eversfield, in the “boyish” vein, are full of brightness and go. 
Misses May Whitty and Enid Leslie like slices of sunshine. Quitea 
delicious little bit of nature, indeed, the character played by the 
latter, and quite a delicious little girl the actress makes, too, in her 
red “ Liberty” frock. I wonder if she'd come and play with me in 
Kensington Gardens, if nurse would let her? I showld like it, I'd 
give her some chocolates, and show her my new cricket-bat! A 
pretty little piece, by Mrs, W. Greet, Zo the HRescwe, precedes the 
comedy, and gains much applause, 


THe Comepy.—When an actor of Mr. J. G. Grahame’s experience 
allows himself to give off that war-worn chestnut about the worth 
of living your life depending on the liver, and when the dear old 
wheeze is greeted with glad visage and 
cheerful laughter, some idea may be 
vathered of the state of mental paralysis 
to which both actor and audience have 
been reduced, This all happened with a 
curious play, called Zhe Tigress, which 
has come all the way from America to 
“give iteelf away.” It is rather an 
embarrassing sort of play to deal with. 
Stern-visaged Justice and the sweet, fair 
maiden Truth, seem to demand that one 
should call it names; and yet to call it 
names would be to elevate it into an 
importance it is ludicrously unentitled to, 
Better let it go, perhaps, 


Miss KATE M. ForsytTH, who has 
brought this upon us, can, in such a work 
as this, give us no definite idea of her 
quality, of course, but I should guess her 
not incapable of impressing in national 
surroundin he certainly has the aspect 
and air of possessing experience. For 
er ee the rest, never was so infantile a production 
“Well, I aid very “o a. so well cast. I should imagine Mr. 

A Tragedy once, why not Laurence Cautley showed himself the 

again ’” wg Eamee, of all connected with the 

F ece, by shooting himself in th 
&. a = 2 _ 60 escaping all further connection Pith eit 
ets es BArEAtiG sincerity with which inexplicable and pointless 
as hash re played by Misses Amy Roselle. Susie Vaughan, “ Little” 
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in particular, commanded admiration by making a mixture of bad 
taste and balderdash (which the author seems to have looked upon as 
humour), not only bearable, but entertaining. 





THE GLOBE (Morning ).—With the method of the novelist (which 
is elaboration) rather than that of the dramatist (which in concen- 
tration) has Mrs. Burnett chosen to tell her story of Phyllis. This 
is naturally rather against it as a stage play. It is too long, suffers 
from vain repetition, and the subordinate interests are allowed to 
interfere too much with the main issues. The characters are good 
old friends, too, and the story a rather familiar form of love tale. 
Altogether there is a want of brilliance about Phyllis which its 
parentage would hardly have led us to expect—except that the novel 
writing genius is a very different thing from the dramatic genius, 
and on this occasion no “pirate” had given Mrs, Burnett a lead over 


her fences! 


THE above is pure criticism (all my criticism is pure, however), 
but I’m not going to say that I sat out the long performance without 
pleasure. Touches of shrewdness, experience, and observation could 
not be absent from the work of such a “practised hand,” and they 
were not, nor was humour wanting. The performers engaged, too, 
were among our best. Mr. C. W. Somerset’s rendering of the cynical 
egotist was very complete and incisive, and Miss Alma Murray always 
pleases me, though I am by no means blind to her faults. Then Mr. 
Conway has mastered an earnestness and force and colour which make 
him a manly though sufficiently “romantic” hero, The quiet and 
easy certainty of Miss Rose Leclercq’s style is a liberal education in 
itself, and no one can play a tiresome little vixen with better point 
or charm than Miss Norreys, Mr. Laurence Cautley we know, and 
Mr, EH. W. Garden we know (even when he is struggling with an 


\ 
\ 


> = 
>> Ny 


|) ae +4 \ 
] 
I Le 
\ Wie 
S~ 


< ny - \ 
> —\ 
SSNs 





THE OPERA COMIQUE.—OUR FLAT AND A LITTLE SHARP, 


Irish brogue), which we may also say of Mr. Stephen Caffrey, Mrs. 
Edmund Phelps, and Mr, Matthew Brodie. So a pleasant afternoon 
in spite of all. 


THE STRAND (a/fternoon).—There is not much durability about 
Mr. Malcolm Watson's Christopher's Honeymoon, produced by Mrs. 
T. E. Smale last Wednesday afternoon, but it was capitally acted. 
Mr. Caffrey had, unfortunately, to read his part, and so somewhat dis- 
counted the effect ; but Mr. Charles Glenny carried all before him ina 
sort of high pressure of humour (which perhaps ran away with him 
a little at the finish, when he made the reference to a telegram which 
wouldn't come on at its cue). An element of freshness and truth was 
cleverly given by Mr. Geo, Raiemond to a familiar type of character. 





THE ladies were “all there,” too; Mrs, Phelps behaving for all 
the world like the grimmest of mothers-in-law, and trying her level 
best to look it, and Miss Enid Leslie charming and funny, Miss Elsie 
Chester, too, in capital form, and Mrs, T. E. Smale, the most natty of 
washer-women, though a small part. The programme commencing 
with Honey, ended with Bravado, The latter, a slight piece trans- 
lated from the French by Mrs, Smale, we shall probably see in some 
evening bill ere long, 





_Nops AND WINKS.—The Maddison-Morton Benefit is postponed 
till October —And Mr. Willard is said to have accepted a new play 
by Mr, Richard Lee, author of Ordeal by Touch, NESTOB 
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A DISGRACE TO HIS GALLING., 






That there fa} . 
old {dler? Yed Sir 
Thats the parson. | 7 
A regular downright dis grace te the place he - oun 
and qivin' money ts dissenters! Just because they re 

starvin- But there! He arnt got neo proper profession 
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Killed poor feller. 
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And made the Lller look 
that respectable that 
nobody wouldnt gue hen 
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Hymen with a Screw Loose, But, vastly more 


[In a recent divorce case the petitioner gave 
evidence as to her husband's cruelty: alleging that 
be bad thrown half a jug of water over her, and 
received the other half in retura. Also, that one 
night at supper he had taken some roses and deluged 
them ina dish of stewed eels !—Press.] 


To Jupiter the ancients gave 
The cypress-bough and bolt of thunder, 
And Neptune, issuing from the wave, 
With trident smote the seas asunder ; 
Old Mars, with helmet, pike, and shield, 
Stood waiting for the battle’s clangour ; 
And nerveless Bacchus loved to wiel 
The thyrsus with a thirsty languor. 


And wearer of 


The ancients loved the god who poses 
As bearer of the torch and vest, 


And woe betide the groom and bride 

W hose nuptials knew not Hymen’s presence, 
For Hymen's task was to preside 

O'er nuptial peace and nuptial pleasance ; 
The vest was meant to represent 

Two hearts as in one bosom beating, 
The torch, to prove that married love 

Should know nor secrecy nor cheating. 
But most divine conceit of all 

Was his delicious crown of posies 


than all the rest, For marriage, whatsoe’er befal, 


Should always prove a path of roses | 


Yet, surely Hymen's influence wanes, 

Why hear we, else, these tidings awful ? 
A Mrs. Raynes arraigns a Raynes 

For treatment neither kind nor lawful ; 
And naught by Hymen’s torch is shown, 

Save blackened eyes and cheeks inflated ; 
And Hymen’s vest with water, thrown 

’Twixt man and wife, is saturated | 
And sore of heart the poet feels, 

Since lynx-eyed Law the fact discloses, 
That unromantic vile Stewed Eels 

Are mingled with the marriage roses:! | 


the marriage roses ! 
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SOCIAL STATUS IN THE PROVINCES. 
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“OOB, him—Oob, jie wurn't nobboddy afore he coom to these paarts—on’y a doctor, or a bishop, cr a gen’ral, or suthin o° that sort; ‘ada't got no money to speak ov, 
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He was lucky, he was; he married the darter o' Tummu3; Towzer, Esquire, tv dil!” 
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Hist—rhar's Tummus Towzer, Esquire. Oob, e's a sumboddy—'olds ‘is ‘ed ‘igh, he does; he isa gentleman, and no mistake. Got more money ‘a eunyboddy ’ereabouts. 
He made it all out o’ bope manoors, It was ‘im as allowed that there bishop, or wotever he was, to marry ‘is darter.” 
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“HERE’S MY HAND, BE OFF GERMA 


I PREFER VERY MUCH MY DEAR FIFE,” 


“QUITE ENGLISH, 
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7 Crox. As well as you? You do surprise me there— as 
| That she should fancy waltzing with a bear ! 
Fox. You read that in the feeble comic journal, 

Of which you've so long taken a dose diurnal. 
Crox. Flox, if I had not known you were an ass——— 
Fiox. I always let a donkey’s juigment pass. 
Crox. Will you give up the widow—yes or no? 
FLox. Take your conceit to—Bath or Jericho ! 
Crox, It's war, then, to the bitter end? 











FLOX. The knife |! 
Crox. The widow Green—— ' 
FLOX. Shall never be your wife ! 


Crox. To-morrow you will open wide your eyes ! 
FLox. You'll feel, to-night, | fancy, some surprise ! 
(Club boy in buttons brings a telegram to each, They 


read eagerly, then become thoughtfully silent for 


| a minute or two.) 
| Crox. I fear, upon reflection, my dear Flox, 
FLox. Your very words were on my tongue, dear Crox ! 
(rox. I say, I fear I've been extremely rude. 
Fox. I’m certain I was in an angry mood ; 

And when that’s so—— 
CROX,. Exactly !—from one’s lips 


| The thing one doesn’t mean 
| FLOx. From out them slips. 


| Crox. Flox, my dear boy, the widow I resign. 
Fox, Crox, your devotion shall not outstrip mine. 
(They pause, meditate, and then resolve.) 


Crox, Flox, I’ve a notion ! 











| FLOX, Have you?—so have I— 
| Crox. Let’s exchange telegrams. 
FLOX, I quite see why ! 


They exchange telegrams, and read. ) 
Crox. Flox, we've each had a terrible escape 
FLox. From danger darker than that widow's crape ! 
Crox. Her money taken from her—every sou— 
FLox, If she had married either me or you! 
(They shake hands with repressed emction, then order soothing 
but strong drinks, 




















PY, We oer © LQ Z : cea “< fame, but rank and file is tempting the ‘worthy 

wae : ) ayor. He is working like a Trojan to raise sufficient “ need- 
| NGLISH AS SHES SPOKE IN SKYE. ful” to rig out the metropolitan volunteers with overcoats, boots, 
_ Skipper (sleepily).—" Tonal, tak’ ta poat in your han’ and go ashore havresacks, water-bottles, so that, if wanted, they shall be ready, 
in ta pasket, and puy a fish; an’ if you canna get a fish pring a and, as all that is wanted is the “ready,” he thinks they should be 
herrin’ (more sleepily) ; we canna gang ta sea wantin’ preed.”’ like the hospitals—supported by volunteery contributions, 


Tonal (even more sleepy).—‘ I wish ta auld tevil wid gang her 
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namsel when she sends me.” 
| | . THE LIQUOR QUESTION.,— What’s yours ?”’ 
COMEDIES OF EVERYDAY LIFE.—No. VIII. alia atcciesinie 
TEENS rom 
po 4g LU CRE: a, 
IA anc LOX, two 0 friends who share one & t »); Aon X: 
and who have never before had a“ difference” in their ‘ier dea 
te ae ty ae of a well-to-do widow, They have dined 
a ir club and retired to the semoke- ) ' 
pend ti tok tdimaaless oleae noke-room, where they have hap- 
CROX. Except that ycu're not fat, and I'm not thin, “= 
I don't see where your better claim comes in, 
FLOX. I beg your pardon, Crox, but Mrs. Green 81 
Sa Me I knew before you came upon the scene. Year 
CROX, W hatif youdid! You don't mean, I suppose, and 
That knowing her's the same as to propose ? of th 
FLOXx, And you don't mean to say you ve had the cheek | N. 
; To ask her hand whom you've scarce known a week ? | rong 
CBOX, My way 8 to strike the iron while it's hot. to fr 
FLOX,. If you think you've struck her, I'm sure you've not, “y 
Twas only yesterday I heard her fay—— call 
Crox. Nothing to what I heard her gay to-day | i we 
FLOX, She said she'd no more think Weeadine you—— o” th 
Crox. Her words to me were that you were a Jew, what 
my ve on! thought was how much she was worth. _— A bang 
CLOX: {our cond ring airs, she said, filled her with mirth. tl i = _— 
ROX. She said your bashfulness was such a joke me) Lf /)/) == _£ i | ase 
Fens _ even a cat to laughter might provoke. ! oh VA LN et = Ai e== wash 
wae wilow's wit pn rentioe—Onex's brand. A REMINISCENCE OF THE REGATTA. pd 
“raat ge ster vit you quite misunderstand— : j ae 
Can't imitate it in the least de : Literary Party.—“ After all, it's si ; 
a gree ; : ’ Simple enoagh. I cultivate m pleas: 
bien ne Sey —_ you'll never take in me — you cultivate your muscles—that’s all the difference eres J Na 
as to her, before von’ . , ' 
you've half a chance, Athletic Party.—“ Say that you're all skull, and I’m all sculler— the 1 


I heard her say you'd have to learn to dance be 
tter way of putting it, dear boy,” wreath 
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IN STORE FOR THE SHAH. 
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THH COLLOQUIEBS OF STRABISMUS. 
No, 27.THE SAGE AND THE SHAH. 


SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage; NASR-ED-DEEN, 
Shah of all the Persias, and an inch or two over, 


STRABISMUS. Hail! King of kings, and Boss of the Big Diamond! 
Years have passed since polished boots of thine trod British ground, 
and London laid itself down i’ red cloth to greet the glittering Beetle 
of the Orient. 

NASR. It is as thou sayest, O venerable unwashed one! Sixteen 
seasons have passed since the flaming Ruler of the Heavens descended 
to fructify and illuminate this sunless isle. 

STRA. But thou comest again, and market gardeners will up and 
call thee blessed. There has not been such a strawberry season since 
I was a boy. Odds juicy golumpshousness! And so the Russians 7; 
o’ thy departure, and the Germans gnashed their teeth? Well, well! 
what must be must; the thing is not only written, but printed. Odds 
banging, bellows, and bunting! Was't not a reception of the most 
enthusiastic? Were we not in gala trim? Odds glitter and gor- 
geousness! Stony equares blossom with roses, statues have their faces 
washed. Strips o’ Manchester calico dangle out of second storey 
windows, citizens sit o’ the chimney-pots, and puny street urchins toss 
from lip to lip the resuscitated corpse of a slang phrase, a prehistoric 
pleasantry gathered to its predecessors sixteen years ago—— 

NasR. Have you seen the Shah? 

Stra, Ay, and he is somewhat oilier than he used to be, though 
the newspaper reporters deny it; but they have piercing eyes that 
can see a landscape through a brick wall, and intellect behind 


stupidity, The gross envelope ntains a & of fire, the dull eve 


Maria! He might like To see our latesl’— the Dwins '” 
betokens introspective power. Stolidity to these gentry is reserve, 
ignorance wisdom, a stuttered sentence or two, an oratorical display. 
Yet Heaven will pardon them, bacause they have their bread to 
earn, and are no worse than court officials that have had their new 
satin breeches made wide i’ the seams, o’ purpose for umbrella 
scrambling! Lack aday! I pity thee, poorsatrap! To rule over five 
millions of courtiers and slaves and not have one friend, except the 
little ape that chatters at thy footstool and coils i’ thy bosom o’ 
nights. ’Tis pitiful. To own a simple stomach that loves cheese 
and onions with plain rye bread, and to be compelled to banquet on 
cates of the richest. To have to endure reviews, inspections, balls, 
routs, feasts, operas, plays, and ballets, when thy simple soul were 
more gladdened by a cock-fight, a kaleidoscope, or a Punch-and-Jud 
show! ‘'Tis gruesome, indeed! For underneath thy glittering shell 
a gaping barbarian lies concealed ; were it chipped or broken, or even 
scratched, he would appear. 

Nasr. This old man speaks truth, let his mouth be fille7-— 

Stra. With gold, belike. Why, I value not the dross; but ‘tis 
ill-mannered to be churlish, and so, gape Strabismus and swallow—— 

Nask. Dirt! 

STRA. Pagh! Pugh! O vile flavour! And yet another fistfal, 
mercy! O, Insect Exterminator of the East, spare my life, for it has 
been revealed to me by the stars, that thou and I shall trip off this 
es stage at the same cue for exit—our fates are linked to- 
gether. 

Naser. | have spared the lives of fifteen thousand criminals on the 
same plea—but go, O uncleanly one, in we 

Staa. Instead of ia pieces. Farewell,Q Blue Glass Bottle with 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 23. 
ANOTHER VIEW OF THE ACTBESS “ON AND OFF.” 


——— tte 
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Here you have her at the theatre in the evening, most inattractive 
in appearance and behaving with really considerable cruelty to the 
rightful heir, 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

Hogey horses are all very well in their way, but the Lords showed 
on Monday last that they can be ridden to death even when they are 
Galloway ponies, and when the Earl of Galloway galloped off on the 
Earldom of Mar hobby, they Marred the effect of his peroration by first 
objecting to his reading his speech from written notes, which, accord- 
ing to their rules was not write—that is right: and secondly by 
pointing out that the Mar question had been already decided, eo that 
the Mardebate proposed to have been raised fell far below par. The Cork 
meeting was on Morday the occasion of a good deal of bottled-up 
Irish indignation regarding the arrest of Mr. William O'Brien. Last 
week Lords and Commons were very much exercised over the action 
if the Portuguese (;rovernment at Delagoa Bay. FuN hopes before 
at Delagoa we go ahead, we shall satisfy ourselves that we are not 
rushing into an international] dispute in the interests of a clique of 
City speculators. 

Princess Louise of Wales having wisely preferred the Fife to the 
German band, the House of Commons was called upon to consider the 
question of dowry. Well, when it’sa question of supporting a German 
pauper who comes over to England to batten on John Bull and find 
a royal wife who will support him, J.B. not unnaturally growls; but 

















A OOMMIITEER OF THE WHOLE HOUSE. 


John is not mean, and he is very fond of his Princesses, so that when 
the filia pulchra mater pulchrior, the charming daughter of the most 
charming mother in Great Britain gives her hand and heart toa 
British gentleman who, though a Duff, is by no means a Duffer, John 
will by no means cut up shabby over his dear little daughter's 
dowry. | 
On Wednesday, Mr. Smith added fuel to the fire by bringirg in the 
Coal Dues with undue precipitancy. The House dealt with the eiu. 
cation of juvenile Taffy, Gallant Little Wales appearing to havea 
large share of the fishes of education, | 
The Deceased Husband's Brother last week asserted claim to a 
share of the same consideration as the Deceased Wife's Sigter, aT 





And here she is at breakfast, as sweet as new-mown hay, touched to 
the heart by the appeals for “a day inthe country for the little ones,” 
and resolving to send a cheque at once. 





Our artist has depicted a Committee of the whole House—the whole 
House being in the dining, smoking, and reading rooms, or feeding 
with the Shah. 








Dela-goa-ing it. 
IN Delagoa Bay 
There has been the deuce to pay, 
And some so-called (Portu)-gallant folk have dared to break the pea7e, 
Now, if these folk should think 
Britons at their cheek will wink, 
They must not be so much Portuguese as silly (Portu)-geege ! 








A LA SHAH. 


HAVE I seen the Shah? Of course I have, and a fool I was for my 
pains,so lI think, That Jones would make me go to that warehouse 
of his in the city. He’s in what they call the “rag trade.” The 
clothes and things smell something dreadful. They had got the 
lobster salad under a counter, and the sniff was about as pleasant as 
Margate harbour. Then there was a general smell of bad brown 
sherry about the place. When I got there the first thing the fool 
said—instead of getting me a comfortable place—I think we can 
squeeze you ina bit.” ‘Squeezed in,” indeed, as if I was an infernal 
Dutch kipper in a box—that is to say, I had to wedge in at a corner 
of the window by a fat parson and his daughter with one of those 
fresh country faces like a pound of underdone buttock steak. //e 
said to me, “ We’re a good size, sir; we do credit to our time of life.” 
Like his infernal impudence, as I say. He saw I was annoyed. He 
was standing by a bale of tweed, and said, ‘The cloth protects me, 
sir.’ Then they all laughed like a parcel of chuckle-headed hyenas. 
A parcel of fools, I say. Then the parson began talking about the 
Shah. He said he had three hundred and fifty wives, and wanted to 
marry his own grandmother, only even the Persian law wouldn't put 
up with that. Then there was more giggling, and Jones said we'd 
better peck a bit. One comfort was when he was getting some of the 
bottled beer out, one of the bottles burst and cut his hand. He didn't 
laugh quite so much then, but looked rather pale, and tried to pull 
himself together with taking a sip of his beastly brandy. Brandy, 
indeed! It smelt more of paraffin than ever it did of Charante. 

Well, of course, we had our lunch anyhow. “ Picnic fashion,” say@ 
Jones. I suppose “picnic fashion” is trying to make believe that 
caterpillars are falling down your neck and that earwigs are walking 
into the salad. And the squeezing about, too, was something awful. 
I don't care about salad dressing being emptied over my trousers, 
even if you do. I can’t say that I ever did. “It’s all rough and 
ready, tumble down style,” says that idiot Jones. As if we wanted 
to wolf our food down like a parcel of navvieg by a railway cutting. 
I was rather glad though, when he was fooling to make believe that 
he was going to sit on the grass, that hesat downon a big lobster claw. 
He got up quickly enough, and began swearing, so that his wife said, 
“ John, love, you forget yourself.” JZshould like to go about all my 
life with a woman like that tacked to my tail. Bah! I hate the 
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= THE WINNER OF THE GREAT FARTHING STAKES. 

€ cundesijaiilemmmiel lianilinetnaiadiinaiissiniiiondies - ince 
as ~ te gies = os 
om The G.O.M.’s Successor, HOTCH POTCH:.' 
oa [It is suggested in certain quarter: that Mr. Labouchere should be chosen as Mr, Mrs, Sneerer (the dearest of sou's, with the best of intentions, who 
- Gladstone's successor.) resides a few miles “ out,” to visitor from town).—"“Oh, my dear Mr. 
ve Now, Rumour is a rummy jade, as every reader knows, Skeftington, this is an unexpected pleasure. We are so glad to see you 
aan And on the merest pretext all around she babbling goes ; again. What time does yourtrain go? You mustn't miss that, what- 
Ha Rumour’s latest freak is to report that many now prepare ever you do.” 

e.” To say the G,O.M.’s successor should be Mr, Labouchere. 

. ' Sympathetic Wife.—‘ Oh, Charley, isn’t it dreadful? Did you 

He It savours of low comedy—the notion herein named— oan eget Me Jones diel toc. a” ind 

. é a por Mr . 

4 fangs ter y haven age gn npmsote no Matter-of-fact Hushand.—“ Poor! Why, I should have thought 
. 2 p 8, an< i we ( e; ’ . a . . ‘ ” 

he But hath he any genius, the genial Labouchere | = AG 06d up Ser CHeeny Cheenee oF Se 

ht O, yes, a brilliant journalist, that cannot be denied, Mrs. PopMORE thinks it very shocking that the Shah should have 

ad And a business man, and trav’ller of experience most wide; so many Mrs. Shahs, and does hope that his majesty during his stay 

he A politician? H’'m, well—ye-es—of rather “sniffing” air; in England will be converted to “ mahogany. 

n't But not guite up to Gladdy’s mark is Mr. Labouchere. a a ae ; 

1 He was a provincial dramatic critic with a mission to purify the 
, Twere a weary task, at present, to find one who could succeed drama, and he had administered a ‘'slating” toan eminent travedian. 
y» T 1e G.O M. with anything that seemed success indeed, But the E T. chanced upon him one day, and fell upon him tooth and 

Not many politicians could be thought of, vou re aware, nail, and he returned to his homestead on a shutter. In reply to 
a And ‘tis pretty sure that one of them is nvt H. Labouchere. anxious inquiries sympathising friends were informed that he was 

: : : A 
ng To do L. proner justice, he would probably agsee “gtill alive, but in a crit:c.l condition. 
al. That he is scarce tne senator to take the vlace of G. ; 
rs He has bardiy cheek enough for that althovyzh sme aauce to spare, -Lei : 
nd Has that self-sufficient humorist, the lively Labouchere, A Sun-Leit motif. 
ed THE Sunlight Soaperies at the Windsor Show, 
ig. Have made its showmen (Lever Brothers) gay, 
at WE see by the papers that when a pint of beer is imbibed, a third Much Leverage it gave that soap, you know, 
Ww. of a penny is contributed to the revenue ; but when an equal quan- Although 'twas not unknown before, they say, 
id, tity of whisky is drunk, three halfpence is the amount by which the Some forty thousand tons per year they make, 
ny resources of our land have been incr-ased We merely mention this Thanks to twelve hundred hands whom they engazge, 
he to inform our readers that henceforth whisky is our only drink, s Which fact w A ista 
, rs 3 " n a A stace 
ED i 2955 4 SMEN Les fe Lae | j LA . aca nowied ; d 3 p ‘re ed unless 


accompanied by a shamped and direcied envelope, 
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Weight will tell 


A Sunday Outing. 


Sixpence an Hour. 





Quite English, you Know, 
(SEE CABTOON,) 
THERE once was a noble Scotch lord, 
Who in wealth had decidedly scored ; 
But he wanted a spouse 
To take care of his house, 
And preside at the head of his board. 


Then his brain became quite in a whirl 
At the thought of a very nice girl, 

Whom he longed to caress ; 

But she was a }’rincess, 
Whilst, for him, he was only an Earl, 
German Princes were on the look-out 
For that coveted damsel, no doubt ; 

And she p'rhaps might have been 

Some foreign state's (ueen, 
If ‘twas that which she cared much about. 
But her parents had got the good sense 
With the regular course to dispense ; 

And they argued it so— 

She's quite English, you know, 
And at home, for a change, we'll commence. 
Thus that Princess will soon be the wife 
Of a British-bred partner-for-life ; 

Ard she gives him her hand 

With a “Go, German band ; 
For | greatly prefer my dear Fife!” 





The Specific for NEURALGIA. 


‘ Tonga maintains its reputation in the treatment 


of Neuralgia. "— Lancet Write a 


‘‘Ipvaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has proved nor s} 
effective in al) those cases in which we have pre Ask 
scribed it.”—AMedical Press. } 


Se. Od., 4s. Gd. & lis. Of al] Chemists. Pi 
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KNICKNACKS, 


A FEW days ago the steamship Zoward 
collided with, and sank, the Harold of New- 
castle, between Beachy Head and Hastings. 
The neighbourhood of Hastings has always 
been unfortunate to the Harolds ; nevertheless, 
everyone will lament this most untoward 
accedent. 


Poor old Mrs, Blunderby’s eyesight is not 
so good as it used to be, and the other morn- 
ing, as she was glancing over the paper, she 
exclaimed—“ Oh, my gracious! what do this 
mean, Blunderby /—Very shortly the Thim- 
blerig f¢te will be held, under the patronage 
of Princess High and Low Lager Beer?” It 
took the old man a quarter of an hour to ex- 
plain that it wasa “Thimble League,” and 
that the lady who was interested in it was 
the Princess Hohenlohe Langerburg, 


A WOMAN named Sarah Jane Whitelegge 
was charged before the Manchester County 
Justices with being concerned in certain 
betting transactions, but was discharged, 
This might have been expected, for they could 
not make a black leg of one who was 
natura'ly a Whitelegge, 





SFVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


POINTED LINO 


ad ge ae a 





A Novel Novel. 


[A lady has lately writren a novel run on a “ catch, 


viz.:—with a certain word omitted all through, ich 


word the reader is requested to discover.) 

A NEW dodge has been invented 
By a lady novel-writer, 

Who, with crime is not contented 
As an interest exciter ; 

She doesn’t pile up horrors, 
Nor trace mysteries absurd out, 

Nor work up lovers’ “ sorrers ’'— 
No, she leaves a certain word out. 


Her stating this omission 
Without stating what word this ii, 
Putteth some in a condition 


Like to Blue Beard’s ‘curious ” “ mi3sis”’ ; 


And the puzzle to unravel, 
Their faculties are stirred out, 
So they consequently travel 
Through this story with a word out. 


P’r’aps the novel had been better 
Had its writer not been shackled 
By the vague and verbal fetter 
Which she womanfully tackled ; 
And one fact strikes us greatly, 
That (like whey that has the curds ou‘) 
Many stories published lately 
Would be better with all words out! 
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This furious fight (by our artist er- (3) A pipe-smoking priest with his fist | (5) Poor Javeniie beggars our streets (7) St. S. the great water) “ pot,” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE ALHAMBRA—The ballet 
enterprise is in a particularly 
healthy condition jast now 
in Britain’s happy isle. Over 
“ the balls,” at anyrate, she is 
queen, and the Alhambra, if not 
her only, is certainly her chief 
prophet. The handsome house 
“ over the way” (as it is called 
—meaning on the right hand 
side of the square) runs her 
hard (and often) with friendly 
rivalry ; but with Casati for 
“ master,” Jacobi for musician, 
Alias for costumier, and such 
exponents as Signorina Bessone 
and Mdlle. Marie, at the head 
of the famed Alhambra corps, 
she can hold her own yet, with 
a little bit to spare wherewith 
to wish good luck to her young 
rival. And long may they peg 
away, and endeavour to best 
each other every time, say I, 

for as long as they do, the public and I may be certain of 

royal rega!ement from both. 





THE ALHAMBRA.—BASEFUL BESSONE. 


RoyA. regalement (I thank thee, brain, for giving me that phrase !) 
is what we get, anyhow, in the Alhambra “ latest,” by name Astrea, 
over which they may truly be said to star one. The story is, of 
course, as other ballet stories, more or less incomprehensible to the 
spectator. We have the usual alternations of pirouettings by single, 
double, and triple a, and mass evolutions by the “ chorus,” 
interspersed with the wonderful manners and customs of the lady 
whose costume, so totally different to everybody else’s in character, 
shows her to be a foreigner in the country represented. She isa 
curious person, this latter, one can never quite make her out. It 
always seems to me that the rest of the corps are conscientiously 
trying to dance their way to the best of their ability through the 
story they have in hand, while she keeps interrupting them and 
bringing things to a temporary standstill in order that she may show 
them, by example, how much better they might do it. She always 
seems to me to be an interfering person, meddling with things that 
do not concern her, and usually turns out to be the heroine, 


Astrea (which, by the way, I have been guilty of referring to in 
these columns as Asteria—I wish people wouldn't give me false tips, 
and I wish I wouldn’t take them) opens ina lovely region where 
the seductive inhabitants array their attractive forms in leaves and 
feathers, whereat a feeling of envy rises rampant in the human bosom. 
How sweet to pluck your clothing from the Seiten, or the moulting 
dicky bird, though hard upon 
your tailor! This is the 
golden age. Apparently they 
knew no winter in the golden 
age, for when (seemingly 
through the influence of some 
very fine young ladies with 
choppers in their bands, and 
animals’ tails twisted round 
their legs) the landscape, a‘ter 
a creaky struggle, assumed a 
snowy aspect, they all seemed 
to feel the cold dreadfully (as 
they need in that costume), but 
did not appear to have provided 
themselves with the useful 
muffizr or the precautionary 
overcoat, nor did it seem to 
occur to them that their 
national habit of dancing 
contained the elements of 
relief! We got to warmer 
regions after that—Vulcan's 
a a. gon & Etna, and 

reac the se\ent j 
Otpatpaa y g enth heaven of delight on Mount 





THE ALHAMBRA.—MERC(UBIAL. 


IT is difficult to express the d.licate beaut 
| dk y of this last scene 
without laying one's self open to je :rs and charges of hyperbolic enthu- 
siasm, 80 1 am not going to attempt it. You go and see it, that’s all. 
There‘is a lot of technical cleverness in some of the dresses which 





ou will probably not fully understand, but you can hardly fail to be 
Rreck with the ileal anibe and subdued brilliance of the whole 


picture. 


THE dancing of the ballet is as as one need wish. Signorina 
Bessone is one of the best of premiéres, and Mdlle. Marie is probably 
the best ballet pantomimist we have. The “‘andantes” of the former, 
executed with the assistance of M. Saracco, are clever and effective, 
if a little “ crumpley” in result, but the lady has as ample a share of 
grace and skill in the dance as muscular agility. Miss M. Thurgate 
makes a bewitching Mercury, heading a quartette of clever subordi- 
nate principals (so to call them), of whom the other three are Miss 
Phillips, Madame Roffey, and Mdlle, Mayell. Mons. Jacobi is in his 
best form with the music—the overture has a very charming sweet- 
ness, though a bright bit of melody involving some anvils struck 
popularity at once. Mr. T. E. Ryan’s scenery is worthy his good 
reputation, and Mons. and Madame Alias’ costumes (designed by M. 
Bianchini) striking, beautiful, and clever, 





Nops AND WINKS.—Messrs, Dilly, Clifton, and Slaughter’s opera, 
Marjorie, will at last make its public appearance on the afternoon of 
the 18th inst., at the Prince of Wales's. It has been rather Dilly-tory 
in coming forth, but is expected to make great slaughter (if it doesn’t 
make Slaughter great) when it does come. Miss Wadman. of the 
lovely voice, is to be the heroine, and Miss Fanny Brough will bring 
her high comedy powers to enrich the feast. Mr. Joseph Tapley, Mr. 
F, Celli, Mr. Monkhouse, and Mr, Fred Wood, are also in what seems 
to be a particularly strong cast. If Marjorie “strikes ile,” she will 





THE ALHAMBRA.—THE MAYELL AND THE FE-MAYELL. 


probably succeed Paul Jones—though there is little need to talk of 
that yet awhile—David Garrick was revived at the Criterion last 
Wednesday evening for a short run, pending the production of Mr. 
Burnand’s new comedy, and the departure of the company for 
America (it is understood that they will take their “ Davy’’).—Jn 
Danger by (1 believe) Messrs. Lestocq and Cresswell, will be pro- 
duced at the Vaudeville on the 29th inst., with a strong cast—I may 
say a very strong cast—and will be preceded by a comedietta, called 
The Postscript, in which Miss Cicely Richards will make a welcome 
reappearance.—Look out at Terry’s on the 16th for Messrs. Groves 
and Bacon's matinée of My Uncle, and at the same theatre on 
the afternoon of the 24th, when Miss Muriel Wylford will produce 
The Catspaw, by John Trester.—TZhe Musical World announces its 
intention of resuming dramatic criticism (and gives practical proof 
thereof in the current issue). The editor declares the intention 
of judging “the plays, as literature: the acting as art,” which has 
the merit of materially limiting his critic's field of labour! It is, 
perhaps, not for me to give an opinion, but I judge from the sample 
presented that the said critic is quite up to his work, and may be 
followed with almost as much confidence as NESTOR. 








A CORRESPONDENT, having learned from the papers that the cele- 
brated “ Jubilee Juggins,” Mr. Ernest Benzon, is just about to publish 
a work showing how he managed to get rid of £250,000 in a very 
short time, writes to say that if anybody really wishes to know how 
to perform that unusual feat, it cannot be effected more certainly or 
expeditiously than by forwarding at once bank-notes for the full 
smount to ours truly, HaRDUP. 

ED.—Don't he wish he may get it? 
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FUN, Juxny 17, 1889. : 


GOAHEADISON’S REAL LATEST. 


Eh? Goaheadison’s Far-Sight Machine? Bless your soul, that’s quite an antiquity now. Quite eclipsed by his latest—the Far-Touch Machine. 
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Haven't read the account of that mill the other day between Dan Dotter, of Doncaster, and the McFlattener, the Boston Bumper? Oh, yes, all carried on by 
cable, one end of it at Doncaster, and the other at Boston. Dan faced the machine at the Doncaster end in good form at 11.32. Some very pretty play. Dan dodged 
a cleverly tried jaw compreeser from Mc’s right, and got the electric current on to the ropes in the fifth round. 
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Then the machine planted several on Dan's ribs, and Dan came up groggy for the seventeenth round, but supplied the cable with a neat lifter under the right ear 


a‘ 1218, On the call for the twenty-fourth round Mc forgot toecome up, and Dan got the belt. It was a pretty sight throughout, the American champion being 
d.sticctly visible through a Far-Sight machine. 
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Just as Mc was ushering ina superior lightning dislocator with his left, a heedleas visitor happemed to pass in 
front of the transmitter. Ourable in six weeks, with reserve, | 


During the iffa'r a amusing incid at occurred. 
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THE LIGHT OF THE HAREM. 
BRITANNIA, THE BOUNDING BUL-BUL, DANCING BEFORE THE SHAH. 


AND THE LOVE THAT IS O’ER, IN EXP TRING GIV ES BIRTH | AND, OH! IF THERE BE AN ELYSIUM ON EARTH, 
TO A NEW ON 1S WARM. AS UNEQUALLED IN BL IT I8 THIS. IT 18 THIS.”—Lall a Rookh 
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26 
ere selfish motives, turning upon the rights of property, to 
TOLERATION. ieectaos with, or thwart, the acts (however apparently violent and 
' wished t te ° ° P ° iction. 
ul Gentacton by Sorchng slong the Strand, ‘This of course, accounts for tbe | Sllcgnl) of thows Whove iatentT to frightfully, and throwing the cat 
choosing L yee = = pw Cpe pelle tra ate nie on the kitchen fire, and uttering such horrible threats, with blood 
enti. ‘ ING and gizzards in them, and kicking the baby about the head, and 
ic N ateaiae a iden. screaming so—and now he is employed in tearing out my hair by the 
. “| t . . 
tion is, I sight the a Ena. Yes. I cannot, at times, altogether banish from my mind 
strong point of you a passing belief that these religious demonstrations now and then 
English? exceed the limits generally laid down by the usages of modern society. 
ENGLISH mr I might, perhaps, be justified in putting it to him, whether it would 
You = we nh ty be altogether repugnant to his feelings to leave cffnow. « «#* « 
—— ae fe aioe Alas, he replies (witha most alarming flow of blasphemous anathema) 
ame ae ‘ say that he won’t leave off. 
on fone vt. Mrs. ENG. Ha—look. The bulldog has broken loose and pinned 
most se —_ rai - him. Oh, John, the dog is going for him methodically ; he will 
our - to | i probably kill him! Perhaps you ought to interfere —— 
ta bgt nae wh ae Mr. Enc. Eh? Well—er. I don’t know—possibly the bull-dog 
i Sar tendo, is acting from religious motives; I should not like to interfere with 
Ze rg & relisious the exercise of his—— 
motive. , 
Exq STR. Excuse Not (Caven)-“ dished.” 
my Pape ah [It is said that the Earl of Fife and his royal bride will dwell in Oavendish Square.) 
, ee OS Oe eT THE noble Lord Fife and his soon-to-be-wife 
be —— that there is an intoxicated party busily engaged in kicking ‘(Leute dees d and the fair), 
your shins, Will anon settle down at the West of the Town, 


EnG I have been aware of it for some considerable time ; but we 
make a rule never to cultivate an undue haste in these matters, for 


ai ti t the ; " 
oubeomss + pcan pad ao es sean cen To the Square of that name ro" can't say “ Fi(fe) for shame |! 
sac For many of note reside there ; 
It is possible that this party may not be intcxicated—he may be So e’en smokers profane, that spot can’t disdain, 


performing some novel religious ceremony * «* * Yes,l am athe - 
perfectly aware that he has smashed my hat over my eyes, and iseven And call it “ Cut” Cavendish Square | 


now rending my coat to shreds—but one must not be basty. I = ss  ssheanecsgpeidduaecoleieanaaaiel 

inqui f him whether his acts are intended as an insult, or are the . 

nao af ieheniddlion, 40 of salisloal fevvons > eee: ibe It is gaid Oxford Street is the longest street in the kingdom, 

[ suspected, he explains that he is a member of a new religious sect, containing 2.304 yards, Is that including back yards? 

and indignantly denies that his conduct is provocative of a breach of italia 

the peace ; on the contrary, he declares that the party whose conduct Yee ere 

is calculated to create a disturbance is myself, inasmuch as I am or it UP ae TaN vo | i 
~~ “2 4 i 


In point of fact, Cavendish Square, 





present in the street. If that is eo, it is my duty to retire. 

ENQ. 8TR. But bave you not a right, as a ratepayer and citizen, to 
the use of your own streets? 

ENG, Ah—well. You see we have scrup'es in asserting our rigid 
tights when they may prove an obstacle to the exercise of religious 
performances, I feel it my duty to retire within my own house and 
shut myself up. * * . * * 


Mk8. ENGLISHMAN, My dear, there isa very alarming noise in the 
front of the house, It resembles the fracturing of glassi—of all the 
windows ; Jam most uneasy about it. Would it not be advisable to 
call in a police constable and inform him—— 

Mk. Ena. My love, the idea has occurred to me; but, on calm 
reflection, I have decided that it would not be well to be too hasty in 
invoking the assistance of the law. As you suspect, the front windows 
are being smashed wholesale, and that with stones flung with violence ; 
but it may possibly turn out that the perpetrator of the apparently 
upjustifiable act is a member of some religious association engaged in 
the peculiar acts of devotion indulged in by his sect, Oh—even as I mo WA yt Nek eta ra y x 
imagined—I perceive that he is attired in a strange and outlandish Bea |, SN : 

uniform, a con- |) Wh VWI vAb - a 

co clusive proof that 
he is a religious 
enthusiast. 

Mks, ENG. But 
he is using such 
horrible language ! 

Mr. ENG. Blas- 
phemy, my love, 
is not looked upon 
as unsuitable to 
modern develop- 
ments of religious 
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fervour—quite the AN\\\ 
contrary. VAAN E AR 
Mrs. ENG. But as 

he has entered the NO NEED OF A “BRADSHAW.” 

house through the Tourist enquiring about the next boat. 

broken windows, Highland Waiter.—“ Weel, I canna jist say whit time it wull be, 

and is busily but if ye’l leave five meenits before ye see the poat coming roon tke 
engaged in smash- pint ye’l jist be in time ta catch it.” 
ibg our best furniture to atoms. Could you not reconcile it with your Tourist.— All right, Donald, but I am a bit stort sighted, co if 
cop victions on the question of religious toleration to interfere ? you will tell me ten minutes before + ou see it:yoars: If, I will give you 


MR. ENG. I should not feel sure of my ground, We have no right | gshilling,” 
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MEETING THE SHAH; OR, GOBBLE AND THE GOBLET. 
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And on his return was catertaining Mrs. G. with an account of the proceedings, 


Song of St. Swithin. 


I’M only a j»lly gcod man gone wrong, 
Yet, sea'ed sublime in the sainted throng, 
I am flattered and praised by the minstrel's 
song, 
With a diddledumfiddlededee. 
Deemed to be gifted with powers divine, 
Worshipped for works that have ne’er been 
mine 
I lounge with the gods o’er their cakes and 
wine 
With a diddledumfiddlededee. 


Hark to the sound of the reverent strain, 

‘* Day of St. Swithin, an thou dost rain, 

For forty days will the rain remain "— 
With a diddledumfiddlededee. 

Listen again to the couplet rare, 

“ Day of St. Swithin, an thou be fair, 

For forty days it will rain nae mair”— 
With a diddledum fiddlededee. 


How do you think I obtained the post 
That I proudly hold ’mid the heavenly host ? 


Why, I had the folks “on a piece of toast,” 
And I diddled 'um—fiddle-de-dee ! 

For six weeks’ space, in the year I died, 

It happened to rain, so I slily cried 

That aguas ventosque my soul could guile, 
With a diddledumfiddlededee. 


I swore that my soul would each year pre- 
vail, 

Fur those same six weeks, o'er the shower 
and gale, 

And the gullible public believed the ta'e, 

With a diddledumfiddlededee ; 

And they straight canonized me, with wild 
acclaim, 

And then—lI just laughed in my s'eeve at 
them, 

With a sly Mantilini-like “D.m! dem! 


dem !” 
And a diddledumfiddlededee, 


I know, daddy Fun, that your sharp eye sees 
Through the fraud and flam of my artiul 
wheeze, 


When his interesting narrative was interrupted by an accident which caused 
that lady to have him immediately conveyed to bed, 


But you mustn’t reproach or expose me, 
please, 
With your diddledumfiddlededee : 
For the Saint-elect all the pledges breaks 
That the candidate-Saint in his fervour takes, 
And—a host of Saints Swithin St. Stephen's 
makes, 
With its diddledumfiddledede: !! 1! 





For Cullers of Colours. 
(A PAB FOR THE PETS.) 
THE Lady's Pistorial 
Makes this memorial 
Touching the hues a la mod: — 
It gives no great hopes 
Of some heliotropes, . 
And on purples small praise is bestowed ; 
Bat for iris and mauve it some fondness be- 
trays,— 
The latter's a hue that’s not always mawve-aise, 





JoInt STocK —A butzher’r. 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 24. 
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Here you have him on one of his little journeys, tipping porter and 
guard with lordly magnificence, 











Aud here he ia at home, without a rap to give his wife when the 
washerwoman “calls for that little bill,” 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


HE  indefati- 
gable 
O’Brien 
was pre- 
vented fir- 
ing his 
shooting 
irony at Mr. 
Balfour, the 
S peaker 
nobbling 
his = shoot- 
ing iron. 
Mr. O’Brien 
desired 
to make 
&@ speech 
upon the 
Jatest = “‘in- 
justice to 
Ireland” at 
Charleville. 
The Speaker 
inflicted 

‘ another injustice’ by cu'iting short his speech —the crowning 

injustice to an Irishman, In fact, Mr, O'B, fared little better with 

Peel than with the peelers—the latter locked, the former shut, him 

up. 

Mr. Smith enunciated a proposition which, though not quite 
new, may fairly be called a novel one—viz., that authors of works 
of fiction are not entitled, except in the case of historical 
novels, to the benefit of the Civil List—the principle being that the 
pensions are for those deserving the gratitude of their country, Cer- 
tainly the country doesn't feel grateful for some of the fiction it is 
condemned to swallow. 

Lord Castletown did his best for tt e Jingo-cum Stockbroker section, 
who are anxious to plunge this country into a quarrel with Portugal, 
on behalf of a City group of debenture and share speculators. “ Pas 
si béte,” says Lord Salisbury. Mr. Labouchere sits on Royal Grants 
—we mean, on the Committee dealing therewith; there was a pro- 
poeal to empower the Committee to call for persons and documents. 
Fancy Batty in the bands of Labby! Exception was taken to Mr. 
Chamberlain ; nobody seemed quite to know which party he belongs 
to. They say the Prince of Wales is dubious on the point. Perhaps 
Joey himself is not quite certain—yet. 

In vain Mr. Jennings on Wednesday pleaded for the retention in 
the British Drama of Prince Arthur, the Duke of York, the little 
Olivia and Titanias fairies ; in vain he cited the opinions of Henry 
Irving and Ellen Terry, who, like all great natures, are passing tender 
© children; the views of Edward Terry, to whose kind heart the 














r Lilliputians about Barnes will testify ; of Mr. Labouchere, and 


although— 
“Every little boy or gal 
That’s born into this land alive, 
Is either a little Liberal 
Or else a little Conservative,” 


every little boy and gal, especially if poor and friendless and toyless, 
will bear witness that childhood has no stauncher friend than that 
robust Radical ; and in vain Sir Richard Webster, another true cham- 

ion of childhood, urged the House to deal with the question on the 
nes of common sense. Mundella’s maudlin bathos, and Samuel 
Smith’s theoretical sophistry, obtained the setting down in the 
Statute Book that henceforth Triplet’s olive branch2s shall rather 
starve in reality than in mimicry ; they may dance in the gutter, 
amid the carts and vans, but under ten they are to be denied the 
happiness of dancing to an orchestra, under the gentle care and 
guidance of Madame Katti Lanner. ; 

Naturally Sir Wilfrid Lawson, on Thursday, 'objected to the Dervishes 
on anybody else being prevented from obtaining water. If it had 
been beer!— But Fon cordially agrees with Sir Wilfrid on this 
point—if it be civilized warfare to keep back men, parched with thirst 
under an Kastern sun, from the gift, the priceless gift which Heaven 
has sent for all nations, then the sooner civilized warfare is dropped 
the better. Mr. Labonchere in vain asked on the same evening for 4 
definition of that queer fish the Dervish. 








From the Royal ‘‘ Stranger.” 
(A BRET HARTE-Y BALLAD.) 


“T WANT a grant!” our good Queen said— 
“What!” cried some people, “ Oof! what more?”’ 
“ Yea,” answered She, “for soon will be wed 
A granddaughter I adore! 


“So give her a grant,” the good Queen said, 

“ Fife hath but eighty-thousand per ann., n) more 
And J cannot kelp these two who’d wed— 

Out of my slender store!” 


“O give them a grant,” the Commons said, 
‘Though some may regard it as a bore! 

Princesses and princelings need so much per head 
To keep the wolf from the door!” 


“ Don’t give them a grant,” Red Radicals said 
(Though fewer objected than before), 

“ Or more grants still you'll have to shed— 
Yea, many and many a score——” 


“ But we give this grant,” the nation said, 

“ Not that we hold with grants galore ; 

But we love young Louise, who's about to wed, 
So we thus subscribe to her store!” 
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POGGINS’ LAST YEAR AT WIMBLEDON. 
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He swore & solemn vow that he So daily for three months he went shooting; bat while his Oo the eventful day at Wimbledon, he q arrelled with a 
would win a cup at Wimbledon, or practice at the butts was good, his practice at home went competitor, and so became estranged from his dearest friend. 
perish in the attempt. to the bad. 
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And though he won his cup, his wife wouldn’t So he put it on a stand in the hall, and Acd one night the cup was burgled, and all the plate as well, 
have it in her drawing room. It woulda’s used to salute every time he passad it, till Poggins has given up shooting siace. “ It doesn't pay,” he says. 


match the dado, she said. the rumour spread that he was going dotty. 














THH COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. | 


No. 28.—$T HE PHILOSOPHER AND THE D&VIL. 


EQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage; A LITTLE DEVIL 
with an Inky Nose. 


S:RABISMUS. Rat-tat! Odds landing-scrapings! Odds jerks o’ 
the handle and coughings outside! Comeino, with a murrain, O,the | 
devil ! | 

THE DkvIt. ’Tis J, in good sooth, and come for the copy. 

Stra. O plaguy punctilio! How am I beset! Didst wake with 
Phoebus th‘s morn, sweet imp o’ blackness ? 

THE DEVIL. Anan? 

Srka. Didst thou rise with the lark ? 

THE Dev, I rose with a thwack, your worship, for ‘tis my mother 
wakens me, and saving your presence always, a heavy hand she hath, 

STRA. Ill, ill! for the fortress of sleep should be taken by strategy, 
not by storming o’ the breaches. 

THE Dev. Begging your honour’s pardon, I sleep without ’em in 
summer weather, when the nights are warm and lively. 

Stra. Ho, ho! Bat, come, tell me, as batween brethren and in 
confidence. What thinkest thou o’ the writing tribe? I would have 
thy opinion of authors generally. 

THE Dev Why, your honour, if I may speak plainly-—— 

Stra. 'Twere not for thee to speak otherwise out of such a mouth, 
good hobgoblet. 

THE Dev. Then I think they area lazy lot, for they sit at a desk and 
scratch paper, and call it working. And while one would be picking 
up a case of minion, they are striving with toil and tears, and groans 
and gruntings, just as your honour has been doing, and tramping up 





By i ,RESPON 


and down the room and swearing, maybe, or breaking the furniture, 

and after all this to do, nothing is to show for't but a couple of dirt 

paragraphs or a bit of an article scarca big enough to wrap up an eel- 

pie in. And they earn mints of money, but never give the devil six- 
nce. 

Stra. Thus are we criticised by those who serve us. Odds cringes 
and fawnings! The meanest slave may sneer when he fiads a corner 
todoit in. Even his tyrant cannot rob him of the luxury of con- 
tempt. ‘Tis not 82 long since that an Oriental Potentate dined at 
the Guildhall with Royalty and Municipality, and nota soul thera 
but had one eye on his platter and the other on the dusky demigod. 
And there was a waiter there—a hireling plate-juggler in borrowed 
livery a world too wide, and he alone of all present was not bowed 
down ia spirit before the varnished boots of the Gorgeous One. For 
baing questioned presently b7 one of a curious mind as to what he 
thought of his majesty, he made reply : 

“ Why, he may be a hing, but I'md Lif he's a gentleman, H: 
- his meat with his silver fith-knife,and drank out of his Jinger- 

ow! /” 

This information being sworn to and attested by several notab‘e 
persons presant, who looked on it a3 a pleasing and aimirable pieca of 
eccentricity on the part of Heaven's Antintal: and indeed, have done 
the like ever since—— 

THe Dev. H-r-r-r-h-g-r-r-umph |! 

STRA. Morpheus! whatasnore! Wake, devil—wake! The copy 
is ready, and so to Camden Town. Have thy baptismal certificate 
ready ‘i thy pouch lest the Meddling Society snap ches up by the way. 
They will not earn their own living, and they have sworn not to b3 
put to the blush by imps like thee. Vale/ Shut the door! 
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A ROMANCE OF THE SEA. 
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1. Short-sighted Swell. “Deuced fine girl that going over the end of the cliff. I 11 follow.” 2. “By Jove! I believe she sees me, and is going to stop. I'm off.” 
3. “ There's po mistake about it, she Aas stopped there by the tree.” 4. “Eh! hullo! good gracious! she’s somehow caught fire.” 5. “I'll save her, or perish in the 
attempt.” 6. “ What the devil do you mean, yer lubber, by follerin’ me about ?” 








The Light of the Harem. In a way that few potentates ever did see ; 
(SEE CARTOON. ) | Oh! think what the smile of the Shah must be worth, 
Come hither, the Shah both by night and by day | The smile—if indeed not the absolute kiss, 
Has been plied with diversions that never are gone ; | As he owas, if there be an Elysium on earth, 
Like your popular ballads, as one dies away, | It is this, it is this, 


Another as sweet, or as catchy, comes on : 
And the /éte that is o'er, in expiring gives birth 
To a new one as good at engendering biiss ; 
So, perhaps, if there be an Elysiom on earth, 
it is this, it is this. 


Here Britannia is looking uncommonly spry, 
Like a flower awaked by a wasp—or a bee ; 
And she dances, whilst praising him up to the sky, 


| Here sparkles champagne, much conducive to love, 
Which she artfully draws from its cobwebby sphere, 

To beguile him to dream she's come down from above, 

| And forget Persian drinks for the wine we have here— 
| Though, maybe, wheresoever that Shah goeth forth, 

So the ladies who'd charm him don't do it amiss, 

He exclaims, “If there be an Elysium on earth, 

| It is this, it is this!” 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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How the Mouse Was 


Tamed. 
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From church. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 





THE COURT.—A COBIP O! 
(WoOoD) BLOCK (WITH 


HE COURT.—“ Happy thought,” says 
the farce-writer, “it’s a long time 
since we had a breach of promise 
on the boards—let’s do one— 
a@ court scene always ‘goes.’” 
Where to try it? is the next ques- 
tion. Where but at the Court is 
the obvious reply. Immediately 
a vision of Mrs, John Wood as an 
injured female rises before the 
projector's enraptured mind’s eye. 
A vision of Mr. Cecil as an embar- 
rassed legal gentleman (and you 
never saw an embarrister one in 
all your long and well-spent life) 
follows in the wake of the other, 
further complications rise up and 
join the stream, and all is serene. 
’Tis done—’tis called Aunt Jack 
—'tis produced, and laughter is 
the consequence, Whether this 
trial will be as long-lived as an 
equally celebrated cause now 
drawing to a reluctant close in 


- H J be the neighbourhood of Temple Bar 
Zi 7OLOG Its 


FOR CALLING HER A CHIP, AND 
HER MAMMA OLD AND A BLOCK). 


is a matter I leave to the decision 
of my old pal Chronos, but it is 
certainly not a very brilliant p‘ece 


of work (or maybe the Court has accustomed us to such superior fare 
in this way that our palate has become exacting.) It is a 
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THE COURT.—CECIL (/oy.)—“ GOOD GRACIOUS! I TOOK YOU FOR QUEEN 
ELIZABETH FOR THE MOMENT.” 





decently respectable effort, however, though the trial scene, which 
is probably mainly relied upon for success, gets a bit out of focus 


with its extravagance, and loses the point 
which vraisemblance gives to the wildest 
caricature -— which, so great a sage as 
Nestor may be forgiven for reminding you, 
means ever colour, and not extraneous 
colour. Mrs, Wood's “obliging” with a 
verse of a comic song in the witness-box is 
legitimate exaggeration enough, though, 
and screamingly funny, and Mr. Cecil's 
heart-rending distress loses nothing in 
the matter of comicality by being a 
thoroughly sound and clever bit of acting. 





In fact, though the acting is exceedingly 
good all round, these two may be said to 
sustain the “heat and burden,” and it is 
no sinecure, either, for there are some 
terribly heavy loads to haul up. Perhaps 
the more effectively prominent of the 
‘backers up" are Mr. Weedon Grossmith 
and Mr. Allan Aynesworth in two character 
parts. I don’t say that Mr. Aynesworth 
has an ext 


anrdai le £33 
raordlpnariiy difficult task to 





TBE OOURT.—A MAN 1} 
BUSLN ESS (VERY GOOD 
“ BUSINESS” TOO), 





little sketch of self-satisfied, dapper maladroitness is uncommonly 
exhilarating, and most commendably unexaggerated. Mr. A. M, 
Denison is a good defendant, and Mr. Fred Cape is well selected 
for the part of the judge, which he plays with a good deal of comic 

dignity, though he, in common 
with a large number of actors 
‘‘and others” will aspirate the h 
in humour. 


Miss ROSINA FILLIPI makes 

a handsome, dashing American 
lady, she has nothing else to do 
but be handsome and dash, 
though; and Miss Florence 
Wood shows herself one of the 
most promising of our younger 
actresses. I note in her the 
germ of ready facial expression, 
with a touch of heredity (I 
thank thee, Ibsen, for teaching 
me that word!) in its leaning 
towards the humorous. Not 
but what the young lady can 
hold her own in the tender vein, 
be i whereof a pretty performance 

| NG | in the somewhat sentimental 
first piece, His Toast, is witness. 

To sum up in the matter of Aunt 
Jackand the Court list generally, 
I think there is a very fair case, 
all that is required for complete success being plenty of witnesses. 




















THE COUR!.—SHE HAS HER FILLIPI 
UPON HIM} 


Nops AND WInKs.—The next public wickedness that Mr. Cecil 
Raleigh will commit will be a three-act “extravagance” of an 
operatic nature, which Mr, Arthur Roberts will identify himself with 
when the Royalty opens in the autumn under his fostering care. 
Arcades Ambo—how we will laugh! Mr. Walter Slaughter will be 
guilty of the music, and may be relied upon to display equal 
thoroughness with his companions in crime. The date of the outrage 
has not yet been finally settled, but may be confidently expected to 
occur just about the time sour apples come into season. Go to! 


Sweet Lavender will be played at Terry's, for the 500th time, on 
Friday evening next.—Mr, A. Mellor, with the assistance of the 
world-renowned Brock, was instrumental in setting the Thames on 
fire last Wednesday evening. Six miles of the Thames banks were 
illuminated by Bengal lights, at any rate, much to the delight of 
the owls and fishes—Miss Rose appeared as Lady Teazle, at the 
Vaudeville, the other afternoon. 
I’m afraid all that can be said 
is that she miss-rose to the 
occasion; though not good, she 
was just good enough to make 
one awfully sorry.—Miss Hen- 
rietta Lindley has postponed the 
matinée of her four-act piece till 
after the hot weather, “out of 
consideration for the critics,” 
Who could be hard on it after 
this? Not Nestor, at anyrate, 
who has set about making a 
collection (from the dictionary) 
of all those good words which 
cost much and are worth little, 
and which tend towards eulogy. 
The piece will be called Fur 
Critics’ Sake. Ob, no! I beg 
pardon—For England's Sake, 
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AS I go to press the over- 
ture of Marjorie— a piece of 
which great things are predicted 
—is just about to begin, go that 
my account and opinion thereof, from that point to the finale, must 
be denied you for another revolving week. Bear up, please.—There 
is a rumour abroad (though it seems pretty much at home, too) that 
Mr, Tree will glad us with King John next season. Well, we shall 
see. We're quite ready for it, and who’s afraid? Not NESTOR. 





THE COURT.—A CROSS-EXAMINATION 
BY LEWIs. 








IT was certainly a grim satire on things when the shopman at 

, \’ vs ‘7 99 . 
‘“Vent’s Burglary Preventor” opened the establishment the other 
ing, and the night the place had beep 
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NOT BEFORE THE DOG. 





Inconsiderate Malc.—“ HE’LL HAVE TO BE MUZZLED SOON, ACCORDING TO THE NEW REGULATIONS.” 


Tender-Hearted Female.—"‘OH, HOW UNKIND OF YOU TO SPEAK OF SUCH A THING BEFORE POOR PONTO! 


WHOLE AFTERNOON.” 





SPOILING HIS 








THH COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No, 29.—-THE SAGE AND SARAH. 
SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, the Sage ; SARAH, the Siren. 


STRABISMUS. Hail, Melpomene! Hail O——! 

SARAH. Halloa! 

Stra. Odds writhings serpentine! Odds draperies Delphic! By- 
zantine bendings! Toscan towslings! Welcome once more to the 
land of the British Thomas Tiddler, Behold! I bow beneath those 
poetic feet, divine iambics! Thy very shadow I prostrate myself 
before and worship. ’'Tis more substantial than it used to be, methinks! 

SAR. Vat you say? 

StRA. The Powers forbid! But—and this is a pretty play on 
words—thou art Lena and yet something plumper than of yore. I 
saw the play o’ the firstnight. Music was there none, and yet the waits 
swallowed up best part o’ the evening, the gas played strange tricks, 
and the people sat silent, while an invisible undertaker hammered at 
a coffin behind the scenes. Thump, thump, thump! Thinking that 
the adapters of the play might have paid Nature’s debt, and be 
requiring instant burial, we bore ourselves with becoming patience ; 
but odds cricks and cramps! ‘twas the longest week I ever spent in 
asingle evening. Wept I, and yet was something glad when thou wert 
dead and all hope was over. 

SAR. Ova! 

STRAB. The play is a bad egg, so please your divinity. Pack me, 
then, Milor Ram-see, gentilman, and his wooden-backed crew into 
the puppet box. Ha! 'tisdone! Za Tvsca, or Much Sardou About 
Nothing, is the play upon which the curtain rises. Odds cooings and 
cuddlings! Odds sighs and seductions and serrements du coeur! 
Odds tears and tortures! Odds piercing o’ pectorals with poignards 
and disposing o’ dips devotedly by the dead and done for! Odds 
prancing prisonwards ; then the cell and the sell that heralds the end- 
ing. ‘“ Dost thou sleep, my Cavaradossi one?” “a cries, poor soul. 
’Twas but a bogus execution. The soldiers are gone! Nota word?” 
Then doth she scold him prettily, and i’ the process of poking and 
punching, discovers she the bullet wound through which his soul hath 
gone out into the morning air. Lackaday! But the soldiers come 


| , 
back, having discovered Scarpia pinned like CKCDAaIéer on his own 
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carving-knife. ‘Quick now, Tiber, or not Tiber?” “ Tiber!” she 
cries, and hops me over the battlements inatwinkling. The deep 
places drag, the fordings go wade, the rivers go dam——- 

SAR. Goddam ! 

STRA. Ye shall not find her; she hath vanished in a bubble, poer 
light o’ love! We shall see her no more. Make way for the lady of the 
Camellias, that pathetic pulmonary, and Theodora, wife of Un- 
Justinian, the emperor, and Phédre, the stepmother, who loved 
vicarious offspring, not wisely, but too well. How we love them, 
and swallow French camels the while we strain at English gnats! 
Yet, if I have a wish ungratified, tis to see thee, of whom all who 
sing, sing, all who talk, talk, all who write, write-——— 

Sar, All right! 

STRA. Represent a virtuous female. For if thou, who canst make 
evil so sweetly seductive, shouldst play the saint—for once—then 
were Old CGooseberry’s occupation gone indeed, and the price of 
lodgings raised in the New Jerusalem, But I take my leave, 

SAR. Yes; no. How do you do? If you please. Thank you, 
gare. Good day. (Cet out. 

StkA. Had Ollendorf heard thee he would have believed himself a 
poet, poor soul, such witchment doth thine utterance lend to 
simple words, O incomparable one ! 

SAR. Vous m’ennwyez, comprenez-vous, polisson que vous étes? 
Va t’en, Facanapa! Scaramouch,—Sortez ! 

StTRAB, Why, I thank your madamship, and will hold the matter i’ 
the mind’s keeping. Farewell! 








On the Surrey Side. 

SOME call the county Surrey “ Sleepy Surrey,” 
Because it never seems in any hurry 

To vote for Liberals (I prythee do not smile). 
Perhaps that county some day will awaken, 
And (politically) try to save its bacon ; 

And say, ‘‘ We're very Surrey for our 

Surrey-ptitious style.” 


7 


7 #4 ¥ } “ 
) name for the uncrowned King of ldy-shah. 


Ireland —The Paddy 
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| The Last Princess. 

at To A FIrE ACU MPANIMENT. 

I'LL sing you a song of an island home 
And its lovely young Princesses, 

Compiled from the facts I found in a tome 
Of extremely rare MSS. 


The people were rich, and the lady who 
Presided on matters regal 





Received a very respectable screw, 
All right and proper and legal. 


She managed on this to sustain her state 
(With a certain amount of freedom), 

The young Princesses for to ed-u-cate, 
And physic and clothe and feed ‘um. 


Her method of raising her children could 
But result in praise extortion ; 

But, when they wanted to marry, it would 
Not run to a wedding portion, 


So, when they had anything of the kind 
In course of negotiation, 

They begged, in an equable frame of mind, 
A trifling sum from the nation. 


The nation was willing enough to part 
At first, and properly humble ; 

But after a while it began to start 
A kind of asort of a grumble. 


The demand was stiflish and frequent, you know, 
And nothing appeared to end it, | 

And when the young ladies were paid, they'd go 
Out of the country to spend it. 


Now, each young Princess was as sweet as May, 
Or any young royal spinster 

You'd find in a walk on a winter's day 
From Moorgate Street to Westminster, 


But cash speaks louder than worth, and the chink 
Of gold is more attractive— 

With Royal weddings it’s required (I think) 
To render the market active. 


So they went to the nation and smoothed it down 
With, “ Give, as you gave each past one. 
Discard that very disfiguring frown, 
And this one shall be the /ast one ! 


“And, of your opinions to show that we're 
Entirely appreciative, 

She sha’n't be married to a foreigner, dear : 
We'll marry her to a native!” 


So the nation shrugged its shoulders, and said. 
“ Our politeness sha'n't foreake us ; 

It comes to a ha'pe'ny or so a head, 
And it won't exactly break us. 


“So here’s luck to the pair and a happy lot— 
We'll give what we gave the past ones.” 
~ _ “ we 
But it learned in time that its Queen had got 


A thundering lot af “1 ” 
A thundering lot of “ iast ones | 








| Indiscriminate Invitation. 
[Luncheon parties are now made up on Sundays from guests invited hap-hazard im 
the Row.] 
O, STRANGE are the freaks of Miss Fashion 
(As we've often had cause to remark), 
And the last dodge she cuts a big dash on 
Is a matter regarding the Park. 
It appears that prim lunch invitations 
On Sundays are not now the “go,” 
But that dames, in Park peregrinations, 
Trust to luck for chance guests in the Row. 


Thus, during the Park's Church parading, 
Fair hostesses scatter around 
Invites for haut ton’s midday “lading” 
To loungers who therein abound. 
Yes, invités thus are selected 
By dames who are quite comme il faut, 
And then (as by Fashion directed) 
They walk off their guests from the Row. 





These sudden and strange invitations, 
Distributed thus in a bunch, 
| Give many who relish good “ rations ” 
A chance of a cheap and good lunch. 
And while Fashion (whose rules are so stringent) 
Enacts that the “ mode” must be so, 
You'll find a tremendous contingent 
Of lunchers who’ll lounge in the Row. 








“How customs change!” exclaimed Jones, the other evening, to 
his better half. “I see the Jews used to employ hewers of wood and 
drawers of water, whereas we use ewers of water and drawers of 
wood.” Mrs. Jones looked slightly puzzled, took five minutes to 

| think it out, and then There has been an inquest at Jones’, 
| Friends will please accept this intimation. 
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. AT THE FRENCH PLAY. 
First Fair Creature.—“ Well, if I hadn’t been told beforehand that thie 





was an improper piece, I should never have seen 4 





Second Fa 


r Creature,“ The difference, darling—or the play?” 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE. TIMES. 


OUR NEW IMPERIAL LEGISLATORS. 

IRST MEMBER 
OF LONDON 
C. C. (to Mrs. 
Member). Ah, my 
jj} DELIBERATION. J dear, how do you 
AROLI TGs ti , think I ought to 

Vy) HOUSE or LORDS. V) 








LONDON COUNTY. 
COUNCIL, 


SuBJECTS FOR § 













jj walk now? 

YH) Mrs. MEMBER, 

R 

ERAT IO} y Walk, my love— 
why—how do you 





JAFEDERATION, Fiay/ 

a). | en 
aly. M0 ' oy) mean 

, me he ec Ke, iy | First M. L. C. 

ze OC. Yes, walk, my 

=e dear. It would 

Z never do for a 

a SO) member of the 

. London County 

Council to walk 

like ordinary 

om le. I don’t 

now whether te 

study the walk of the Roman emperors, or have a pair of short stilts 

made and always use them. Perbaps I ought not to walk at all—eh? 

I'll consult with my brother members about it, 

Mrs, M. Very well, my dear ; and nowabout having in some coals —— 

First M. L, C, C, What? Jane, how can you think of mentioning 
such a subject as mere coals to an M. L. 0. C, The great do not 
descend to coals. Has my crown come home? 

Mrs. M. Crown, my love? 

First M. L. 0.0. Yes, of course. Do you think an M. L. C.C. can 
wear a hat like a mortal? I've decided to wear a crown, and top 
boots, and epaulettes, and a toga, in future. Now I am ready to issue 
from the house; tell the butler to go on the doorstep and blow a 
trumpet, that the people may ‘clear out of the streets until I have 

assed. What! hasn't the butler fg aoe a trumpet? Hnough—let 
1im be thrown into a dungeon and beheaded before dinnertime. I 
repair to Spring Gardens, to assist in the deliberations of our August 
body. Phew! What a terrible and overpowering responsibility it is, 
to be sure! To think that if I should be one moment late at the 
Council, the whole of the civilized globe would be paralyzed, and the 
concourse of nations unable to go on in the ordinary way! Do you 
know, Mrs. Member, ma‘am, that there are moments when I[ tremble 
at the thought of my own terrible importance and feel that I cannot 
support it | 

(AMurried improvised flourish of trumpets: the Councillor issues 
from hia street door, and proceeds to Spring Gardens, amid the awe- 
provoked salaams of the multitude.) 

First M. L, ©. C, (in session), My brother legislators, it has 
occurred to me that it is not 
fitting for us to proceed in 
our deliberations without a 
mace. I move that the Lord 
Chancellor ought to attend 
our debates, instead of being 
in another place. A throne 
ought to be provided for each 
member of this Council, 
(Loud Cheers.) These things 
will have to be set right. 
(Hear! hear!) Now about 
the grant to the Princess 
Louise of Wa—— 

CHAIRMAN, I'm se afraid 
that is hardly within the 
province of the London 
Count——-_ (“ Yes,” “Garn 
Out!” and uproar.) 

SECOND M. Then we have 
to consider whether we shall 
give Ireland her indepen- 
dence, or not. Let's just 
settle that, and then—— 

THIRD M. But we must bring in a bill first, and pass it, and—— 
‘ FouRTH M. No, we needn’t—don't be a fool! All we've got to do 

FI FTH M. Look here—shall we abolish the House of Lords, or not ? 
Let's take that question first, 

MAJORITY OF Mempens, Yes! Yes! 

FIFTH M. Very well, that's carried ; sc—— 

CHAIRMAN, Really, gentlemen, do permit me to say that these 
functiors hardly come within the province of—— 





Ate 


— 








Members, Shut up! Don't take any notice of him/ He doesn’t 
know! Yes, the House of Lords is abolished. Here—we'll all sign 
the abolition. ; 

First M. (70 Messenger). Here, Jones, take this document to the 
House of Lords and tell the Lord Chancellor that the House is 
abolished, 

MEMBERS. Hear! hear! 

First M. And now about the Navy. Shall we build any new fleets, 
or not? 

MEMBERS. No! Decidedly not! 

CHAIRMAN. But, gentlemen! 
appertain to the Imperial—— 

MEMBERS. Pooh! Smother the idiot! We know our duties, 

SECOND M. I propose that the present fleets be sold and the money 
devoted to the purchase of golden thrones, set with diamonds, for the 
members of the County Council. 

MEMBERS. Hear! hear! Carried nem. con. 

CHAIRMAN. But—— 

MreMBERS. Kick him out! Sit on him! 

THIRD M. And now about India. Shall we retain India? 

MEMBERS. No! Certainly not ! Useless expense. 

FourTH M. Well, I don’t know. I have a good deal of interest in 
Indian trade, and I think that the welfare of the empire demands the 
retention of —— 

MEMBERS, Oh, of course. If a member of the L.C. C.is interested 
in the thing, why we ought to retain India. That’s settled. Put that 
down in the minutes—India to be retained. What's next? 

Firth M. Well, about Imperial Federation—What’s the matter? 

MEMBERS. Who's this suspicious-looking stranger in our midst? 
How did he gettin? Wbhat——? 

STRANGER. It’s all right, gentlemen. Pray be calm. I’ve got 
such a nice sugar-stick in my pocket. Kitchee, kitchee. There, there. 
You come quietly along o’ me, and I’ll show you, oh so pretty! 
I'll sing you a little song. 

Uncomfortable whisper passing round — It’s an cfficial from 
Hanwell! Perhaps we'd better adjourn, 

(“The sitting of the London County Council was then hastily 
adjourned,” — Report. | 


Upon my word! These matters 








“Rescue the Purr-ishing!” 

[Miss Louisa Bragg, of Westminster, has been fined £6 10s. for refusing to break 
up her “ Paradise ot Cats.”—Press. 

Attention is being called to the fact that householders, on leaving London when 
the season is over, cruelly turn their cats adrift—to die of starvation in the 
streets. |— Press. 

ON the wall of my garden at midnight there sat, 

In an otiose posture, a tabby tom cat; 

And the notes of his music rose fervent and strong, 

And I leaned from my window and hearkened his song. 
Then translated the wail of the tabby tom puss 

From the cat’s tongue to ours, and behold! it ran thus:— 
“Haughty Lords of Creation, you Bragg and you prate 
Of your kindness to tribes of more lowly estate. 

Yes, you bounce and you Bragg of the treatment humane 
That your dumb household pets in your houses obtain. 
But your Bragg and your bounce are a parcel of rot, 

For as good as you might be you're certainly not / 

Oh! our tails in a blissful content we should wag 

Were you all half as kind as benevolent Bragg ; 

And our earth would be heaven, and our dirges be ‘glees,’ 
Were you half so humane as the gentle Louise.” 





In my Morning Observer, when morning arose, 

I observed a pathetic appealing to those, 

Who away out of town on their holidays hie, 

Not to leave their poor pussies to wander and die. 

I perused a most touching and trenchant tirade 

Against hardhearted folks who, when visits are paid 

To the seaside or continent, care not a cuss 

What becomes, in their absence, of faithful old puss. 
Then the night-song of Thomas flashed back on my mind, 
And I deemed that a “ Home” should be surely designed, 
Where, pro tem., in luxurious comfort might stay 

All the pussies whose owners from town were away. 
And I deemed that all jaunters most willing would be 
To stump up for their pets a small maintenance fee ; 
And I deemed that the post (at a lucrative swag) 

Of head boss would be gladly accepted by Bragg; 

And I deemed that the pussies would like the new wheeze, 
Since they'd fare passing well with the gentle Louise. 





A WHOLESALE CONTRACTOR.—The late Brigham Young. 
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SKETCHING AT THE LAND'S END. 
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And landed on the Curlew rocks. 





Not Dis-Sting-uished. 





Is ultimately rescued, 





ALL those who neuralgia are P enews to endure, 


Give heed to this lately foun 


curious cure, 


Take several nettles (nay, prythee don’t start) 
And with them belabour the troublesome part. 


Don’t flinch, e’en an inch, let the nettles well sting, 
Altheugh you may think it a (nettle)-rash thing. 








Joe the Joe-ker. 
Some think it is ram that Joseph of “ Brum,” 
When young, had “ play-acting” ability ; 
But they seem to forget he’s a good actor yet— 
Yea, one of extreme versatility ; 
For do but observe, with what infinite art, 
In politics “Joe” has played many a part. 


And thinks he would like to try a little less windy place for painting. 
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Here she is, “come after the place,” neat, attractive 
and respectful. 


SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 25. 


a 








And here is what she develops into two days after her 
arrival—and cheek ! 








a —-- 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF “FUN,” 


S1z,—I am out of town, you bet, and don’t intend returning yet, 
which you will say is very fine, and no one’s loss unless it’s mine. 
But I don’t think so; up in town the grass is turning beastly brown ; 
with me, amid the sylvan scene, it still remains extremely green ; 
you have the dust and rush of streets, the stuffy rooms and breezeless 
heats, the roar of cab and ‘bus and train, the endless worry of the 
brain, the presses’ constant throb and din, the “ copy ” late in coming 
in ; the problematic bite and sup, the agony of “ making up,” and all 
the many woes and cares that thin the editorial hairs, and further- 
more to add to that, you have to wear a stovepipe hat. For me the 
balmy zephyrs blow, the purling streams and suchlike flow ; no sound 
is heard except the breeze that rustles in the grass and trees, the 
hum of beetle, fly, and gnat, the song of dicky birds and that, and in 
the airiest of rigs I chaff the chicks and please the pigs; while, as 
for cares, here, where I am, for nothing do we care a d—n. 

But stay, my space I mustn’t fool away, but turn to Liverpool, 
where something may be turning up to make us bless the Summer 
Cup, whereof the winner I may spot, though, similarly, I may not, 
80, from my metaphoric Krupp I fire my notions on 


THAT Cup, 
HAVE you kept your eye, old chappie, 
Onto Felix (six to one)? 
Felix, don’t you know, means “ happy,” 
If you back him you'll be happy, 
And the handkerchiefs so flappy 
Will be waving when he’s Tee. 


But there's Horton, oh, my brothers 
(Six eleven is his weight), 

All your sisters and your mothers, 

All your tender-hearted mothers 

(To say nothing of the others) 
Will be hanging on his fate. 


On the chances, though, of Ronda 
(And the others in the race), 
It would p'r’aps, be well to ponda, 
Systematically ponda 
Of its hither and its yonda, 
And its chances of a place. 


Then when all of you have betted, 
And compiled your little books, 
Later on I shall have netted— 
On Cotillon I'll have netted 
Something not to be regretted, 
Or received with haughty looks, 


And now I've got that “off my chest,” I don’t intend to take a rest, 
I'm thinking much, as each one should, about the imminent Good- 
wood—the Hunt and Golden Cups, the Stakes, and what of each the 
Prophet makes, the winner how to find, or seek, will glad your eyes 
I trust, next week. Meantime, with compliments, old ‘cuss I'm 
always yours, TROPHONIUS, 














Browning Himself. 


(A Parleying with a certain Poet of Importance in his day—to 
wit, ROBERT BROWNING—showing how he worked in his temper 
against FITZGERALD'S fancies. ) 

[See the late E. Fitzgerald’s remarks on Mrs. Browning’s death, and Mr, Brown- 
ing’s stormy sonnet in reply.] 

O, BARD of Backbone and Buoyant Brain, 
Who still doth work with keenest wits ! 
Wherefore gird in volcanic vein 
At poor old phantom Fitz. ? 


His remark about Her whose poetic soul 

Was greater than Woman’s hath ever been, 
Was certainly savage, on the whole— 

Nay, call it even “ mean.” 


Yet, the writer is dead! his once shrewd brain 
(Which might have been greater, an’ he would) 
Long time silent i’ the earth hath lain. 
So I ask thee, Bob, “ What good?” 


Tis right that your love for Her should last— 
’Tis well that that love Faith more firmly knits ; 
But why that verse-torrent of “spits’’ forth-cast? 
Nay, why give yourself such “ fits”? 


Go to, Bard B., you’ve a worthier task 
Than scorn of Dead Clay to thus express, 

“What think ye of it yourself ?’’ we ask. 
Why, an error, you’ll confess, 


Well, anyhow, there are many ways 
By which you can score—please understand. 
So, R, Browning, you writer of poems and plays, 
Get your “spitting” work out of hand. 








New Leaves. 


WE have derived considerable satisfaction from going over the 
magazines of the month, amongst which we may specially mention 
Scribner's, The English Illustrated, Longman’s, Tinsley’s Journal, 
and Babyhood.—Also the Religious Tract Society’s publications, The 
Girls’ Own Paper and The Boys’ Own Paper, having each an excel- 
lent “Summer Number.”—The Household Words, too, provides a good 
“Summer Number” for its readers.—“ A Popular Treatise” on the 
uses of “Sanitas” is issued by the Sanitas Company.—The Great 
Tower Street Tea Company have issued an interesting treatise on tea, 
its natural, social, and commercial history, which should suit tea- 
drinkers toa T.—“ The Philosophy of Sight,” by P. Fournet (Swan, 
Sonnenschein & Co.), discusses the question, “Is bad sight on the 
increase?” so that it may be seen (through glasses) clearly.—“ The 
Law of Master and Servant,” by James Walter Smith, Esq., LL.D. 


(Effingham Wilson). This is a capital handy book for the 
employers and employed. 
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Dolce far niente. 
SOME poets sing of foaming wine, 
And some of blushing beauty, 
While others chant the steep in- 

cline 
And rugged path of duty ; 
But I, unlike my fellows, bring 
My brains—and I’ve got plenty— 
To bear upon the song I sing 
Of “ Dolce far niente.” 


To lie upon my back and float 
Upon some crystal river, 
To watch the ripples round my 
boat, [ quiver, 
That dance, and flash, and 
To be the age that takes its fling 
At pleasure—one-and-twenty— 





FLICIGLEe 
BUPLOING., 





And still the same sweet song to 
sing 
Of “ Dolce far niente.” 


To draw my arm-chair to the fire, 
While Fancy interlaces 
Kind thoughts, and then, at my 
desire, 
Carves out the flaming faces, 
Till round each coal resemblance 
cling, “A 
And Memory yield her plenty ; ae Ve 
I then can lift my voice and sing G 
Of “ Dolce far niente,” 


And now at last grown grey and old, 
I watch the children playing, 

And in and out the fields of gold 
The youths and maidens stray- 


ing ; 
My thoughts still wander to the . 


days 
When I was just turned twenty, 
And through my day-dream sweeps 
the praise 








THE LAST DAYS OF WIMBLEDON. 
Of “ Dolce far niente.” Grand Final Tableau.—“Good ENOUGH FOR VOLUNTEERS.” 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE Duke of Argyll, bless him! raised an interesting academic 
discussion with Lord Granville, in the House of Nobodies, on 
Monday, in moving for papers relative to the Olphert estate. Mac- 
Cullum More was as grave as usual, and Lord Granville’s reply did 
not make him More the merrier. 

In the Commons Mr. W. H. Smith announced, on the same even- 
ing, that metropolitan dogs were to be muzzled as strictly as if they 
were Irish members on their native soil. More coer—we mean 
cur-cion. 

Mr. Bradlaugh considered Mr. Richard Martin’s evidence before 
the Select Committee on Societies more or less Friendly was some- 
what Dickey. In result, a Committee was appointed to investigate 
the affairs of Mr. Martin’s Yorkshire Provident Assurance Company. 
Mr. Bradlaugh evidently thinks Mr. Martin’s “assurance”’ partakes 
of “ cheek.” 

The Select Committee on Royal Grant-children met again on Mon- 
day, Her Majesty’s Post-office savings bank book and long stocking 
being produced. Seeing what hard times the country has undergone 
during past years, the nest eggs on which the Committee is sitting 
made a very good show. But query, ought not the nest eggs to 
provide for the chicks? That John Bull will have to shell out, as 
per usual, may be taken for Granted, 

Lord Meath’s Bill to prevent the parents of ill-used and neglected 
waifs, who have been adopted, from taking them back to slumdom and 
squalor when they are old enough to earn a few coppers in the streets, 
was rejected by the Lords last week, and will probably make its 
appearance in a new shape next Session. Lord Cross was pieces to 
inform his peers that Mr. Smaller, the station-master at Bangalore, 
who, at the risk of his own life, saved a Hindu woman from being 
run over by a train, had received the reward of 200 rupees from the 
Indian Government. May Smaller’s shadow never be smaller. Quite 
a Scotch week—Scotch victory on Wimbledon Common on Tuesday, 
Scotch Local Government Bill in House of Commons same night, 
Scotch University Bill in same place on Wednesday, Scotch grandson 
of Her Majesty’s case considered on Thursday. 





‘“‘T KNOW a bank whereto much wild crime goes.”—Millbank ! 
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Russell’s Retirement. 
(A CAROL ON “COMMISSION,”) 


OF inanition the Parnell Commission 
Is like to perish, so rash rumour teJls, 
Because of the action of a haughty faction— 
Including one of the L. I. P. U. “ swells.” 
This band despotic (self-called “ Patriotic ’’) 
Caused a row chaotic, with intensest glee, 
And it had a tussle with bould Sir C, Russell, 
That learned lawyer and that 'cute Q.C. 


At this famed Commission, in a strange condition 
Were “L. I. P. Union ”-ists—yea, in a funk ; 
They showed hatred hearty of the Irish party, 
But, oh! from showing their“ accounts” they slunk, 
Their Sec.—one Houston—like a glim—(a “ dowsed”’ ’un),—- 
When asked how they had spent their & s. d., 
Made strong objection to proposed inspection 
Of his “ Union's” ledgers by Sir Charles, Q.C, 


Then bould Charles Russell rightly made a bustle, 
When this “ Patriot” Union failed its books to show, 
To prove they'd never, in their schemes so clever, 
Bribed the Furger's clique to spoil Parnell and Co, 
And, as shivering Houston (like a sprat—a soused ’un) 
Was upheld by certain of the judges free, 
Said Sir Charles, up-firing, “ Sure, I’ll be retiring ! 
For this isn’t equity!” said the great Q.C. 


And in this condition, from the great Commission 
The grand Irish lawyer then and there withdrew ; 
But, ve his position, FuN (with all submission) 
Fain would have Sir Charles adopt another view. 
His forensic power is of strength a tower 
To the cause of Erin; so we trust that he 
Won't the case abandon, that he’s been so grand on, 
But will stay to show the Times is all at sea, 


Is it true that certain evening papers have discovered that the oof 
bird is merely the lyre bird under another name ? 
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Nad ea country ViCW painted, got mn Some gerden and Sarry 
produce and had a month in the countzy in my hack garden, 
A TIP FOR THE HOLIDAY SEASON. 


A gentleman is good enough to send us a “Tip for the Holiday Season,” founded, as he says, on personal experience. “The plan,” he adds, “ has the advantage of 
enabling you to live comfortably in your own house, with no fear of being tossed by amad bull in the country, or of being annoyed by strange insects, or landlady’s 





pilferings at the seaside. 


For Wheel or Woe. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
A TANDEM tricycle would do 
Most nicely for the happy two, 
Some think— 
Those two, that is, whose high-born lives 


We're now to see that marriage-gy ves 
Can link, 


With one before and one behind, 
And Cupid close at hand, they'd find, 


Gold Modal Awarded, Health Exhibition. Landon. 
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BENGER’'S FOOD is Sold In Tins at 1 
a 
28. 6d., and 5s. by Chemists, &c., Sveryahene 
or Free by Parcels Post, from 
MOTTERSHEAD & Co., 


(S. Panta FB Bencen,) 7 Exruanos Sraerr MANCHESTER. 
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No doubt, 

That vehicle a perfect boon 

Whilst touring on their honeymoon 
About. 


The noble Earl, as husband, should— 

If fortune kind and wishes good 
Can please— 

se quite o’erjoy’d, and feel it is 

Delightful thus to rove with his 
Louise. 


Cadbury’ 








SOLUBLE. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


seaside. Gor in aload of? ‘gravel, some tish and some Niggers P and 
the dog-kennel did first-rate for a bathing-machine. 








And all must hope the Royal Bride, 
Consenting so with him to ride 
As wife, 
May ne’er regret the fateful day 
When she determined she would play 
The Fife. 





NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS. 
The Title Page and Index of FuN, VOL. 
XLIX., can be obtained gratis on application 


at the office, 153 Fleet Street, London, E.C. 
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Las him off as intoxicated 
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44 HUN. 


I'VE always looked upon this play as the one for the Ibsenites to 
commence with, if they desire to successfully inoculate us with a 
taste for them. It is so little different from the ordinary every day -j 
play to which we are accustomed, that it would break the matter to \. 
us gently and make us accept the poet-socialist-dramatist almost 
before we knew where we were. But I did not know it would play 
so drearily. The dialogue wants throwing overboard in bucketfuls, 
and then, perhaps, the characters would not appear to be constantly 
engaging in this striking dialogue : “ Then The Indian Girl is to sail?” 








SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE OPERA COMIQUE (morning). 
—‘Some people ‘as money, no 
branes,” &c. The philosophic utter- 
ance here indicated has become so 
widely known through the instru- 
mentality of a great (in many 
senses great) historic character, 
that few will find any difficulty in 
completing the sentence. I only 
remind you of it that I may indulge 
myself with a little paraphrase. 
Some people are easily impressed 
with very little; some people are 
little impressed with a great deal. 
Surely the people who are easily 
impressed with very little might 
leave the other fellows alone, and 
not bore them to death with their 
enthusiasm! Which, of all my 
sins, could justify that rampant 
Ibsenite pounding into me that 
you could not omit a single word 
from The Pillars of Society with- 
out irretrievably ruining it—the 
while that piece dragged its weird 
and wordy length along before our 
very eyes! Vainly did I endeavour 

to escape by searing my conscience and admitting everything. “Iwas 

not enough. He would pour forth all that was in him—he woul: 
expound—instance—expatiate! Till up rose one in agony of soul, 
and swore that nothing but the absolute sweeping from the face of 
the earth of every syllable ever written by the redoubtable Henrik 
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THE OPERA COMIQUK.—TAKES!] THE 
OLA¥ THK PROCEELS—AND QUITE 
LIGHT, TOO! 





THE COURT.—* H1Is TOAST.” 
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CONGE FENONy SOE EpEyeaeerer the commanity. (very portentously). Nothing else seems to go on for ever so long. 
And I think some more subtle word than “moral” might have; been 
"TWAS ever thus! Your enthusiast bores people to death with found to express the “ goody-goody ” tone of the narrow little society 
claims to impossible virtues for his idol, so that even the good that is depicted. Perhaps, when Zhe Pillars of Society comes before jus 
in it is doubted and scouted in the irritated impatience which arises. again we shall have learned to love it. : —— 
Ibsen’s cleverness, his poetry, his analysis of motives and character, : entmatctomensens Pe 
his originality. All right, bother you! We can see them for our- Nops AND WINKS.—A six nights’ run is all that is at present icon- 
. selves. We do not need your assistance, and we've quite made up templated for Mr. Burnand’s new piece, The Headless Man, at the 
our minds that, as a dramatist, he won’t do, except in localities Criterion. It commenced on Saturday last (too late for notice here Le 
where dramatic art is in a crude state. So get away, and bore some- this time), so I conclude it will finish on Friday evening next. After M 
one else. You'll get nothing out of us. We've nothing for you. this, America, for Mr. Wyndham and Co.—Mr. Arthur Roberts com- VERY ¢ 
menced his tour with Launcelot the Lovely, at Glasgow, on Monday —— 
THE occasion of the performance of The Pillars at the Opera in last week. To-day several Scotch laughs are beginning to rumble 
; Comique was a matinée given and a benefit taken (exchange is no about the country. Mr. Roberts enjoys the advantage of having a 7 
robbery) by Miss Vera Beringer, who has deserved well of her lance-y lot with him on the spot, ready on the shortest notice to 
country (if it is her country—this England, I mean), and will be long perform the operation said to be necessary to make a Scotchman see g 
remembered by it for her pretty performance of Lord Fauntleroy. a joke.—Roger la Honte will be Mr. Tree’s opening piece for next or 
Pleasant, therefore, to see a full house, with little suggestion of season, He expresses doubts about Midswmmer Night's Dream, in 
“paper.” The little girl's performance of Olaf, the boy part of the consequence of recent legislation; but is there reason for absolute STRA 
piece, was admirably intelligent and unexaggerated, She is certainly despair? Some voungsters over ten may be found fairly available ears. I 
a wonderful child. But I don’t Society, 
quite see why Olaf should be Odds du 
described in the programme as must ne 
the son of Messrs. Rummel, hence, a 
Vigeland and Sandstad (a curious comely | 
relationship!), and he certainly future sl 
seemed rather young to have a IBSEN 
Mrs. Bernick (excellently played my pup] 
by Mrs. Dawes, by-the-way) de- 4 who wen 
scribed as“ his wife’! Mr. Vernon PFT A | d | her rowe 
) played with mastery a long and iS) ie { OTRA. 
. difficult part, not unlike one in U/l tuous. “ 
| which he achieved fame many a ——— — = ce 
) vearago. The Pi 2 af Novic . \ Satisned § 
year ago The I illars of Soc uty, UW 44 / the same 
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as you know, treats of a business 
man, of not too scrupulous 
methods, who has attained a great 
position in public estimation, only 
to collapse finally. Do any of us 
forget Mammon, I wonder? and. 
perhaps, the greatest thing Mr. 
Vernon has ever done. Some 
parts of Miss Genevieve Ward's 
Lorna were very fine,and Miss 
Annie Irish’s Dina Dorf (the 





ROYALTY THEATRE, GLASGOW. 
MCLANCKLOT THE MCLOVELY. 
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THE OPERA Comique.—*OeR FLAT.” 
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name sounds like a part of a children’s play-rhyme), was very pretty 
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A SLIP 


Lady Clara Vere de Vere.—“ OH, BUT CAPTAIN WALSINGHAM IS MORE THAN GOOD LOOKING. 
Miss Balham Green (daughter of the millionaire eheesemonger of that Ilk).—*DO YOU THINK 80, REALLY? 
[And in the glacial stare of her ladyship she read, too late, what she had done. 
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IN SOCIETY. 


HE HAS SO MUCH AIR!” 
HE WEARS IT CUT 








THH COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 


No. 30.—THE SAGE AND THE SCANDINAVIAN. 


SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage; One IBSENIUS, 


a Harper on Heredity. 

STRABISMUS. Woe’s me! for the world seems tumbling about mine 
ears. I walk gingerly, for fear of breaking through the thin crust of 
Society, and wallowing in the shams that lie underneath. Iam sad. 
Odds dumps and blue devils! Forgetfulness lies in the bowl. But | 
must not do more than sip, lest I should have a son twenty years 
hence, and he prove wine-bibber, nor chuck under the chin the 
comely Hebe who bears it, lest the fool I may father in the far-off 
future should prove a fondler of females. Hey, ho! out and alas! 

IBSENIUS. Why. I read your mood aright. You have been seeing 
my puppets posture i’ the playhouse. Many a man have I known 
who went in jeering, and came out gibbering. Conscience hath dug 
her rowels in thy sides, and deeply. Deny it not. 

STRA. Why, indeed I wept, but ‘twas to see other people so unvir- 


tuous. “ Who, then,” I cried, “may mate with Strabismus? Areall, 
: . 9 , 4 ' 
all humbugs but one alone?” Odds prunes and prisms! Odds 


satisfied smirks of proven probity! Not a face around me but bore 
the same expression. Not a soul there, but in his mind’s eye saw his 
neighbour in the pillory, and sat upon the egg of his own perfection 
till *twas all he could do to keep from clucking. But all and all 
despite, I love thee, thou Poet of the Parlour, thou Singer of the 
Scullery, Apotheosist of the Commonplace. For the he-things and she- 
things that thou dost create are mortal; they have colds i’ the head 
and sneeze by times, and can have the stomach-ache on occasion. 
And they deal not in sugared tropes, but in plain “Ay,” and 
thumping “ No,” and let any one offer ’em the parson’s nose at dinner- 
time, they bolt the morsel without a blush. Yet thy stage-folks, 
for the very reason that they are of gross flesh and common blood, 
like ourselves, weary us, even to weeping and wailing and gnashing 
o’ gums! 

IBSEN. For that Reality revolts the sybaritic sense that wallows in 


A ag: . : 
But Art is Truth. according to my t 


gross delusions. 0 
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Lived there ever such a mortal youth as Romeo? Odds silken hose, 
slashes and dudgeon daggers! who never slept and snored after 
dinner, or plied the toothpick under Juliet’s baleony. And Per- 
dita, odds pinks and pansies! Who shore sheep and kneaded 
bread, and scrubbed the floor, and never had a chapped hand 
or a hodden kirtle. Orlando, who starves so prettily i’ the forest, 
and Desdemona dying daintily, odds carols and catches! under the 
bolster of her blundering Black. And Marguerite, who sins so 
sweetly, and sails up into the cerulean on a cool cloud; Ruy Blas, 
and Dona Sol; Olivia and the wicked Squire; Adrienne and his 
Countship of Saxe; my Lady Isabel, odds gurgles and goggles! and 
all the unreal, fantastic, shifty, weak-backed, wobbly, high-flown, 
impossible, unsubstantial crew. Will ye sweep them out with the 
besom of every day ordinarism? I trow not. For I love to be sen- 
timental, ’tis my right, when I go to the play, to shed a tear or 
two, but not enough to damp my neighbours. And thou—thou art a 
very bull in the china shop of tender emotions. Titanic trifler with 
thunderbolts, farewell! Kick me not, lest you insult my grandfather, 
and injure the prospects of my future heirs. Vale! Tra-la-la! 





A Par for the Pimply. 
IF pimples dare to peep upon your face, 
If e’er of indigestion you've a trace, 
If your breath you wish to scentedly perfume, 
If you wish your cheek to wear a radiant bloom— 
Why, “ Lake’s Complexion Pilules” you should take ; 
If this pill-you’ll try, why, ne’er your hearts will (L)ake. 





INQUIRER asks: Can a fight of three rounds in Russell Square be 


said to be in any way connected with the old problem of squaring the 
circle ? 


INQUIRER should take the opinion of the scientific and 


sporting journals. It is hardly in our way. 
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MORNING REFLECTIONS. 
Swell (slightly mixed after his sixth pick-me-up ).—* D’you know, 
Charley, d’boy, I'm exercised in my mind as to whether this is the fag- 
end of last night or the starting of the next day.” 


A Flowery Ouid-a. 

(The irrepressible Ouida ( Miss Louise de la Ramée) has just given forth some severe 
strictures on the extreme Morality and Respectability of English novelists, and 
denouncing Dickens’ * barbarous style.” } 

Goon old Ouida! always merry, 
(Though unconsciously, mayhap)— 
She, just now, vivacious—very, 
Gives our novelists a rap. 
She denounces them as far too moral, 
Pooh-poohs them with disdainful smile, 
And proceeds to have a quarrel 
With Dickens for his “ barbarous stvle.” 
She would like to see in fashion . 
Novels of * Unbridled Passion,” 
Stories of liaisons awful. 
* What You call” (says she) “* Love Unlawful.’ 
Good old Ouida! quaint as ever 
In her would-be serious vein.— 
Cleverly strange, and strangely clever, 
And, of course, “at sea” again. 
Because she's * blue,” or jolly near it, 
Must a// writers show that tint ? 
No. Louise, dear, we'll not hear it ; 
We'll be pure—at least, in print. 
Your remarks are very funny 
On Art’s need of “ poisonous honey ;” * 
But the funniest edict from your chateau 
Is on Style! that “ takes the Gateau.” 


* Or,“ Art with poisonous honey stol’n from France.”— Tennyson, 








The Guinness Stamp, 

SIR EDWARD CECIL GUINNESS has a feeling for his less fortune- 
favoured fellow men—a feeling of the right sort that starts strong 
enough at the heart to reach both the head and the pocket. His 
generous gift of £9,000 for the erection of a Winter Garden for the 
people of the East-end is to be increased to £14,000 To loyalty te 
their Soe te @ ' 
Gu 


the East-enders will now add gratitude to thei 











ON A ROYAL MARRIAGE. 


ANOTHER Royal marriage? Well, who said there wasn’t? Isn’t 
it quite in the ordinary course of things, I should like to know ~ A 
lot of fellows, too, in magazines, and newspapers and such like, 
gush and write bad verses about it. I remember the Prince of Wales’ 
wedding quite well. Don’t I remember the Volunteers drawn up in 
Hyde Park? And the police had nothing to eat, and had to stick 
there from daylight. Just like the way we always manage things in 
England. Well, so we can do without the Germans. Rhenish princes 
are going out of fashion. It’s just as well, I should think. Wecould 
have managed, perhaps, to have existed without a few of them already. 
Not that I’m particularly over-partial to Highlanders above all other 
people. I don’t care about throwing hammers and pitching this and 
that. 

Perhaps a few of our princesses will take to marrying English 
noblemen. It would stir up the West End tradesmen. Every 
banker’s clerk, too, going out for his holiday up north, would feel 
bound to get himself up ina kilt. That’s the worst of kilts, every 
knock-kneed, bandy-legged creature who’s going to do a week ina 
beastly Highland hotel always yearns to put ’emon. No doubt it’s: 
a fine thing to be a Highland chief, and all that, though it isn’t 
exactly in my line. It’s a fine thing to have a long pedigree though, 
particularly if you’ve got a long purse with it. I’m not exactly 
descended from Noah myself. I made my money, and I still make 
it. in business: and a man isn’t worse for that, as far as I can see. 
I’ve never gone in for being elected for anything, so I suppose I ought 
to be tolerably honest, even if I am not. 

About the wedding? Oh, I’d almost forgotten all about it. My 
nieces, of course, have been grinding up all the costume journals 
about trousscau. I told ’em if they got married to-morrow they 
wouldn’t get anything out of me. I wouldn’t mind, though, giving 
their husbands something to console ’em for the misery they’d sure to 
feel at the end of the year. I never tried being married myself. I 
was once engaged to a girl, but one day I caught her knocking her 
little brother on the head with a hair-brush. She always pretended 
to be as nice as milk. Zh/at finished her forme. Marriage! Bah! 
I say. DIOGENES TUBBS. 








¢¢ By-By ! 9 
LORD SALISBURY, ’tis said, 
Hath a kind of wholesome dread 
Of each coming by-election ; for it causes him dejection. 
He apparently hath a fear 
Lest some Liberal win, ’tis clear ; 
And that case ’twould for Tories be a mere “ good-bye” election. 





Tabby, or Not Tabby? 

Mr. HOME SECRETARY MATTHEWS, in reply to Mr. Farquharson’s 
catechism, said, “ That in the opinion of the authorities it was not 
practicable to muzzle cats in such a manner as to prevent the use of 
their claws as well as their teeth. If he gave the police instructions 
to arrest cats they would not, he was afraid, find it easy or possible 
to obey his instructions.” This is to the purr-puss, and, thank Good- 
ness! bobby won’t have to come to the scratch—at anyrate, as far 
as Toms and Tabbies are concerned. 








SUMMER SKETCHES.—No. 1. 
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THE EYE OF AN ARTIST. 
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ACCORDING to a contemporary, “ Bunter’s Nervine has always its 
plice in our family medicine chest, and the appearance of ‘ Puriline’ 
is doubly welcome.” This is intended to be complimentary, but it 
isn’t. If Bunters Nervine were always in its place in the medicine 
chest, it could not be much used. “ Puriline,” it appears, “ polishes 
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Billay.—* ’Array !” 
’Array.—* Wotcheer, Billay !” 
.—* Lookye yer, a cove as was lagged yest’d’y told the beak as a 
old pal of his’n what ‘ad peached on ‘im wasainkybus, And what 
is a inkybus, when it’s at “ome?” 
A.—* Wall, I don’t rightly kn 
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Via A NEW CANDIDATE FOR OFFICE. 
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) “WHAT do you think the L——n C——y C——1 have been up to now?” we whispered to our youngest. “What do you think is their latest rig? Why, bless me, if 
they haven't actually * * * What d’ye think of that?” Our youngest simply cast up hiseyes. His expression was enough—no words were needed. 
; 





Then we observed him telling it all toa friend of his on the green. The friend was perfectly incredulous at first; then he broke into a pitying smile and 
murmured, “ Well,—they say /’m deficient in intelligence ; but-——!” 
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And shortly afterwards we came across him hurrying away with a bundle, as thor Gk 


igh bent on a journey. “Can't stop,” he said, “Just off to London to offer myself 


‘ . bi J . , 
for membership, when there's a vacancy, in the L——n ( 


y cC - 1. ‘ 9 _ . tus » & %: i . 
Dieses tn tae nga 5 ] I don't pride myself on my intelligence: but I might be of some use there.” “Oh! You'll find 
/ oe = y U--—1-—-a very deplorable one: indeed, som« people call it by a harder name.” 
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“6 ”, they was. Well, p’r’aps it’s the East; End murderers as has the 
7 HO by ihe - Os” 3 control of the ww hs ne 
Ox, SLIGHTLY MIXED. “ Not offishally,” says I, “ but ony by cortessy. _ 
| [The Privy Council sent the new Dog-Muzzling Order to the London County Couneil, with “Well, tell yer wot,” ses another big pot, “s’pose we try the s 
: a request to the latter to carry tt out. The Council replied that they, not having the B | : Bish ne eh 9% ‘s ] 
| control over the police (and let us be thankful they haven't! ), had no power to carry out ench oO bishops, en . ra ; ‘ fs” I iG 
the order ~See Newspapers ] ‘¢ Oh, do leave orf a-makin sech idguts ov yersel s!” ses I. : ] 
°: Related by Bill the Street Boy. “Well,” ses the Counsil, “all the other exekewtive departments : t 
oi ANT to hear all about it? Well, it as we know ov, is the Bord Skool, on eg 2.cllng A os Stok e 
4} Wi appened this way; I was a-wanderin’ meenaney ond Oe Bore eas nee ——on, ang it, the pent) a3 
oe ‘ ¢ » etree rhe ; ‘ > / sc 4 h . 
lh ey Sani egg gor ah a caer et ts They ain't got the control of the pleece,” ses I, “though they : 
ii bekkens. Not me! I wasn’t a-goin’ to wants it, = I. bs And, wots more, there's lots dal other peeple ae 
; | he had that way: “Once I venturs in wants ’em to ‘ave it too—the Soshelists, and the East End ruffs, anc 
tt there.” thinks I, “who knows but wot the Blood-in-the-Gutter Aggitayters ; one ay a "lao oor? et 
they wants a skapegote for to punish ae Joe Bullett the burgler, and a lot ov other respectktabl 
£ faye » eT : > P . q 2e >. 
i i See <etmuent <i mn % = =. Owsomever, as their ’arts seemed to be set on the Countey Counsell, 
, a-going to ave my name I consents to carry the order to them, and ’ear wot they ’ad to say to 
. drag’ througli ‘the noos- | it. So orf I goes to Spring Gardens (so corled on account ove the 
papers like this ’ere-— | Counsell avin a way of continooally springing greet eda eal on 
‘In order to meet the | ~ sor nA ay Ar ene a ae the rates, and so forth) ; anc ands 
noite RabLIC’ ain | | “Wot’s this?” said the Counsel ; “be orf. We don’t discend to 
for a sharp example to | sech low deetales as this! Our bisness is the regulation of the Fleet 
be made in the case ov | and the Army, and the settlin’ of internashional relashions, and the 
the Rite Hon. Jones. the Irish Question, and so on. Take this e’er away, djeer? “hee ' 
perpetraitor of the Job- So I takes it back to the Privvie Counsel, and the Privvie ( ounsel 
bery Department | és,“ Well, really, we dunno hoo’s to carry it out. | Would you mind 
skandle. Billthe street- undertakin’ of it, Bill, jest for the pressent?” So I ses as it warn t 
bov ’as been sent to jale | my line exackly ; but I’d see wot I could do. And that’s how the 
for a month.’” | matter stands at present, see ? 
‘Owever, the important | ne 
gent he comes runnin’ | . ; : ; ; : ; 
awn into the streak: | THERE’S no accounting for tastes. What actor likes having a writ 
and ses he. “Little boy.’ | served upon him at the stage door, . Yet none object to being “sum- 
heses. “the Privy Counsel moned in front of the curtain.” 
is in a diffikelty hup in f ' vig aM aT 
that there room,” ses he, | ; 
“it’s erbout the Horder 
for Muzzling Dogs,” he 
ses, **and now we've made 
it we dunno wot Dipartment it falls to to hinforce it,” ses he; “and, 
knowin’ the proverbual sharpness o’ street-boys, we thought as p’r’ps 
you might be able for to rendir hus some assisstence in the matter. | 
Step in,” ses he. 
So in I goes: and there was the Privee Counsel a settin’ anda 
cacklin’. ‘ Looke ‘ere. Bill,” ses one on ’em, * we wos a thinkin’ that - 
p'r’aps this Order ought to be intrustid to the Post Office—wodder you 
think?” 
“ Garn, yer sillv !” ses I,“ wot’s the Post Orfice to do with muslin’ wen TTF prendse 
dorgs 2” ~ | YYW I 
“Tm sure / dunno!” ses the Privy Councel, a-scratchin’ its ’ed. oT Ue ( 
‘Ow dyer think it ‘nd do to try the Admerelty ?” A i " 
“Yerh! Git out!” ses I. “ Wot’s the Admerelty got todo with | a 
it eether?” ses I, “it’s a matter for the pleece. My hunkle’sapleece- | 8 
man, and he toll me so. Most things isa matter for the pleece— t 
killin’ mad dogs, and digagnoseing cases ov sinkoppy, and ketchin’ t 
stra’ cats on rooves, and ’untin kids to Bored Skools, and grantin’ A 
livorces, and everythink.” © 
* Well—hoo’s got control ov the pleece force ?” C 
Then there was a scratchin’ of its ‘ed on the part ov the Privvic . 
Counsall—my ! dl 
** Hoo’s votcontro!] nN 
ov the pleece ?” ses : 
one ov the Rite Hons. ; : n 
“Hum—blest if Z| Zw AW 1 wa HEN be 
know. P'’r'aps it’s | | y | Sez ee : 
the Salvation | LZ YQ jp Vth = AB hy), \ ty : 
Army!” | Zt ty y | ' SSS U NS i iA . jt 
“Garn!” ses I, nat al 
“The Salvation (> il 
Army ain't a’ official ae | tl 
department, though a) b 
you might fancy Ww 
they was, seein’ as W 
they do jest asthey | : 7 
likes with the | : ie ce 
thurrafares,and | ( ——— ‘ —— - of 
: stops the traffic _ ge: % Sno) 2 bs “e 
jest when they THE PRINCIPLE OF THE THING. § b 
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“My dear Wilhelmina. vou don’t tak es - 2 r 

: pr bw ¢ : _ al a, yi 't take the least interest in my 
in¢ propputty } st as the y sees fit —but they | . ‘ e 


ain't.” pecuniary difficulties—that’s what I complain of—your want of 
“Oh ain't + , = interest. 
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Cleanliness before Goodliness. 


[A short time ago it was suggested that the dome of St. Paul’s Cathe- 
dral should be gilded “so as to shine above our dingy roofs like a per- 
petual sun.” 

More recently complaints are being made anent the railings of St. 
Paul’s, which “remain still thickly coated with an encrusted mass of 
the mud of last winter.” ] 

THROUGH the Press to us Londoners lately 
An art-loving foreigner wrote 

That, although our Cathedral is greatly 
Admired by all strangers, we ought 

To adorn and embellish the building 
Whose grandeur, in statu, enthrals 

E’en the dullest of fancies, by gilding 
The dingy old dome of St. Paul’s! 





And we, who admired the suggestion, 
For aureat cupola yearned, 

Till we happened to take of the question 
The bearings financial, and learned 

That the job would tot up to a matter 
Of nine or ten thousand withal: 

o, alas! we have heard no more chatter 

Re gilding the dome of St. Paul! 


But we certainly think this more recent, 
This sounder, suggestion should “ wash, 
For we count the desire to be decent 
As more than the aim to be flash. 
And not without reason or meaning 
The surfeited citizen calls 
For the long-deferred process of cleaning 
The dirty old rails of St. Paul’s! 
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Let scrubbing e’er come before gilding : 
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And, ere we go mad to bestow 
A gold coat on the top of our building 
Let’s think of the mud coat below! 
Let no longer the qualmy ones quail at 
The sight that their stomachs so galls, 
Nor the querulous quilldrivers rail at 
The dirty old rails of St. Paul’s! | 



























Fishy. 
Joker.—* Find any salmon in that stream, Moker?” 
Moker.—‘ Some minnow-ture ones.” 





NEW MILK, ONE PENNY PER GLASS. 


Thirsty Wayfarer.—* Seems to leave a queer sediment at the:bottom of the 
tumbler—seems like——” My yrewrad 
Crafty Vendor. 


—‘* Maybe, maybe! It’s a chalky country he sreabouts.” 














THE ANTI-MUZZLH MEETING. 


AT the first meeting of the Anti-Muzzling Association, 
Exeter Hall yesterday, the chair was taken by Sir Hybe Talbot. The 
Chairman, on addressing the meeting, observed, among other remarks, 
‘T have for ten years run in the Vale of Taunton,and now in my old 
age I am compelled to eat bad tinned meat. In the old orchard, where 
sleep my friends—Bellmouth, Ranter, Rover, and their brethren—I 
tell you, gentlemen, that if I but whispered the word “ muzzle” above 
their graves, they would fly from beneath the turf to tear me to pieces. 
As to biting, such a thing I have never dreamt of. On one occasion 
certainly, when the village postman came crawling round the kennels 
to see the keeper’s daughter, and doubtless to drink the keeper's beer, 
and to lay his hands doubtless on anything the keeper had, I certainly 
did catch hold of that postman by the calf. But for thus defending 
my master’s property, and perchance honour, I am to be muzzled for- 
sooth! I only wish that I had the head of the police here for a few 
months. I think, gentlemen, that I should be able to gratify his tailor 
with a new order for trousers.” 

Mr. Fox TERRYERR ( Representative of the Working Man’s Section). 
Gen’l’m’n, I considers it a great honour to let a poor dawg like me 
just chuck in his half-bushel 0’ words among swells as you. I owns 
as ’ow I’ve been a-doin’ time in the Brown Institution. But I glories 
in it. The Salvation Army blokes glories in bein’ runin. Why not 
the dawgs, then? (Enthusiastic cheers.) Supposin’ I do snap a 
bit. Wot o’ that, I should like to know? Last Sunday I goes out 
with my guv’nor up Welsh ’Arp way to doa bit 0’ wet rattin’, as he 
wanted to fresh himself up a bit, as he was a-goin’ to a “scrappin’” 
match in the evenin’—Mile End way—and wot better way than that 
could yer spend a Sunday, I should like to know? Well, the guv’nor 
goes into a pub to get a pint 0’ “trousers” (which is four ‘alf and ’alf, 
as some on you gents doesn’t know), when a “ copper” (that’s a p’lice 
bloke) comes and says, “ You ain’t a-leadin’ that there dawg, and I’ve 
seen him a-snappin’.” Well, nateral enough I feels indignant like, and 
nips hold of his ankle. I didn’t do it out of no malice. Who wants 
to make us © Sunday’s dinner off p’licemen, I should like to know? And 
so I’m to be wzzled ! 


held at 





Mr. BRINDLE BULL. Gentlemen,—I wish to say that I regard this 
question of muzzling in the light of the greatest insult that could be 
possibly offered to the canine community. For years I have been 
the faithful servant of a kind and considerate carcass butcher, who 
never misses a chance of a race meeting if he can possibly help it. I 
own that I adore sport. I own that last Tuesday I did bite a man: 
but what was that man? He was coming to serve a writ on my 
master. Was it not a dog’s duty in that case to let a common petti- 
fogger know that a gentleman's privacy should not be disturbed ? 
Well, that man was cauterised at the chemist’s—serve him right, I 
say! But, gentlemen—I blush to have to make such a statement in 
a free country—but an unjust judge—I mean a police magistrate— 
fined my master—actually, fined him! what’s worse, and dared to 
insult me, by saying I was a ferocious animal. I should like to have 
an interview with that magistrate in our back yard, there wouldn't 
be much magistrate left to fineanybody nextmorning. (Great laughter.) 

After a vote of thanks to the chairman the meeting separated. 








Simms! nay, ‘Tis! 

[Justices Day and Smith, sitting in the Queen's Bench, have pronounced against 
the issuing of the mandamus, directing the Mr. Bridge to hear and determine the 
application made by Mr, G. EK. Simms (Journalist), against Cambridge (Duke).] 

IN the Simms r. Duke of Gamp-bridge case, 
Unconscious humour one may trace. 

Simms gets a summons ’gainst the Duke. 

“ Beak” Bridge rejects it by a fluke. 

S. gets an edict then to force 

“B.” B. to hear that summons’ course, 

The Duke doth then to Queen’s Bench go, 
Where the Justices to Simms say “ No!” 
Thus Royalty seems to gain success. 

And that’s all—to the time of going to press. 





CAN anybody say why the writer in the eho, John Page Hops? 
7 


Why does he not run, or take a hansom 1 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 26. 
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Here he is, the humble clerkling, grovelling before “the Guv’nor,” 
and begging and praying, with tears in his eyes, to be forgiven for 





And here you have him, in the sacred precincts:of home, giving it 
to his “ missis” like anything, because she hasn’t cleaned his boots 


being two minutes late in the morning. 


properly. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


ON Monday the Lords were treated to an ornithological phenomenon 
—a Dun Raven reproving croakers—the latter class consisting of the 
nice people (the nicest, they say, have the nastiest thoughts) who are 
intent on expelling the fairies from all the boards except School 
Boards, 

Great was the excitement in the Commons on Monday when the 
report on the princely pocket money came up. General chorus of 
‘Let me get at him!” from the Rads. and Glads. as Mr. Smith handed 
in the modest little bill, not, by far, the only one which John Bull has 
to pay for the luxury of a monarchical system. 

The First Lord Smith profiting by this eagerness, proposed con- 
sidering said report on Wednesday. But the artful Rad. was not to 
be hal—wanted time to get his pals round so as to have a square 
ring and a fair fight—suggested Monday. Ultimately difference 
split, and Thursday suggested. 

Our artist has “ hit off” the respective attitudes of parties to the 
Royal Message—Lord Smith, adoration—Gladstone, toleration— 
Labby (Radstone) cacchination. 

The Home Secretary announced on Tuesday that he was considering 
the extension of the electric police signals which have proved so 
signal a success, so that Robert will possibly soon turn on an electric 
as well as a bull’s-eye flash. 
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THE ATTITUDE OF THREE PARTLES TOWARDS THE ROYAL GRANT. 


Considering that nowadays what they say doesn’t very much 
matter, the Lords perhaps exaggerated very much on Tuesday the 
importance of perfection in the acoustics of their House. Various 
suggestions were made as to where the reporters should sit, with a 
view to catching all the pearls which fall from the patrician li . 
Perhaps it is not. worth while re-arranging the seats. The pri a 
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The donor of the National Portrait Gallery insists on doing 
good by stealth. Lord Milltown was unable to get an answer to the 
popular question, ‘‘ Who is he or she?” 

The Commons approved a grant to Irish Light Railways. FUN, 
who sometimes travels by night, and sometimes underground, would 
like to see a grant to light English Railways. 

Sir George Campbell threatens the Union with that to which 
Repeal will be child’s play, if the Government insists on having 
Good Friday kept as a Sunday in the Land o’ Cakes, but not of hot 
cross buns—52 Scotch Sawbaths quite enough in the year. 

Urgent whips for Thursday. Jacoby called his a “stir-gent.” 
Lewisham was run off his legs, including the Legg(e) which serves 
him for a name. 

Labby is good enough to the little ones when they are sick, orphans, 
or poor; but if they happen to be Royal Grant children it makes 
Kirst Lord Smith’s hair stand on end to see the way he plays the 
part of the bold, bad man in the Babes in the Wood. “ Golden 
Weddings are all very well for Grand Old Men,” quoth Labby, “ but 
for royalties quite another affair.” Pity all this rumpus didn’t 
happen when it was the case of a German pauper immigrant, instead 
of the love-match of a British favourite with a British gentleman. 
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A Real Blind Man (and Woman’s) Holiday. 

THE first question of the hour is, “ Have you seen the Shah?” The 
second, ‘Where are you going for the holidays?” FUN once again 
mentions to his readers the case of the poor members of the South 
London Association for Assisting the Blind. Their answer to the 
first question unhappily must be “No”; to the second the answer 
(lepends upon the benevolence of those blessed with gifts that are 
deprived these patient, sightless brothers and sisters. The Association 
is anxious to give them, as in past years, one day in the country. 
Light cannot, alas! be given to their eyes, but a good deal is infused 
into their hearts when for a few hours they escape from their homes 
in the poorest portions of South London, and breathe the fresh air, 
laden with the fragrance of hay and flowers, and listen to the music 
of the birds, for though they are deprived of pleasant sights, they mar- 
vellously appreciate sweet sounds. On the one day in the year that 
they are taken in the country they may be seen wandering through 
the fields and lanes, their faces bright, although their eyes are 
darkened, and any FuN readers who desire to conduce to that 
happiness can do so by forwarding contributions to J. T. Edmonds, 
Esq., Carlton Villa, Brixton Road, 8.W., the Association’s Hon. Sec., 
or to C. D. Millett, Esq., Lambeth Branch London and Westminster 
Bank, Westminster Bridge Road, its Hon. Treasurer. 

THEY cannot gaze on Heaven’s blue, 
And yet they know that Heav’n’s above them, 
They cannot see the roses’ hue, 
But they can scent and touch and love them: 
The glance of pity in our eyes : 
No language to their eyes imparts, 
But still the power within us lies 








ae a5 18, Bion. 2° - 





{Ib 
Societ 
mach 
toget 


O, } 


But 


It is 
Tl) 
And 


Eve 


01 
Thre 

H 
“It 


Sut 


In 


ritus 
each 


SI 
plail 
end 
towl 
ilk. 
but | 
poin 
this 
foun 
the ¢ 
that 





1g it 
OOTS 


oing 
. the 
‘UN, 
yuld 


nich 
ying 


hot 


nt 9 
rves 


ins, 
kes 
the 
den 
but 
n't 
pad 


"he 
210 
ith 
the 
ver 
ire 
on 
ry. 
edd 
1es 
ir, 
s1C 
ir- 
at 
oh 
re 
at 
is, 


er 


es 


Ran eRe 


x 


rae 


JULY 31, 1889. 








Re-Party. 


{Ibsen in his play, The Pillars of 
Society, says, “ Party is like a Sausage 
machine. It grinds all the heads 
together in one mash.”] 


O, IBSEN! whom seme now 


idolize, 
And others won't e’en 
applaud |! 
O, Ibsen! whom some deem 
ultra-wise, 


And others declare a fraud ! 
For ourselves, we think a 
strange mixture indeed 
Are your plays we have lately 
seen ; 
3ut there’s sense in this state- 
ment we herein read— 
Re the Party Sausage- 
Machine. 


It isin the flash of the Epigram 
That Ibsen is e’er at his best ; 
And this remark re the Party- 
sham, 
Hath the truth that is oft in 
jest. 
Why, even in Hngland this evil 
reigns, 
Making Politics paltry and 
mean ; 
Yes, on for kudos and place and 
gains 
Rolls the Party - Mashing 
Machine ! 


Ever since Politics formed a part 
Of the life of the Human 
throng, 
Through Partisans’ foolish or 
selfish art 
Have many good nations 
gone wrong. 
“Tt mashes all heads.” Ibsen 
here hath a touch 
Of sarcasm shrewd and keen; 
But some of the heads don’t 
matter much 
In the Party - Mashing 
Machine! 








A HAppy MEDIUM.—A spi- 
ritualist with a pretty girl on 
each side of him. 
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THE ROYAL GRANTS. 
“ The Queen was in her counting-house, counting out her money.” 
Paul Pry (Labby wanting to know, don't you know ?).—“I HopE I pDoNn’T INTRUDE.” 











TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR OF “ FUN.” 


S1r.—Goodwood with us once again ! 


plain. Though many folks (including me) have not remained that 
end to see, but cut it short by running down to little places out of 
town supposed to reek with eggs and milk and other pleasures of that 
ilk. I do not say the eggs are bad, and milk is good (when to be had), 
but on one the impression falls that such a diet quickly palls. In There’s none, though, for cutting the Juggler. 
point of fact it’s strictly true, I'd sooner be in town like you, than in 
this lonely, torpid hole, where I don’t know a singlesoul. Indeed, I’ve 
found the place so slow that though, I did intend, you know, to * tip” 
the Goodwood Cups and things, such discontent the country brings 


that I have only totted up the items of 


THE STEWARD’S CUP. 


I Don’t know what’s thought of this little affair, 
I say I don’t know and I feel I don’t care. 

But I have a few notions upon it 
Which may serve you for landing a shiner or two All yours, TROPHONIUS, 
By which the Parisian show you may do, 

Or stand your poor wife a new bonnet. 


Dog Rose is a plant; I don’t take to it quite, 
Sut I daresay its “‘ bark” will be worse than its bite 
(By which its sharp thorns I refer to) ; 


Myr An 1} T 


'*% 


The season’s ending, that is For, though Johnny Morgan may play with success, 

























If Danbydale make me not alter my mind, 
Which nothing, I think, will occur to. 


And Screech Owl gain notice, I’m bound to confess 
(For place each may prove a good struggler), 

Small attraction, I think, there for either will be, 

And less for the grim-named Monsieur de Paris, 


Now, with that tip I've taken pains, and you will note that it con- 
tains each animal that seems to be in betting circles moving free— 
at least, to make the matter quite explicit, at the time I write (last 
Wednesday afternoon, you know) are actually a-doing so,— but if 
there's any artful youth who'd like to know the blessed truth, why 
he may take it fair and free, that Bullion is the horse for me. 

Up north the birds are almost due (I’m going in a day or two); 
could you come up? If that’s the case, just join us at my little place. 
You'll find it snug, and might do wuss. Come on. 








Wise Saws and Modern Instances, 
A DRINK is as good as a nod to a thirsty acquaintance. 
| A shop in the Strand is worth two at Shepherd’s Bush. 
| Where there’s a will there’s a lawsuit. 








The race ey 4 a ways te the favourite. 
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JULY 31, 1889. 
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BARLEY THERE, I SEZ TO MYSELF, 





‘Woy, MUSTER WUZZEL ’E BIN PUTTIN’ UP ANOTHER Filey Craw!! 


‘ 
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MISTAKEN IDENTITY. . Pare oot peel 
Gentle Shepherd.—* No, ZUR, US DOAN’T "AVE MANY STRANGERS ROUND ’ERE! W’EN I SEE YOU A STANNIN DOWN I THE 
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(Seare-crow). 

























The Golden Wedding. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
HERE'S a pretty Golden Wedding, 
Well acclaim’d by many a voice— 
Happiness abundant shedding, 
Making Liberals rejoice 
With a joyfulness far spreading 


Half a hundred years ago 
Was our grand old Gladstone married ; 
And his wife, all must know, 
Faithfully with him has tarried 
ver since, through weal and woe. 
Now Britannia with roses 
Crowns his venerated head— 
Scotland, too, her love discloses ; 
And, by grateful feeling led, 
Erin brings her shamrock posies, 


Thus encouraged on his way, 
And adorned by all the graces, 
Our great chieftain fitly may 
Smiling look upon their faces 
On his Golden Wedding Day. 


And, could but a poll be taken 
On the point, Id gladly bet 
That his wife, who ne’er was shaken 
In her trust in him, would get 
From Dunmow the Flitch of Bacon. 


SINCE the withdrawal of the Parnellite 
Counsel from the Commission, the proceed- 
of that drawn out inquisition 
have been unusually quiet, not to say torpid. 
There hasn’t been a Russell heard in the 
Court since. 


nes long 





WHEN money is tight it is a sure sign 
there 1s a “screw loose” somewhere. 








Sark-asm., 
WHEN a man grows obnoxious in Sark, 
And they don’t like his style, 
He is promptly desired to embark 
Away from the isle ! 
Oh, would that in England we had 
A law just as drastic, 
To treat all the vicious and bad 
Jn this manner Sark-astic. 





“It was that silent,” said Mr. Jones to 
Mrs. Jones, “ that you could have heard a pin 
drop.” Said Mrs. Jones: “ La, dear! . And. 
then said Jones, “I mean a _ rolling-pin, 
my lovey-dovey.” And then she raised her 
brand-new flaming-tinted husband-beater, 
and he fled into the darkness. 





WHERE should a budding poet laureate 
reside ?—Why, Earn Bay of course. 








The Latest Novelty for House 


™LANCASTER 


“-Ortental Curtatns? 


A charming Novelty. Handsome patterns and chaste 
designs in gold, Clean, Healthy. Does not harbour dust. 
Drapes well. Impervious w ail impurities. Made in 
‘Cream, Maroon, Biue, Grey, Buff, Green, and White, 
with beautiful patterns in gold, 38, 45, & 54 inches wide. 
ANY LENGTH PROCURED. 


Can be obtained ‘rom Upholsterers, Draters. & | abinet Makers 
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Furnishing. 


Cadb 


PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 
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| BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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Seven actresses 








Discovering e sfolen Treasure. 
’ She could have wht shee liked .” 


“FEU N’S” 
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TIP-TOPICAL TO 
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| The False newsvendor again 
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The annual Sea-Serpenf 2 






1) Seven actresses. ewi led , irit”’ ; ] 
) seven actresses, swindled by agent- } (3) To “spirit” away certain drinks in | (5) Of Goodw: 
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Dr. Tanner on the war-path 
(7) Ah! Good old Sea Serpent ; s0 glad 
_ you've returned. 

You have been, Sir,-pent up far too 
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FUN. AUGUST 7, 1889, 





THE PRINCESS’s.—There were many other things going forward 
that night: there was Jn Danger at the Vaudeville, there was Boys 
will be Boys at the Opera Comique, there was Faust up to Date in 





4 DEFENCELESS GYURL. 


‘ 
- 
~ 
~ 


provincial guise at the Gaiety,and what not, but I feit like seeing the 
“ Turner English Opera Company,” which I have often heard of from 
country cousins, sisters and aunts,and sol went to this theatre, where 
it is established “for twelve nights only,” seven of which are gone as 
you read—if you, like all good Englishmen, read your FUN at the 
earliest possible moment after publication. 

How a theatre bears the impress of its fortune on in face! The 
triumphant nights of the better times of the Wilson Barrett réqime 
have scarce faded from our sight, and yet the unmistakable aspect of 
ceediness is over the scene of his glories. The faded relics of a former 
grandeur—such as the classic drop curtain and the ten-bob stall— 
serve but to make the change more striking. The broken-down swell. 
wearing the last shreds of his purple and fine linen, is always a more 
depressing sight than the poverty-born-and-bred in his native fustian. 
The Princess’s is a broken-down, seedy swell, a monument of the 
Micawber managements of our time. Pray Fate, something “turn 
np” soon, for T suffocate in these realms of gloom! Perhaps there 
were reasons for my feeling these things more than usual the other 
night, for Lam possessed of a demon of tidiness, and the orchestra 
had overflowed into the stalls, and were supplied with guttering 
candles, with flimsy paper shades, which now and again caught fire, 
and many stalls were empty and forlorn. 








I WAS glad I went. all the same. The company Cor so much of it 
| ut in .Varitana) bristles with shortcomings and defects (which. 
re is no need to dwell upon), but [ found a pretty lady 


BIGGEST LAND’ i've HAD 
SINCE 1 
GOT THE 









LIVING ' 





E GRAND.“ THE LAND OF THE LIVING.” 








deserve, and I was happy. Miss Chrystal Duncan is a good singer, 
blest with a good voice and a charmingly unaffected style, as well as 
an opulence of beauty which enables her not only to take us by the 
ear. but to give us one in the eye as well. Mr. John Ridding, the 
bass. hasa voice which is almost worthy of the companionship of hers, 
though it is not yet what it will probably some day be. He is a 
dreadfully operatic (otherwise inferior) actor, though, yet not so 
bad as to incline one to say “a good Riddings” to him. 





THE cast and composer gave a rather “ Nicht wi’ Burns-y,” “ Scots 
wha hae” air to the thing. An opera by Wallace. interpreted by a 
Chrvstal Duncan.a Jeannie Rosse, a Rennie, and a Farquharson brings 
the odour of peat to the nose, the flavour of oatmeal cake and Long 
John’s “ dew” to our palate, and the very skirl of bagpipes to the ear. 
‘Twas “a gran’ nicht for Scotland !” 


PERSONAL.—I observe that two dramatic critics have claimed to be 
the real and actual dramatic critic (alluded to by a writer to the Pali 
Mail) who laughed during the performance of I[bsen’s Pillars of 
Society, was violently assaulted (verbally) for the outrage, by an 
irate partizan (the said writer) in his vicinity, and subsequently 
apologized to. Now, would you be surprised to hear that the r. and 
a. d. ¢. was neither of these gentlemen at all, but your own and only 
Nestor? Because it was. Jam the critic who laughed (and laugh). 
let who will say to the contrary! P.S.—The fact of the matter is, 
every critic laughed, and—as (by a beautiful provision of nature, by 
which the antidote is always found to grow in the near vicinity of 
the poison) each of them had located in his neighbourhood, an 
Ibsenite of the deepest dye, who immediately called him names. 





LOOK HERE I'M. NOT GojNG TO 


WEAR THOSE FROCKS 4Ny 
MORE; § WANT TROUSERS. 








OPERA COMIQUE,—“ BOYS WILL BE Boys.” 


which were allowed to rankle during the remainder of the perform- 
ance, but were prudently apologized for at the finish—each believed 
himself to have been measured for the cap provided by the Pall Mall 
correspondent. 


THE STRAND (Vorning).—A Miss Clarice Trevor gave a “special 
matinée”’ here, which was, indeed, “special” in many wonderful 
respects. The principal speciality was the slaughter of W. Shake- 
speare and C, Dickens, Esqs., at one fell blow! Proceedings were to 
have commenced with a small piece called, And one Suffered. This 
was probably felt. however, to be so prophetically incorrect or in- 
vidious (seeing how clear it was that of those present a// must suffer). 
that it was omitted, and we were introduced to the Forest of Arden 
forthwith. Poor W.8.! There was thought and a touch of fresh- 
ness in Mr. Matthew Brodie’s Orlando, and Miss May Woolgar Mellon 
gave something like life and point to Phebe; but the song-and- 
dance-artiste version of Rosalind presented restless, bent-kneed, set- 
on-Wires, inconsequent and shallow, was enough to make the buried 
Bard turn in his grave. Was it of such things as these he thought 
when he penned that epitaph—* Cursed be he (or she) that mores my 
bones”? I daresay this is rather savage, but Rosalind is dearest 
to my heart of all poetically created beings, and 1 feel like Charles 
Reade ina rage. “Person!” I long to ery, ‘don’t DARE to touch 
the grand creations of the SUBLIME till you know HOW TO STAND 
STILL ON THE STAGE!” But, of course, I wouldn't say it for any- 
thing. I don’t want to hurt people’s feelings. Little Em'ly 
followe i—it was some of Halliday’s version—played with unimpor- 
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KNICKNAOKS., 
Son.—* What is the meaning of ‘ false pride,’ father?” 
Father.— Farlse proide? Whoy, when porridge thinks hisself too 
good to sit along wi’ oatmeal.” 


THE government of the Cape will no longer be at a dead lock, for 
there will soon be a live lock out there. in the person of Sir Henry 
Lock, who has undertaken the labours of Hercules—Sir Hercules 
(Robinson), we mean, who has failed to cleanse the Augean stable. 





A OMING out of the Law Courts the other day.a certain gentleman, 
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Thirsty Bricklayer (very broad).—* Here, boy! Gow and git us 
point o’ four oil!” 

Interval. Boy returns. Bricklayer removes cork from tin bottle, 
throws his head back and prepares to recruit exhausted nature. Then 
——‘‘ Howly mother o’ Moses! It’s Paraffin Oil!” 





Sweet Young Thing (looking at Volunteer Order Board at Station). 
—‘‘ What is blank firing, Gussie?” 
Gussie (thinking of something else). —" Not hitting the target, 


dear,” 


THE Woman's Rights Congress met recently in Paris, They evi- 
antiew annaidaw <¢ re iT rights to have a trip to the Exhibitio1 
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FUN. 
SOME POPULAR NOTIONS OF HELP. 
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THE TWO REVIEWS. 


“THEY ALL LOVE JACK”—ALSO TOMMY. LITTLE KAISER WILHELM KINDLY 
CONDESCENDS TO EXPRESS HIS APPROVAL 
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ON “FINDING"’— 

ES, Bill was a finder, he was. 
Wot'sa finder? Why,Tma 
finder ; so’s all my relations. 
My great-grandfather was a 
finder; a great finder he 
was—used to find things on 
the king’s ’ighway ; in stage 
coaches and people’s pockets, 
and sech, he used to find ’em. 

But in them days they 
didn’t used to let a feller 
make a honest livin’ a-finding 
things, they used to call im 
by rood names, and ’ang ’im 
in chanes, and sech. 

We've got more sivvilized 
nowerdays, s0 we ‘ave : it was 
Mr. Blank, the wise madgis- 
trate, as erijjinated the noo 
stile o’ things, and just 
admitted as findin’ was one 
ov the profeshins—like the 
lor, and bankin’; but now 

peeple is beginning to see that findin’ is a respecktable occupation, 

and that finders is not to be clarsed with forgers, and direcktors of 
mining companys, and sech. 

Well, Bill he commensed his cureer wen quite young, he did; and 
it appered thisher way—Bill he ’ad gorn to a shop for to buy suthin’ 
for ‘is mother, wen down on the flore ov the shop wot shed he spy 
but a brite noo soverin’? So he picks it hup ; and the shopkeaper he 
ses, ses he, “ You give that to me, it ain’ yourn, one of my kustemmers 
must ha’ drop’ed it, and I oughter keep it ’ere till sumboddy cums 
back and arsts for it. Ennyhow, if it ain’t arst for, it’s my shop, and 
so it’s more mine then yourn.” “Garn,” ses Bill. 

Then up goes the shopkeaper to the majjistrate, and arsks im; anc 
the majjistrate he lays down the law and ses—*“ Findin’s keapin’s”"— 
ses he, “Wena thing’s on the floor, or the ground,” ses he, “ that 
thing belonges to ‘ooever finds it, werever it may ’appen to be.” 

So Bill he keeps the sovverin’, and takes the tip, bein’ a smart sort 
of feller; and he desides to set up ina honest line o’ bisness, a-findin’ 
things ; and gives his mind to things found on the ground, or on the 
floor. First he thinks ov peeple’s boots—wot a lot ov very good pares 
ov boots there often was, say, in the Strand. So he’d wate until 
a cove come along with a swell pare ov boots, and then he'd up and 
pull ’em orf and sell ‘em. Then the feller would ‘aul ’im up afore 
the majjistrate, and the majjistrate would always cleside as the boots 
belonged to Bill, 

Arter that, Bill began to see as there was better propputty than 
boots on the floor; there was carpets in ’ouses, and sech-like. So Bill 
he set up in the uppolstry line, and took up with a ’orse and cart as 
he found on the ground, and took to callin’ at ‘ouses in the West End 
and removin’ the carpets. 
It wasn’t on’y carpits; he 
used to find vallyble varses 
and nice cheers and tables 
on the floor. too; so that 
things paid werry well. 

sSut-—=s Bill’s) mind = was 

gradjelly openin’ to the lite 

ov the truth; and he soon 
blossomed into perceevin’ 
that there was better things 
than carpits on the ground ; 
so he took to ‘orses. He 
manidged to pick up a nice 
lot of exellent ’acks and sech 
as he found in charge of 
little boys, or ennyboddy 
else as wasn’t strong ernuf to 
black ’is eye. And wen it so 
‘appened as he took a fancy 
to a nice ‘orse as was in 
charge of ennybody as could 
show fite, up Bill would go 
to the maijjistrate and 
demarnd the extrydishion ov 
the annimal ; and the mag- 
gistrate would order the annimal to be give up to Bill. It ‘appened 
like that with a nice racin’ stable belongin’ toa dook : and Bill, ‘avin’ 

a turn for sport, took that on with grate satizfackshen ;: but the dook 

didn’t like it altogether. ; 

Then Bill took to ‘ouses ‘cos, you see, ’ouses is mostly found on 
ha crm ™} ‘ 





, 








Bill used to sell ’em as they stood, with everythink in ‘em—in 
generally to the pusson as occupied ’em, wich they was werry glad to 
buy ’em—wen it didn’t ’appen to be the owner, but a tenant inside 
ov’em ; for, you see, Bill wasn’t exorbetant in *his prices, and he'd 
often let a werry nice family residence, in Park * ane, go for a matter 
o’ fifty pound, freeold, money down. ; 
But pore Bill cum to greef at larst, he did. He found a nice 
umbrella on the pavement, and jest as he was pickin’ ov it hup, the 
gent as had left it come back agen, and give him in charge. It 
‘appened to be the werry majjistrate as ’ad awarded Bill the sovvrin’, 
erriginally, and ’ad supported ‘is claims ever sinst ; but on this 
ocasion there was a deliket point ov lor, so the majjistrate sed, 
“ Propputty found on the ground,” he said, “wasn’t the propputty 
ov the finder, pervided it was a umbereller, and belonged to a 
majgistrate,” and Bill’s now a workin’ out six months with ‘ard. 


onl 








New Leaves. 

‘WALKS in Holland,” by Percy Lindley (125 Fleet Street), This 
is fully equal to all the other walks that have been produced with 
Mr. Lindley’s well known and widely acknowledged skill. Holland 
will be overrun by those it stimulates to run over.—‘ Poems,” by 
Autzeus (Swan, Sonnenschein & Co.). ‘“ Poems” generally show— 
it would, perhaps, be singular if they did not show that “ poets” at times 
get hold of “pretty conceits,” and at times show “strange short- 
comings.” So it is with Anteus.—‘ The Breitmann Ballads,” by 
Charles G. Leland (Triibner & Co.). A new edition. Although 
twenty years haye passed away since first these Ballads were pub- 
lished in a-collected form, they are as fresh and as refreshing as at 
first. For combined humour and sentiment they are probably un- 
equalled, as examples of unexampled genius they are unique. It will 
be in the recollection of our readers that some of the later ballads 
first appeared in the pages of FUN or HoopD’s ANNUAL. 





Is it right to call the old man who collects the eggs on the farm 
every morning a Nestor ? 
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FROM A BUSINESS POINT OF VIEW. 
Gushing Damsel.—* Yes, dear! I like our new curate very, very 
much. He is quite a man after my own heart.” 


; + , ° 9 
Practical Friend.—* But is he a man after your own hand, dear | 
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An Interesting Infant. 


[The baby just born to Dr.and Mrs. 
Butler (of Harrow) is supposed to be the 
first whose father and mother were both 
“ senior classics.”] 


THE learned parents of this wise 





















































(To whom FUN sends congratu- 
lations) 
Will doubtless soon buy him an 
astrolabe, 
And serve out his pap by equa- 
tions. 
They'll teach him to lisp in Latin, 
maybe, 
And wash him by hydrostatics ; 
They'll count his. coos by Home 
Rule of three, 
And, if rude, blow him tp by 
pneumatics. 
Meanwhile, here’s a nursery rhyme 
for Mater 
To soothe the wise babe in the 
absence of Pater :— 
“ Baby, baby Butler, 
No infant can be subtler, 
Pa will purchase a technical 
toy. 
To give his learned baby joy !” 


On stewed Greek roots he will 
doubtless feed 
(But no [ He |brewed beer will he 
swallow), 
Nor rattle, nor coral and bells will 
he need, 
For such baubles are far too 
hollow ; 
With compasses, globes, and maps 
he'll play, 
Taking culture with recrea- 
tion ; 
And his * tables” he will in hexa- 
meters say, 
In the language of every na- 
tion. 
Meanwhile, when away is the pun- 
dit Pater, 
Here’s a rhyme to be sung by the 
erudite Mater :— 
“Hush a bye, baby, at the 
class-top, 
If he don’t learney-wearney, 
then down he will drop, 


| 
If his Tamil-y family dialects | BATHING IN. WEALTH. 














STRABISMUS. So-ho. so-ho! Enter! Odds smuttiness! I know | _ baint. And I can let in their creditors and bang the door i’ the faces 
thee. and I know thee not. | of their friends. And I can drop letters in the coal-scuttle, and tallow 

SLATTERNIA. So please your honour, ‘tis the New Girl. | i’ the gravy, and coals upon the landing, and hints come Christmas 

Stra. A tray bears she. Odds eggs and bacon! Odds teapots and | and Easter, for guerdons undeserved, and I can answer the missis in 
muffins! This stomach-gear is not forme. Take it hence. | any tone you please—cringing, carneying, erying, crapulous, rude, 

SuatT. I pray your worship's pardon ; ’twas for the dirty gentleman rebellious, rorty, rampant, sulky, snivelling, silly, stupid ; besides 
on the second floor my mistress said, But an’ there beadirtierthan | ogling the postman pathetically, the grocer greasily, the baker bump- 
your honour I crave your honour’s honourable pardon, tiously, the milkman meaningly, the butcher burningly, the sweep 

Stra. O, thou art an honest wench! sneeringly, the constable caressingly, and so on. 

SLAT. And I have been in Service this six yearcome Martinmas. I | StrA. O, I see you are acquainted with your business. But what 
have writing to show it. | isthat in your hand? aah , 

Stra. Odds proven probity! Thou hast a clean record, without SLAT. Why, ‘tis a letter of invitation, the gentlefolk said who gave 
doubt ? ? | itme. Maybe ’tis to go to Court, for though you be a dirty gentle- 

SLAT. Two, so please your worship, ‘Tis my mother washes | man, they say that you have fine friends. 
them, though I say it that should not. | Stra. Why, to go to Court indeed, with a murrain, thou hagget ! 

STRA. Arta simple moppet, in sooth. Come, enumerate me thy ’Tis the majesty of Middlesex calls, and I, poor worm, obey. Odds 
qualifications one by one. What canst thou do to earn thy wage? duns and debtors! Odds ¢ ish compositions and evanescent effects ! 
















he takes— 
Then baby shall have nice | A Royal BANK HOLIDAY. THE MERRY FAMILY LIQUIDATING THEIR DEBTS, 
Degrees with his cakes!” | GRAND DANCE OF TRIUMPH. 
THH COLLOQUIBS OF STRABISMUS. | LThaveaknack withthe broom, if you will believe me. I can sweep you 


the nap off a carpet, ay, if it bea Turkey one, and leave the dust behind. 
STRA. O brave! 
SLAT. And I can listen at lodgers’ doors, and rummage i’ their 
closets when they are out, and peep through their keyholes when they 


No. 31.—THE SAGE AND THE SLAVEY. 


SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Sage and Philosopher ; SLATTERNIA, 
a new Maid-of-all-work. 


. r. : . : 11 , . . 1 ‘7 . lie 4 —_ 
SLAT. Wh ny, I ean serub : fi 0} with waste « f CAN and vail 7) (). weary world where a philosopher cannot ve On philosophy alone 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 27. 
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Here she is before marriage, as clever in kitchen as chawing 
room, with all the domestic virtues at her finger ends. 














And here you have a “prospect” of her wedded form. * No 
housework for her, thank you. What do you think she married for, 
but to get out of all that sort of thing?” 





THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

THE Lords, last week, had a Hospital Monday, and discussed the 
regulation of these glorious institutions. Some noble lord might, 
however, have hinted that they would be more efficacious to the class 
most needing them, if their hours were so regulated that out patients 
could get attention without losing a day’s work. 

The Joseph of old, when he got amongst the swells, behaved rather 
more nicely to his brethren than that “old Radical,” the new Joseph. 
Quite the funniest thing of the session was the spectacle of Joseph 
defying the Labouehere-cum-Morley lightning. ‘ Our old nobility ” 
must have been amused, as well as flattered, when “stick at 
nothing Joe” steed in the breach and defied “ Finality John” to lay 
a vandal hand upon the regalia and all thereto incidental. | 

When F uN reads of an exceptionally big sentence on a small boy, | 
he generally concludes that the Daniel come to judgment is a parson. 
And so it turned out in the case of George Hayward, a hardened 
offender of fourteen, who,at Warminster Petty Session, was sentenced 
to ten days’ imprisonment and five years’ reformatory life, for stealing 
—a strap. The Reverend W. Hickman was the exponent in this case 
of Christian charity, Petty Sessions ?—petty parson. 3 

On Saturday the House was more than usually at sea. 























THE HOUSE AT SBA. 


The peers, on Wednesday, discussed “light gold”—since with a 
goo! deal of theirs itis “ lightly come, lightly go,” they are authorities 
on subject. 

_And_ another coin is getting lighter. Mr. Sexton declared, on 
Thursday, that Tanner's treatment is injuring his health. 
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WHAT are lighthouses for. pa, dear?” “To warn the ships off the 
snore, my boy. “Oh! I see, pa, dear, to prevent ‘em landing 
passengers 1? them swindling seaside places ee “, 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
TO THE EDITOR OF “ FUN,” 

Srr,—I suppose by now you bless and praise my wonderful success 
in giving you the leading pair in Goodwood’s Steward’s Cup affair. 
You saw, of course, I stood upon the good Dog Rose and Amphion, 
suggesting, should the latter fail, an outside chance for Danbydale ; 
and (tell me, was it so or not ?)an “ outside ”’ chance was what it got! 
And now before your Prophet girds his loins and goes a-shooting 
birds on Scotland’s rather rugged moors, he has a chance which shall 
be yours—in short, you shall be posted up concerning of 


THE BRIGHTON CUP. 
By the tiring Sussex shingle, 
Where the cad and gentle mingle, 
In a state of meditation 

Leans the Prophet on a rail, 
And with mystic far-off glances 
Looks abroad and weighs the chances 

Of a possible sensation, 

And a tip which cannot fail. 
Somewhat favouring Assassin, 
Seeing something Vasistas in, 

With a tendresse for Silvester, 

And a little hope of Gules ; 
Yet, demanding recognition 
Of their status and condition, 

Doubtful thoughts will come and pester, 

Obstinate as twenty mules. 
Still, without the least suspension 
Of intelligent attention, 

Argus-eyed, he keeps on brooding 

Till he reaches Nonchalance, 
And at last he is beginning 
To observe The Baron—winning— 

Though in favour he’s inclooding 

Fullerton—a placer’s chance. 

And, Sir, on that I think that I will for the present say good-bye 
until we meet again, old chap, about the Ebor Handicap—which | 
may say, for fear you miss the date, is three weeks on from this. Un- 
less, of course, you mean to come and join us at my Highland drum, 
to drink some whisky, shoot some grouse, and have the run of all the 
house. But if you are so tied to town that you've no chance of 
coming down, so fixed by printers’ proofs and ads, and the 
Bosses’s little fads (they are so much addicted to considering that 
one should do the work that one has bargained for, although they 
know it’s such a bore!). And if you’re in your normal plight of 
slaving all the day and night, it may console you where you are to 
know I have a grand cigar. And so I beg to leave you thus, 

Yours tenderly, TROPHONIUS. 





ANX10U8.—We never heard of it, but perhaps you are right. Any- 
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Re “Omnibus” or 


sé "Bus ” 
STRIVING the young idea to 
teach, 


A pedagogue of mine, 
When asked to parse these 
parts of speech, 
Said, “ Then I must decline ; 
Not that I would refuse,” smiled 
he, 
“But ‘tis the dative case, you 


9 


see. 


Still, that could not apply to 
**bus,” 
We gently pointed out, 
And asked him to explain to us 
How came the change about. 
“T really can’t conceive,” said 
he, 
* Unless it is by syncope. 


* Which phrase need cause you 
no surprise,” 
Resumed that learned “ toff,” 
“°Tis but a Grecism, and im- 
plies 
Cut off—l'ye see ?—cut off!” 
We took him at his word, and 
ran, 
Ending as wise as we began. 
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It’s a curious fact that 
although the world’s not half 
so bad as it might be, it’s never 
a quarter as good as it might be, 


particularly when you are two Sir Adolphus Fitz-Clarence—* Am I then blessed by the promise of your hand, divine angel? And will 
quarters’ rent behind, and have | you indeed deign to ratify the contract by permitting me to——” ' 

got a man in possession in the Miss Vandertromp.—* Darn me, if the man don’t talk like a blue jay on a barn top! Put it there, 
back kitchen, sonny, put it there!” 
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EXTREMES MEET. 

















Without Meaning ? 
( Whether the poem or the person named therein the judicious reader 
must, of course, decide.) 

(Referring to Lord Randolph’s recent somewhat revolutionary speech at Walsall, 
the Daily News says: “ But Tory landlords, Tory brewers, and Tory publicans have no 
fear of him—he does not mean it !""] 

’T1s safe to say in music-hallish chairman sort of vein 
“Lord Randolph Churchill, gentlemen, will soon appear again !” 
For he bobbeth up serenely, and to freely fight is fain 

On many sides, full often have we seen it. 
Now he launches forth at Liberals in quite a slashing way, 
Then he terrifies the Tories, too, and fills them with dismay— 
And the only consolation Tories gather day by day 

Is to say, ‘“O, well, perhaps he doesn’t mean it!” 


‘Tother day his reappearance down at Walsall did he make, 

And with his Raddish répertoire he made the Tories quake ; 

* Lo!” they cried, “ he now adopts again each vile Gladstonian ‘ fake ’ 
Just when we pine for comfort—could we glean it ; 

For the sweets he gave Conservatives he now doth offer sours ! 

He girds at all ground landlords—he’d reduce all labour’s hours ! 

He e’en pooh-poohs the publicans who helped to give us powers ! 
O, tell us, dves he mean it? Can he mean it?” 


In recent by-elections he said Tories had been whopped, 

And he thought for Local Option the Conservatives should opt, 

And he held that land-law grievances should once for all be stopped, 
The Tory cry was stale—why should he screen it ? 

Thus from fime to time he harasses his former party chiefs 

By denouncing them, and putting on Advanced Reform beliefs ; 

But what will Tories say if they should one day ’mid their griefs 
Find the ever-changing Churchill really mean it ? 








_WITH his visit to the Fleet at Spithead, the Shah’s stay in our sea- 
girt isle came toa wind up. The thunder of the guns and manning 
of the yards by the tars was England’s appropriate tar-tar to 
Nasr-ed- Din, who is credited with the wheeze on being nearly deafened 
by the royal salute that he wished he had a- Noser” ’ead in his place. 





RED-TA 


PEISM rampant! Who can wonder at it when our very 
youngsters at school are always “ filling up forms” ? 
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Undoubtedly Re-doubted, 

(“If Lord Salisbury meant to charge Mr. O'Brien with ineitement to murder, he 
should have had the courage to say so on oath, and stand the consequences. But 
instead of taking this manly course, &c.”—Pall Mall Gazette,] 

{*Any other Parnellites who may like to have a try with Lord Salisbury, 
in the law courts, will find him fully prepared to meet them, foot to foot. There 
is no flinching in the lord of Hatfield ; whatever sharp things he may say—and he 
has a tongue like a two-edged sword—he is always ready to stand by. It is this 
English manliness, &c.”—Conservative Weekly.] 

PRITHEE, who is this giant that blusters and cries, 
And whose speeches of daring and doughty emprize 
The Conservative croakers extol to the skies, 
And in awe-stricken reverence hold ? 
Prithee, who is this spouter so vastly adored, 
This grandiloquent, garrulous, gab-gifted Lord 
With a tongue like a trenchant bipennis or sword ? 
Why, it’s Robert the Fearless and Bold ! 


Prithee, who is this giant who crushes his foes 
With the eloquent darts he indignantly throws ? 
Or who tumbles huge mountains of satire on those 
Who don’t chance his own tenets to hold? 
Why, it’s Robert, dear Robert, the strong and the stout, 
It is Robert the bruiser, whom none can knock out, 
It is Robert the Tory, whom Rads. daren’t flout, 
It is Robert the Fearless and Bold, 


Prithee, who is this man—when his enemies seek 

To make known that his charges are groundless and weak— 

That will bear out his words with the courage and cheek 
Of a true-hearted Briton of old? 

That would liefer expire ‘neath the pitiless knout 

Than from proving his words he’d refrain or back out; 

Why, it’s Robert, dear Robert, the strong and the stout, 
It is Robert the Fearless and Bold! 


Prithee, who is this man—when on trial he’s placed 
For a speech which, perhaps, wasn’t quite in good taste— 
That does NoT (as his flatterers tell us) make haste 

To stick up for the tale he has told, 
But stands back and lets lawyers the quarrel thresh out ? 
Why, it’s Robert the bruiser, whom no man may flout, 
It is Robert, dear Robert, the strong and the stout, 

It is Robert the Fearless and Bold !!!! 
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; aes THE «PIGS IN CLOVER” MANIA. 
Z 4 J wish PB hod would not babble so y 
r AG : i: Counsel! Don't you see my y} 
attention is occupied with E 
the Ags in Clover ? iv) 
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What fime wilf yor" 
telegram go? Oh, don't 
bother ! oS/// send it of F when | 
Ive done the Fas in Clover ! | 
: J es all right, ill! “Dhe Copper’ ar 
work on the Ags in Clover! 
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ver J forgot the Dinner! haven't done the [qs in Clover yet!” he'd done The Ags in Clover. lout—! 











The Two Reviews. Know what fighting men can do. For HEALTH’s SAKE.—If life and health 

(SEE CARTOON.) Wilhelm loves guns, trumpets, drums, | you would protect, use Sanitas to disinfect. 

Bia Jack Tar. who is the sheet- More—much more than sugar-plums, | In days of brightness, days of gloom, set 
Anchor of the British ficet Loves to play at soldiers, and Sanitas about your room; pour it down your 
(Which, drawn up in long array, Loves to exercise command | sink or drain, the impure will be pure again. 
Has produced a fine display “Ae mariners and ships lo sweeten rooms where lie the sick, ua 
In the Solent), makes a show Meant to go on warlike trips ; Sanitas will do the trick. If all your days 


Therefore he must feel delight youl sweetly pass, then make free use of 
At the very martial sight Sanitas. 

Which, by careful forethought guided, 
Jack and Tommy have provided, 


That might surely daunt a foe ; 
Tommy Atkins, too, turns out, 
To dispose of any doubt 

That he isn’t worth his salt, 





“ MANNERS, my dear, make the man,” said 





Even though he have some fault ; | | Mr. Jones, “ Yes, dear,” answered Mrs. J» | 
And they’re so behaving for WHEN isa Chief Commissioner of Police | sweetly, “your manners evidently mae Pa 
The great little Emperor like a day-by-day domestic? When he goes you, for there’s little enough of them and § 
Of the German people, who out to ( ha ring-Cr SS ’ little enough of you rself! 29 














SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED | 
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he Specific for NEURALG “ABSOLUTELY 
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Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has proved Write as smoothly as a ‘ead pencil, and neither scratch nor spurt, 





effective in all those cases in which we have pre the voints being rounde’ by a New Process, C. B. & Co.’s new 80LU BLE, 
scribed it. —Medical Press. “Graduated Series of Pe * Offers the novel advantage of one 
Pat , pret f flex 


Ba. 9d., 43. Gd., & Ls. Of all Chomists. : . She canton, O8., 63 BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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“FUN’S” TIP.TOPICAL TOUCHES 
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The end of tie supper Party. . Leo Gatco 


<4 ie 
-b , 
P-bone. 
(1) In fine array some men themselves (3) A boy on stilts destroyed a bird one ()A ri wdy and his bull dog at an (7) After a supper, some, the other 
‘ now stick day, inn nigit, , , 
‘0 stand ar-ray-zoring from Babe Which isn’t quite the “ Stilt ”’-on, Poth act (bull) oggedly, to ere chirged, ¢ 
‘ ‘ ; 4 Pe] . u ‘ be a “4 M ii 8U o j 
Nell Wick. you will say. “Bung’s” chagrin, a Dpcr-aition, as 
(2) For a two-mile fare a “ bob” this (4) The “Glorious Twelfth” 
man declined, 


quite tight. 
now, if you've nous, 
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(6) A so-called burglar upcn hate en- 





(5) A music hall poet wouldn’t pay his 
ls reed . ‘ ”? 
. ; ‘aree Sup, 
Let soon, when fined, he wish lL he'd You may go bagging birdlets by The cap (or hat ), though, did not Because “nip” would not have 
fined the grouse. nt. Discharged, I 
VOL. L.—No. 126 
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i SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
1a THE CRITERION.—The Headless Man will have departed from our 
mie ken as completely as if it were bodiless, as well as headless, long before 
He these lines can reach you, good friend, my reader ; therefore, “ brief 
fie WHAT! MARRY A MAN A HEAD 
4 SHORTER THAN MYSELF ' NEVER’ 
 t / 
ne 
4a 
a 
84 
“ie 
| 
“fh 
| 
| a \ 
iy 
THE CRITERION.“ THE HEAD-LESsS MAN! 
! i - P : 
let me be.” It is a good and merrisome idea Mr. Burnand has got 
hold of—though by no means a new one—and there are plenty of 
clever, or, at anyrate, amusing “lines” in the dialogue. Unfortu- 
nately an idea is not a plot, and plot in Zhe Headless Man is in that 
peculiar condition known to fame as “conspicuous by its absence.” 
The first act is funny, because we find the idea is fresh to us—after 
that it palls. Mr. Wyndham has seldom played better, he thoroughly 
identified himself with the part, and was, indeed, so carried away 
with it, that he had scarcely thrown it off when he came before the 
curtain at the end; at anyrate, /c dost his head in an unnecessary 
altercation with a gentleman in a white hat— presumably with a 
| head to put in it. Mr. Wyndham’s companions are excellent (parti- 
4 cularly Mr. Giddens), but have little to do. 





Mr. WYNDHAM has since appeared in Wi/d Oats, made a “ curtain 
speech,” departed for America (accompanied by Miss Moore), and left 
the theatre in charge of Betsy (on board-wages, I suppose). That 
pert and fascinating slavey (in the person of Miss Lottie Venne) will, 
7 Il have no doubt, be glad to see anyone who likes to drop in and have 
a jolly evening with her, while the master’s away. The company is 
| practically, if not actually, the same as that which made the welkin 
ring with Ho!-ho!-ho!-meric laughter last summer. 


THE GAIETY.—At this house a somewhat novel experience is open 
to the Metropolitan (by which I mean a dweller in London and not 
an ecclesiastical dignitary), whereby he may gain an idea of the 
‘~ ' A 





guise in which a 


CoOURING 


taken out of them by provincial “crowds” of all kinds, from 
Manchester to Goole, from Liverpool to Bishop Auckland, until my 
soul has steeped itself in wonder at the awe-inspiring patience and 
self-restraint of the average country audience when no special 
difficulties in the way of obtaining missiles exist! Not but what I’ve 
seen a good show here and there, you know. 





THE company Mr. Van Biene has brought to town certainly bears 
few marks of the beast. It is no small thing to challenge comparison 
with the regular Gaiety company on its own stage (by-the-way, when I 
come to think of it. it isn’t the regular company, only the second eleven, 
so to put it?) but the new comers stand the ordeal very well. In fact, 
Mr. J. J. Dallas. Madame Ada Doree, and Miss Millie Marion are 
fully up to the mark of the original exponents of the parts they 
play, and if Miss Grace Pedley does not exactly fill the place of Miss. 
St. John, that is a place which takes a good deal of filling, and Miss 
Pedley is none the less charming of voice and refined of manner. 
Miss Jenny Dawson’s Faust is rather poor, and Mr. Payne’s Mephisto- 
pheles is something of an infliction. The chorus is uncommonly well 
up to its work, and Mr. Eric Thorne gets comically close to the style 
and voice of the original impersonator of Old Faust. 


CoMBE CouRT, WITLEY. — The adaptation of Shakespeare’s 
Twelfth Night for outdoor performance, of which you have already 
heard in these columns (see our issue for May 8th, 1889, price one 
penny, of all booksellers, free by post three-halfpence), was _per- 
formed in the Terrace Garden of this house (by kind permission of 
R. Pinckard, Esq.), “in aid of a deserving charity ” (which charity 
by-the-way. takes the form of a Village Free Library, the outcome of the 
kindly thought of Miss Adela Brooke, of Coombe House. The scheme 
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Miss HER MAJESTY’S (to MISS COVENT GARDEN).—“I’M COMING TO 
‘PROMENADE’ ALONG WITH YOU, DEAR!” 


having been hailed with delight, the lady feels compelled to extend 
its scope, and will, therefore, be glad of any contributions in books 
or coin that you may be disposed to forward to her). The piece was 
played by Mr. Forbes’ company as before, and Miss E. Bessle, the 
adaptress (is that the word ?), repeated her appreciative performance 
of Viola, The Elizabethan Court made a picturesque and appropriate 
background, 


Nops AND WINKS.—Mr. W. Freeman Thomas has begun pro- 
menading at Covent Garden with a tremendously strong company in 
all branches, and Her Majesty's joins the ranks in the same “line” 
on Saturday. Joy to both houses.—The Food Reform League made 
a brave show at the Kensington Town Hall for three days recently. 
There was a grand show of all sorts of things that you ought not to 
eat and houses you ought not to live in, and such like. and at other 
times there were appropriate recitations—and if they were not 
horn appropriate they had appropriateness thrust upon them— 
by the energetic, enthusiastic, and indefatigable Hon. Sec., Miss 
Yates, assisted by several entertainers (a “Society Wonder Worker” 
among them) of high calibre.—7he Middleman, with Mr. Willard, 
of course, as the centre man of attraction. is the name of the 
Shaftesbury new piece. The “ sympathetic part,” which Willard will 
play, is not the new departure some pars. would lead you to imagine, 
by-the-way ; though, of course, the villainous line is that in which 
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we are most accustomed to sce him.—Miss Annie Irish has written & 
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3) AEX 5 
In the old Sum mer - 
house : << _ ls 
“Believe me Dearest Nlass Po Lins ‘ there 
. P ? 
as “ere on arth I can do to prove m 

devotion — '” Delapidated Stranger, $ndcden- 

WA ) oT a oN ly appearing,“ ’"Rar!’Eart sir. Iin sure the 

AMAA he prem Pye) any to sit young gal “ud Uke to see you "elp & poor trea 
down, but Such Sun , Velle; ! Tanta tramp Sirs ete. ete ; 
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Let’s postpone it sine die!” 














Postponed Sine Die. For the gallants who will take you, That should ban a nation’s grievance, 

“eR yore Bay ; when.” Who their blushing brides will make you Make with joy a nation caper. 

SURELY somewhere, somehow, somewhen, | Yearn ye, burn ye, sob ye, sigh ye, But our duty’s first to chatter 
. a“ his tailor cries the masher, But—postpone them sine die / Uselessly on useless matter ; 

For yr peat ~~ Ned Til c gs When Dame Fortune’s changeful foot most So I’m just postponing my e- 
Something whlapers to se suualay = |  D——nably has toed and heeled us, Ssential motion sine die !” 
That I'll pay a debts completely | Tries our bosom friend his utmost Finds John Bull sincerest pleasure, 
Somewhere, esquire ‘aemmen inks | From her sneaking spite to shield us? Deepest joy, in paying yearly 

a ’ Wiper ( Tries he, when he sees us stony, Portion of his hard-earned treasure 


To repay the borrowed “ pony’? To a throne that costs him dearly ? 





, , at ' : hn fa ‘ » . 7 , , . 
Maids, no longer young and sprightly, r'ry, God wot! The fiendatry! He Navy. he'd like an alteration, 

: e e . . . , . . 

Craving each the fated hero. Just postpones 1t sin die. tut beholds no reformation 
a.et your hopes, once blooming brightly, Cries a Member of St. Stephen’s, Yet in store: so with a sigh he 
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THE ROPE’'S END. 
Brown (who has just shot keeper's bonnet off ).—* WELL, [LL BE HANGED! " In private their remarks to hear, 
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4 Keeper.—* AY, WILL YE! AN’ SAIRVE YE RICHT TEE! 


Holiday Times. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


“ COME unto these yellow sands, 
And there take hands” ; 


As Ariel’s song, 

Which bids one foot it here and 
there, 

With something about “ burthen 
bear.” 


bark ; 
Though, entre nows, I do not hear 
Just now or them or chanticleer. 


Soon unto those yellow sands 

Distinguish’d bands 

Upon their autumn holidays 

Will go their ways, 

And foot it featly here and there, 

To try to rid their minds of care. 

Hark! hark! their words d’you 

mark? 

Some seem depress’d, some prone 
to jeer, 

Some cock-a-hoop as chanticleer. 


Gone unto those yellow sands, 

They'll p’rhaps shake hands, 

And, once on sheer enjoyment set, 

Their tiffs forget ; 

Whilst, jaunting featly here and 

Bo rae there, 

Va J] Their pleasures for awhile they 
é‘ share. 

Hark! hark! oh, what a lark 





Who publicly sound so severe ! 








Salisbury at Sea. 


: (The Daily News says that Lord Salisbury’s enjoyment of the sea is “mitigated 
by its instability.”} 
’T18 sweet to know that Salisbury loves to roam 
Upon the bosom of the ocean glorious, 
That he delights to bask upon its foam— 
That is, of course, when it is not uproarious ; 
And yet it causes sorrow, you'll agree 
(And shows the greatest minds must learn humility), 
To learn that his enjoyment of the sea 
4 Is “ mitigated by its instability.” 


Oh, thanks, D. '., for teaching us that phrase— 

A phrase so simple and devoid of garishness— 
Which helps us to describe in nicer ways 

The woes and worries of sad mal-de-mer-ishness. 
If one doth mock at your sea sickness, he 

May haply treat you with pronounced civility ; 
If you say, * Well, my enjoyment of the sea 

Is ‘mitigated by its instability !’” 
And, as to Salisbury, it would seem two things 

Must often give him grounds for great uneasiness 
Neptune and Politics (each has its stings), 

To check Lord 8.’s and his followers’ breeziness. 
The sea upsets him, if ’tis rough; and he 

Hears outcries 'gainst Conservative sterility. 
So his enjoyment of his pow’r, you see, 

Is “ mitigated by its instability.” 
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" THE last time I was in London,” said Brummagem Smith, “I was 
Bat walking in the suburbs, and half a dozen lions had got loose from the 
: Zoo and were walking down the road in the moonlight.” “ Well we 
. do see strange things in London, sometimes.” said Islington Robinson 
“but what of that?” “Well, I looked up to the sky and saw half a 
dozen comets, each with Pears’ Soap advertised ‘on their. tails.” 
“Well, p'r'aps you might have,” answered I. R.  “ Well,” said 
Brummagem Smith, “TI was that frightened at them lionsand comets 
that [ yelled out ‘police.’ In less than three quarters of an hour a 
policeman came up.” “No, no! Brummagem Smith, I can swallow 


lions and comets and that. but a pliceman handy is too bic a lie fo 
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JULY OVER! 

So July started the Dog Days, did it? Well, the days have only 
been fit fora dog, anyhow. The water came through the roof and 
dripped through the ceiling of my bedroom. Yes, there's a grey 
patch, edged with brown, there like a sheriff officer’s London county 
map. And the water came right on the top of my dress-coat, too, as- 
[ hung it on the armchair. Hang it! I won’t have a new one, that 
[ won't, even if I lose half-a-dozen dinners by it. Dog Days, indeed ! 
I haven’t seen any dogs going about with their tongues lolling out 
from the heat. They’ve looked more like draggle-tailed hens. 

Years ago July used to’ be something like a month. I used to be 
fond then of going to Gravesend and having astroll up the hill and a 
dinner at the “Falcon” afterwards. Now they’ve got docks and a 
big hotel, and I don’t know what else. What’s more to the purpose, 
I'm positively certain that I don’t care in the least. And near 
Gravesend, too, they've got the floating smallpox hospital. That’s a 
nice cheerful look-out into the bargain. Dog Days indeed! I’ve 
heard a lot about dogs in my time, and their sagacity, and all that 
sort of thing. I never found it out myself. No dog ever went a 
hundred miles to find me, as the stories go. If he had it would only 
have been to snap at my trousers. The only walking-stick I care a 
rap about is one that I once broke over a retriever, he! he! 

July! Now, in the name of commonsense, what particular advan- 
tage is there in that month over any other month? You get straw- 
berries and currants and cucumbers and things that upset you, and 
really that’s about all. You sit out in the garden, too, and gnats 
come and bite you and make your nose swell. What particular 
advantage is there about a swollen nose? And is it nice to go 
walking in the country lanes in the evening afterwards ? That’s- 
about all of it. And then you go into beastly roadside alehouses and 
(drink acid stuff forced into glass bottles that they libel ginger beer 
by calling it after it. I’m sick and tired about all such nonsense 
about July and balmy summer, and all that sort of thing, that I am. 
Bah! And now it’s August. Phew! DIOGENES TUBBS. 
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Im-Mole-ation. 

THE battle of the Mole proceeds apace, 

As to the right of boating men and anglers, 
And big riparian swells will fight the case 

(These B. R. S.s oftentimes are wranglers). 
KUN hopes the People for their rights will fight, 

And of their champions strive to be consolers ; 
And then the orahhar : 


WCTS MAY mon. in spite 








That has been known for very long 


Hark! hark! the watch-dogs. 
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SOME POPULAR NOTIONS OF HELP. 
Il—THE RUNAWAY HORSE. 


{) ; 
wd . 
UU 
“Hullo! Blest if here ain't a ‘orse got loose, and a-boltin’ like mad! Shish! Yow! Whoop! Wiroo! That's it—now hes orf; that’s the way toketch him! Chuck 
another stone at him—that’s it! Howl louder, and let orff rockets at im—how can yon expeck to ketch him if yer don't ?” 
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“ Now he’s at it. Hooray! We'llsoon ave’im. Where's a mittryloose?” 









































Wot a lot o’ damage he might ha’ done if I‘adn’t! You trould ave ‘ad a bill to 
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ATTRACTIONS. 
LOW SANDS 
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OUR WAY. 


How different are the public demonstrations of all confounded 


foreign nations from those of our British populace! It is pitiful to 
see a continental crowd, say 


on the occasion of the visit 
of a foreign notability, or 
potentate, to its country: 
all is absurd and unreflect- 
ing emotion with it: it has 
no principles, and is guided 
by no opinions founded in 
common sense and reflection. 
It shouts at anything or 
anybody: it’s a fool. Yes. 
What a blessing that we 
English are not so. Let us 
rub our hands with satisfac- 
tion. 

What a solid, unemotional, 
reasoning, outspoken being 
the British Public is. He 
aa makes up his mind and 

sticks toit. We called upon, 

and interviewed several of 

him lately. Wefound No. I 
of him in his parlour, smoking his cigar. 

“What,” we inquired, “are your fec..ngs with regard to the Emperor 
of Foreign Parts?” 

“Tam not,” he replied, candidly, “an admirer of his, by any means. 
As a continental potentate he’s, I feel assured, a standing menace to 
the interests of Great Britain. Personally, also, he is a character for 
whom I feel an intense aversion; and, were he a private individual, 
and a neighbour of mine, I should make a point of cutting him dead. 
As it is, I certainly would not walk an inch to see him: on the 
contrary, I should carefully turn my back towards him, and ignore him.” 

* Then’” we said, “in the case of his paying a visit to this country 
of which you are a citizen——” 

* T should consider it a great intrusion, sir, and should certainly, for 
one, ignore him. I should shut myself up in my own house, and 
refuse to go forth.” 

We thanked him for the candour and the sterling British clear- 
sightedness of his opinions, and proceeded to interview No. 2 of him. 
We found him in his counting house, counting out his money, and 
asked him about /is feelings. 

*T have no particular objection to the potentate you mention,” he 
replied; “but Iam distinctly opposed to the expenditure of public 
money on the reception of strangers. I should certainly not lend my 
countenance, as an unit of the population, to any such affair. If sucha 
thing occurred, I should take no part in it : [ should ignore it entirely.” 

We passed on and proceeded to interview No. 3. We found him at 
his Socialist club, and inquired of him :— 

* Hemperor?” he screamed, “don’t go a-mentionin’ of hemperors 
to me! [ate hemperors ; 
and I'd abolish the lot on 
‘em, so I would—that's 
wot J'd do to ’’em. Wot 
would I doif the bloomin’ 
Emperor o’ Furrin Parts 
if he was to come to 
Hingland on a_ wisit? 
Wy Id ’iss *im, I'd ’oot 
‘im, I'd give ’im a bit ’o 
my mind about ‘imself 
and all ‘is kidney. Don’t 
you make no. mistake 
about that neether!” 

x © * 

It was about three 
days after this that a 
great firing of ordnance 
heralded the visit of 
the Emperor of Foreign 

‘arts to the shores of 
Britain. A joyous and 
excited crowd rushed 
toward the sea to see him 
een land. As we observed 
a eked over by a wildly hurrying sightseer. 
dimes nf d oe a 8 nT) 2 Hope t haven't hurt you ?” oried the 
sightseer ; hi hurray! h irray ! hurray Arent you coming to see the 
Emperor ? . 

We seemed to recognize the features of the sightseer. “Are you 
lth eye wee s ave Public Specimen No. 1, whom we lately 

‘ ne Mmperor of Foreign Parts ? 
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“Eh?” he replied, “yes, that’s my name, to be sure. Oh, ah—I 
recollect, but haven’t time to stay on this most joyful occasion. Good 
day! Better come alongand see the Imperial visitor? Hurray!” 

Hardly had he rushed off when two other forms with which we felt 
we were acquainted flashed by. “Come on!” they screamed, excitedly, 
“here’s the Emperor of Foreign Parts just landing on a visit! Most 
joyful occasion! Come and shout!” , 

They were British Public Specimens 2 and 3. There is a sterling 
consistency of opinion and action among us Britons. 








Not what he Intended. 


It was after the amateur performance, and he thought he would 
like to say something “ nice” to his soul’s idol, whom he worshipped 
—as a rule—from afar. So he removed a couple of brandies and 
sodas from mortal gaze, and then softly gurgled out as follows :— 
“ D’u know, you looked awfully lovely to-night—you didn’t look a 
day more than seventeen.” But she wasn’t “taking any,” and only 
replied, “Oh, nonsense ! you must be exaggerating.” But he called 
Heaven to leave other matters, and to support his unaided testimony 
and finished up by assuring her that “she didn’t look half her age.” 
And now he wonders that there is an arctic coolness between them 
which summer suns cannot thaw. 





WHAT does little birdie say 
In his nest at break of day ? 
sirdie’s face is pale with pain— 
“Oh! ma, a naughty boy I are, 
I’ve been an’ smoked my dad’s cigar ; 
Don’t tell, or I shall get the cane.” 





AT a recent agricultural show,a certain greedy individual upset. 
all the spectators in one of the refreshment tents by the manner in 
which he was “going for” the sandwiches, without giving anyone 
else a chance. “I should think he’d take first prize among the 
hogs,” observed one indignant bystander. “Not he,’ answered 
another; “ he ain’t well bred enough.” 


_ Vy ly hid < : os ~ 
—-- @.° te ys 
WG ahi Ca ade - Ge 
bee Ly f * « 
. ve : 





EGGSASPERATING. 
Ist Auful Child—* Oh, Mr. Muffit, auntie thinks you're a duck 
when you're playing cricket.” , 
Mu fit — Really, you don’t say so. Is that so, Miss Sweetlips?” 
2nd A. (.—* Yes, ‘cause she just said, ‘ There’s that Muffit going in 
—ne's sure to make a duck’s egg,’ ”’ : 
Mu fit thinks it ar: r and makes one 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


TO THE EDITOR oF “Fun.” 


S1R,—Men of a reflective turn will own that things for which we 
yearn, if ever they're attained at all, below our expectations fall, and 
very often prove to be fruit-products of the deadest sea. Just take 
my case ; when up in town, I said, “If I could just run down to my 
Scotch place, it would be fun! All day I’d bask me in the sun, on 
heather soft, by rustling trees, and sniff the bracing mountain breeze, 
instead of stifling so in this confounded old metropolis.” Well, sir, 
at last I have my wish, I’ve “come up North to shoot and fish,” and 
up to now, I beg to say, it’s rained a part of ev'ry day! I do not 
know that I complain of such a tendency to rain, but when the mist 
obscures the hills (and one is liable to chills), and when the heather’s 
soaked with damp (and one is liable to cramp), and when the sky's 
a sort of dun, without a particle of sun from dawn to dusk, I only 
ask—* What is a fellow’s chance to bask?” 

I’ve lots of fellows in the house who’ve come to gather in my 
erouse,—for, as I think I’ve said before, J never shoot ; it’s such a 
bore. Besides I never could endure the constant tramp about the 
moor. I tried to join them once, at lunch (they had some rather 
tasty punch), but, after tramping half the day, I found I couldn't 
tind my way, and, worse than that, I found, alack! I knew no way 
of getting back! How long I should have wandered there I am 
entirely unaware, had not a “lassie” with a rake chanced by that 
way her way to take. She told me she’d been making hay, and 
kindly set me on my way. She said she wasn’t “ony scared,” 
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although she “kent” [ was * the laird” (because, now, lairds are, to 
a man, all English or American). She wasn’t proud and she was 
plump, the place was giving me the hump, and so I asked her in to 
tea; but no more heather moors for me! Besides, my gun is sure 
to kick and make me feel extremely sick, so, on the whole, I much 
prefer that they should hear the * cheep” and “whirr.” They start 
each morning with the light, and don’t return till late at night; a 
brace of grouse I then present to each of them in compliment, the 
larder also is supplied, a friendly claim is satisfied, and all the rest 
are packed away and forwarded to town next day, where you may 
xce them if you call as you are passing Leadenhall. 

For me, I don’t turn out till ten, negotiate my breakfast, then I take 

stroll and a cigar or study up the Calendar. Then, just as I am 
feeling glum, the letters. lunch and papers come. The lunch is 
finished pretty soon, and then I spend the afternoon in studying the 
tips and hints I find in all the sporting prints (and some of them 
are pretty steep !), and after that I go to sleep. I wake in time to go 
and dress, the boys come back and then we * mess.” When dinner’s 
done we seek the gloom of my well fitted smoking room, and there 
we smoke and drink and play (some banjo tunes, some écarté /) till, 
one by one, their rest they win by comfortably turning in, then, after 
taking one more “sup” ‘and going round and locking up, I follow 
through the silent house—and that’s the way J’m shooting grouse. 
But don’t you mean to come, old cuss ? 

Yours faithfully TROPHONIUS. 








Jones.—* Your coal merchant is a distinguished member of society, 
isn't he?” 

Smith—* Not that Lam aware of.” 

Jones —* Well, he is a man of * Ton.’ anyhow.” 
Smith—*No, Tll be hanged if he is. for we never get more than 
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AN AWFUL CONFLICT: 
A TALE WITHOUT WORDS, 








































— 


i A AAA AMBER Na she Ai eee 





~~ ee on 





74 EUN. 


AUGUST 14, 1889, 





SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 28. 








oe re : te 8 ded 
yenial sassiety, bored and dull, a con- 


ducer of apes. 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

UNLUCKY legislators, doomed to work even on a Bank Holiday! 
W hile ‘ATry and *Arriet were disporting themselves at "Ampstea I, 
Lords and Commons were the slaves of duty at Westminster ; but 
then, as ‘Arriet remarks, their work is“all jaw.” Not unnaturally, 
on returning from the Inspection of the Queen’s Navee, noble Lords 
drifted into a discussion of the Battle of the Nile—not Nelson’s, but 
Grenfell’s victory. Lord Carnarvon, however, seemed to hint that so 
far as beneficial results, it was a case of “Ex Nile nil.” “* All the 
world’s a stage.” but the Peers were anxious on Monday night that 
the “infant puling in its nurse’s arms” and the schoolboy should play 
very small parts. While the Lords were discussing the case of school 
children on the boards, the Commons on the Education Estimates 
paid attention to the children in the Board Schools. The Christmas 
pantomimes will probably contain grand transformation scenes— 
Prince Dunraven rescuing the Queen of the Underten Fairies. 

On Tuesday Mr. Pickersgill elicited the information that the country 
would have to pay £7,650 for the pleasure of having seen the Shah. 
Hamlet Morley exclaims to First Lord Smith with regard to Egyptian 
policy * Whither wilt thou lead me?) Speak—I‘ll go no further.” 

















_ The Irish Estimates, mainly the Constabulary Vote, occupied the 
Commons for the greater part of the week. What would the Par- 
nellites do without Balfour and T. W. Russell? Sure. life would not 
be worth living without those unfailing sources of “divarsions.” sut 
mirabile dictu, on Thursday, we beheld the lion lying down with the 
ny (.¢., Tim Healy supporting a Balfourian Drainage Bill. Sewerly, 
health of Intend expect to see them taking a drain together to the 


All eyes last week were upon the Home Secretary—the sole Judce 
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of Criminal Appeals, and everybody was won lering what will his 
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And here he is in his own particular circle ; a marvel of quaint 
japes and a giant laughter-mover ! 








THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No. 32.—THE PHILOSOPHER AND THE FIEND. 
SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage ; NICHOLAS 
BRIMSTONIENSIS, the Foul Fiend. 

STRABISMUS. “ Retro, Sa” —nay, ‘tisa worn out formula. Besid 
the stranger may be, for all ’tis known of him who speaketh, a deceut 
ventleman, a civil soul and a well meaning, for all he hath horns and 
a tail—though the last be rarer than the first among my gossips. 

NICHOLAS 6b. Know you me not? 

StrRA. Why, but indifferent well. I crave your better knowlege, 
sweet sir. 

NIcH. I am the Foul Fiend. 

STRA. I crave your fiendship’s Satanic pardon. Odds brimstone 
and sulphur! But ‘tis long since I was in custom of looking upon 
your Beelzebubbery as other than a bugaboo. Though, I promise you, 
my childhood sweated at your very name. Did I not welcome the 
birch that wiped out the ills conceived o’ the headpiece and _ per- 
formed with the hands, by simple excoriation of the 

NicH. But those days are degenerate, and sadly so. Kuow Ia 
youth of tender years, an imp—an urchin after my own claws. 
Swished for sinfulness was he, and warned ’twas done to save him 
the deeper ills that else should wait on the hereafter? “ Thither will 
I go, and gaily,” says he. At which his mother swoonded, and his 
teacher asked him the reason why. “ Because the pit is, by your 
teaching, a bottomless one,” saith he. 

STRA. A rare young pippin that, odds quips and retorts! 

NICH. I pray you speak not of pippins, they are turned sour upon 
my stomach. 

STRA. Because of that affair in the ? 

NICH. Pray you speak not of ’t, ’tis a theme of an old fashion, and 
mightily out of savour. °Tis so little believed in o’ these days, that | 
am beginning to nurse doubts of it myself. 

STRA, Odds serpentine seductions and feminine failings! is this so? 

NIcH. Ay indeed. Between your worship and the post, I am not 
the Devil l was. Now six hundred years ago or even more, I was 4 
smart young fellow enough. But the Age is a degenerate Age, woes 
me and alas! Souls are no longer worth the catching. Tame are 
they, and worthless. The net brings them up at every dip, they 
swallow hook, bait, and a fathom o’ line at one gollop. Oh, for the 
departed pleasure of playing a Saint, odds jerks and wriggles! “Tis 
but sad sport now-a-days ! ” 

STRA. Alack, poor gentle Fiend, a sorry fate is thine! 

NIcH. I am broke. gossip, broke and undone. ‘Tis this heredity 
business hath played the deuce with me, saving your presence. 

STRA. Thy case is a piteous one; but surely ‘a benefit would not 
be out o’ place, seeing thou has played thy part o’ the world’s stage 
so rarely ever since the rag went up. And many gifted mummers 
known to me would amen and glad, for the wiping off of old scores 
Thou hast qualifications. n 

NICH. So without doubt. For I belong to one of the oldest 
families in the world, as your honour knows. And J have kept the 
best of company in my time, as your honour will see for yourself by- 
and-by. Farewell, philosopher. , 

STRA. Farewell, Fiend, farewell ! 








ee. 








ATU 








ann 


, 
\ 
a 


if 8 het 
little he 


Monde 
hoat for 
bunks, |] 
flowers 
each ren 
drinks o 
Snobero 
I've agre 
see, but 
Hote] Cr 
wonder » 
lemon ir 
—ves, 

Tu esd 6 
house-bo: 
from wit 
account ! 
line, and 
clothes-]j 
with him 
ton. Ra 
don tent 
moore L, 
there.” 











tone 


pe yl) 
you, 
the 


}er- 
a 


la 
UWS. 
him 
will 
his 
your 


pou 


ani 
at I 


lity 


not 
age 
ers 
res. 


lest 
the 
by- 








AUGUST 14. 1889. 


























Was better than no bread,” asthe Slasher Girls observed when they met little Stunn Tidd down at Slopton on the Slush. “ Woman wants hut 
little here below,” the Proverb says; but yet it was plain from the glances they kept interchanging over the crown of his hat that they wanted 
that little longer. 








A HOUSE-BOAT DIARY. 


Monday, —th.—Consented to join Juggins and Spoofer in a house- 
boat fora week. Spoofer said, * The boat’s simply splendid. Four 
bunks, kitchen, feeding-room, smoking-room, awning over deck, 
lowers and ferns already there, woman to cook—only £3 a week 
each rent and wages. We shall eat next to nothing, and nobody 
drinks on the river. I hired it of Snobgrove—or I wi// hire it from 
Snobgrove, he’s a decent beggar.” I’ve agreed to this. Of course 
I've agreed to it. I’ve been in the City, and having punch. Let me 
see, but wasn’t Snobgrove the man who worked up the Backwater 
Hotel Companies, and went to Boulogne for an adjournment? I 
wonder whether there was more lemon than whisky, or whisky than 
lemon in those glasses? I'll make a note of it. Wind up my watch 
—yves, 

Tuesday, —th—What an ass I was to say that I'l ever go in a 
house-boat for a week. Woke up feeling awfully seely. First letter 
from wine beggar—* Will you kindly let me have another £5 on 
account? I think you had better try the 18s. La Rose. It’s a gool 
line, and I can recommend it.” Good line, indeed! I reserve a 
clothes-line to go and hang myself with for having anvthing to dlo 
with him at all. Well, got down to Barnsham by 3.40 from Padding- 
ton. Rain pouring down like cats and dogs, and through a Wimble- 
don tent. Ask a dirty-faced boy at station where the Psyche 
moored, ‘Oh, down by Buggle’s Eyot ; the fly’ll have all a job to get 
there.” Get hold of a rotten fusty old four-wheeled crock, with a 
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yells a boy. My hat-box is thrown clean into my waistcoat. I hea 
as we drive away the small boy cursing me in half cockney, half 
rustic dialect, because I haven't thrown him any halfpence. 

It’s gusty as well as rainy, and the wet beats in on tomy waistcoat. 
What a lunatic I was ever to consent to come atall! That lemon 
anl—— Why did Iagree?) We go slushing thro’ a beastly narrow 
winding lane, with high hedges. We pull up by a clamp of willows. 
There's a smell of mud about enough to make mortar for the Pyra- 
mids. Frogs are croaking somewhere or the other about, <A voice. 
it’s that Sp ofer’s, "7 Come to your moorings at last. old semi-colon tim 
I never did like being called slang names, I more than suspect that 
Spooter had something to do with those bill-discounting fellows in 
Cheese Alley. They put off the dingy and I get aboard, after paying 
the flyman five shillings for two miles. This is the Psyche house-boat. 
It looks like half a half dozen bathing machines stuck in a coal- 
lighter, all being painted two or three shades of green. Half a score 
of Chinese paper lanterns, falling to pieces from the rain, are hanging 
from the roof. I nearly stumble over a bread pan filled with rain 
water as I get aboard. What a lot of dead river midges are stuck to 
the new paint. 

Why did I come at all?’—that lemon and— 








Mrs. PoDMORE, who is loyal to the backbone, after perusing a lorg 
account of the Princess’s wedding, remarked complicently th: t sLe 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE: PRINCESS’S.—The reproduction of Proof is ample proof, if 
proof were needed—don’t misunderstand me, I do not mean to 
insinuate that Proof is not wanted—either that the melodramatic 





THE SHAFTESBUKRY.—* THE MIDDLE-MAN!” 


supply is far from equal to the demand, or that just now is the “ off 
season,” (“ Off” is not synonymous with “ oof "—passing reflection.) 
Mr. Burnand seems to be in demand in the off season. etsy and 
Proof generally bloom forth luxuriantly at that time, as though they 
were “annuals” the flowering season of which is somewhere from 
rly August to mid-September ! Th \ do not bloom out of season, 
and any attempt at forcing is a failure. 


Proof isa very respectable melodrama, though, with several good, 
honest, stir-you-up situations, and when you’ve never seen it before 
you find it interesting. Forty acts are, however, too many for the 
development of the tender little story of murder and bitter wrong 
set forth, and we counsel the omission of a dozen or so. There is 
little or nothing to be said against the performance at the Princess’s, 
but a good many unpleasant remarks might be worked off about the 
scenery and stage management if one laid one’s self out for it. 
In these respects the house is beginning to remind us of the good old 
Adelphi of our younger days. Things of pleasantness might be 
specially said of Mr. Barnes and Mr. Vernon, Misses Drummond, 
Bertie Willis, and dainty Marie Illington. Miss Grace Hawthorne, 
also good, and wearing pretty frocks, 


EGYPTIAN HALL. — Messrs. Maskelyne and Cooke have “come 
home from the holidays,” and are once more working the various, 
marvellous, ingenious, and entertaining wonders which have made 
their names famous—er—er—all over the shop. Mr. Charles Morritt 
and his sister Lillian, with some clever “ experiments,’—which they 
might call clairvoyant or thought-reading, but don't—are the newest 
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“OUR FLAT” MOVES ACROSS THE ROAD. 


feature of the programme. We have met them in other fields. most 
a hin — ’ . . : a y 

of us, but we don’t mind meeting them here, or anywhere else. I’m 
muUTY 4 lever CO! ple. and an entertair . 1} . } ~ } “ e 











—Mr. Robert Gauthony’s skits and sketches, “The Bloomsbury 
Proper-ganders,” Mr. Maskelyne’s plate spinning (a taking exhibi- 
tion of skill and dexterity), the automatic orchestra, and the rest— 
meet with unabated appreciation. 

Nops AND WINKs.—Mr. Lionel Brough is going to South Africa 
with a company. I hear there are severel “ gold mines” out there ; 
perhaps he’ll have luck and bring one back with him.—The little 
star, my Sweetheart, my Brother's Sister, our only Minnie, commences. 
touring at the Glasgow Royalty, on Monday, and will illuminate the 
provincial cities that come within the orbit of her twinklings till 
Christmas, when she may come to Drury Lane, or Her Majesty’s, or 
set up in town on her own hook. Anyway, Christmas is a long way 
off. Why should London wait /—A wonderful interior has been con- 
structed at Her Majesty’s for the “ Promenade” season. A medizval 
market place, on an _ elaborate and consistent scale, has been 
built up. It is an obvious descendant of Old London, and various 
Fancy “Fayres,” but, favoured by circumstances, architectural and 
otherwise, it is the most complete and effective thing of the kind yet 
accomplished, and is pretty sure to attract all London.—Miss Effie 
Chapuy has been singing Doris during the temporary absence of Miss 
Marie Tempest, and singing it in good style, too, they tell me.—Miss 
Marie Linden has taken Miss Agnes Miller’s place at the Vaudeville, 
in In Danger. Miss Miller has taken her place on board the Teutonie, 
and is more than half seas over by this time.—Mr. Cunningham 

sridgeman, and Mossew Ivan Caryll are showing off their Love's 
Trickery, before Doris, at the Lyric, and Mr. Herbert Sims Reeves is 








NOTHING SATISFIES THEM! 


Sniffkins has been bothering Passchex for an “ order,” goodness knows how long- 
Things being a bit slack just now, P. gets him one for an operatic performance by 
an up-for-a-week provincial co., but he isn’t a bit grateful, and says he’ll wait til) 
Irving comes back, when Passchex may get him a couple of stalls for the Lyceum, 
if he likes! 
abetting them.—Miss Addie Conyers will return to the stage once 
more (for a time, at anyrate). She has accepted an engagement at 
the Gaiety, and will, anon, appear in Faust up to Date, to which she 
will be unquestionably an Addied attraction, at anyrate to 

NESTOR. 








New Leaves. 

THE magazines we have the pleasure of praising from month to 
month are this time equally worthy of more individual commenda 
tion than spaée permits. 

“From the Green Bag,” by F. M. Allen (Ward and Downey). This 
is a thoroughly humorous book from beginning to end.—* Epping 
Hunt,” by Thomas Hood, illustrated by George Cruikshank (David 


Bryce and Son, Glasgow). This well known and laughter provoking | ~ 


ballad reaps no honour from the illustrations.—* What was it?” by g 
Fitzjames O’Brien (Ward and Downey). What was it is more easily | 
asked than answered. There are many startling stories in the boob, j 
and some of graceful simplicity.— At the Eleventh Hour,” bY 
K. F. Pickering (same publishers). An astonishing story, clever ant ; 
exciting.—* Tourists’ Travel Talk,” by Percy Lindley (125 Fleet 

Street). One of the many excellent and useful handbooks f0 
travellers.—Murray’s Penny Pocket Guide to London (John Pal & 


Murray). Very compact, very complete, and sure to be popular.— ee 


“ Inebriety,” by Norman Kerr (H. K. Lewis), second edition. This 
is & tipsy-mania subject treated in sober earnest. 





WHERE should M. Ferdinand de Less2ps reside ’—Sunder-lan 
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Who's he, that he should try to ecerce me? 





















ibe “T’ve got machines, an’ keep ’em goin’ must,” 
“oe He says; J say, let his machin’ry rust, 

An’ so it will—you take my word—at length, 

If it’s to sap the workman's health and strength. 
rica SMORL. There you have struck the right nail on the head : 
re ; | Workmen won t live until machinery’s dead, 
ttle | MALT. No,—that’s not quite my point of view : I hold 
sees. That where machin’ry earns a master’s gold, 
thn It ought to be the workman's perquisite 
till Instead of bringing on his toil a blight. 

: a SMORL. Ah !—there I m with you: what it ought to do 
ia Is earn the daily bread for me an’ you. 
de..j MALT. An’ that’s what it'll come to, mark my word. 
aad The way we're goin’ on is too absurd,— 
: Workin’ the very flesh from off our bones, 
‘eet For idle masters—men with hearts like stones.— 
near Some day we'll put them in a hole, you'll see! 
and SMORL. When that time comes, don’t let them pray to me / 
yet MALT. We've had enough of all the bloomin’ lot,— 
iffie We'll have our rights, (70 barman.) Let’s have 
tm. another pot. 
ille, 
nre, IT was at the dress rehearsal, and the piece was a Roman 
ham one (Romans are always supposed to be finely built people, 
ve $ on the stage, you know). The eagle eye of the manager 
eS 15 swooped down ona pair of shanks that would have brought 
shame to the Capitol, and covered the very Forum itself 
with confusion. 
“Hi!—here, Swopps. What’s the meaning of this? 
You can’t go on the stage like that! Why haven’t you put 
on your pads?” 
Swopps (who has a sense of humour and no pads). “ Well, 
you see, guv’nor, there isn’t much comedy in the piece. 
Only want to relieve the gloom, that’s all.” 
Horsley-“‘down on ’em.” 
— Mr. HORSLEY (who loves British Matronly Art) 
a, Says the sight of small waists gives him “ pain at the heart,” 
ad | And indeed, gentle reader, between you and me, 
HER EXCUSE. | A thin, wasp-like waist isn’t (g)nat-ty to see. 
The Rector.—* Why haven’t I seen you at my evening lectures on Biblical And so Horsley, R.A., 
Genealogies, Mrs. Jenkins?” You R.A.ble to say 
Mrs. Jenkins.— Please, sir, my teeth are that bad that I can’t domesticate “ Girls ! (small) waist not, want not, if neat ye would be!” 
anythink.” 
MRS. PODMORE is quite sure that Mr. Tomkinson is an editor ora 
COMEDIES OF EVERYDAY LIFE.—No. IX. writer on one of them papers, for she heard her husband say, only a 
- | fortnight ago come next Friday, that he was “in the Gazette.” 
sale LABOUR. — , — _ : 
ce by (MALTBY and SMORLHEAD, two horny-handed sons of toil, settle the 
it tid Labour Question, over several “pots,” at the bar of their “ House 
ceuml, of call,” 
once MALTBY. Look here !—What I say’s this: the workin’ man 
nt at Is crush’d—an’ why? It’s his employers’ plan. 
1 she Well, that’s a game, I mean to let ’em see, 
May do for some—ain’t good enough for me. 
R. That’s just about the size of it. 
SMORLHEAD. An’ true.— 
We only want a few more men like you.— 
Men that'll speak their minds, with no more fear 
h to Than liftin’ to their lips a pot o’ beer! 
nda- Masters ’ud pretty soon then know what’s what ! 
MALT. That’s my idea. (70 barman.) Young man, another pot !— 
This An’ with a head on. (7o SMORLHEAD.) Where am I, now? 
yping Here ! 
avid That after workin’ five-an’-thirty year, 
yking | What have I made for my employers, eh ? 
” by Why, thousands that I ought to have to-day. 
asily Show us your bloomin’ books, I say ; oh, no! ih 
books | How much we cheat you, we sha’n’t let you know. | 
” by SMORL, The thing that often to myself I’ve said, 
r antl F As I have laid a-thinkin’ in my bed, 
Fleet § That out, in rain an’ frost, I’d got to turn 
s for ae Because I don’t get paid half what I earn. 
Pal! This pot’s tome. (Zo barman.) Another—as before. 
ar ie MALT. That's what you are—an’ will be, more an’ more. ' 
Th Why am J out? Because a master sleek - 
Wanted to make me work six days a week ! ; | 
Make me !—that’s what we’ve come to, if you please ! SCARCELY! 
They'll want us soon to go down on our knees. Diner (fishing entomological specimen from his soup ).—*“I say, 
' If I don’t chose te t} { it seems hardly fair to call this purely reqetarian nourishment.” 
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PROSELYTISING POLLY. 


From Gospel Oak to Pimlico, from Bow to Portland Town. 
From Battersea to Rotherhithe, all over, up and down, 

You would not find a brighter eye’d or more attractive minx — 
Than little Polly Postlethwaite, the barmaid at “‘ The Sphinx.’ 


To see her work the engines and the taps was quite a treat, 
As she drew a pint of bitter-six, or served a whisky neat ; 
And all the chaps who gathered round to chaff and grin and prate, 
Got—quite as good as they could send—from Polly Postlethwaite. 
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She was extremely popular (these ladies often are), 

And drew a lot of custom to “ The Sphinx’s” private bar ; 
And, recognizing drink was not the only thing she drew, 
The landlord “ acted liberal” with reference to screw. 


So Polly was as happy as the bird upon the bough. 
Without a care to sit beneath the fringes on her brow, 
Until one day a Liquor Abolitionist came in 

‘J ibricate his whistle (or avoid the City’s din), 


It was the slackest time of day, and no one was about 

(The notion that this influenced the visitor I scout), 

And as he sipped his—cherryade—he murmured, softly, * This 
Uncommon opportunity it would be wrong to miss.” 

He cleared his throat, and said, “ Oh, maiden, do you never think 

What terrible iniquity there lies in selling drink? 

Are you haunted by no spectres of the horrors which appear 

In the wake of the consumption of a single glass of beer? 


‘ [s there no responsibility upon your shoulders when 

You know a glass of bitter beer will kill a dozen men ? 
While half a glass (not fatal, it is true, to human life) 

Will make whoever drinks of it go home and beat his wife ? 


‘* You know to nips of brandy, goes of whisky, threes of rum, | 
The hardiest of topers will immejetly succumb, 
And, turning black and blue, proceed to tumble in a fit?” 
But Polly answered, faintly, that “She hadn’t noticed it.” 
You do not know.” he cried, aghast. “such patent facts as these? 
(I'll take two lumps of sugar in the next one, if you please), 
A glass of beer will spoil the market price of stock and share, 
And cut off entailed property to which you may be heir ; 


* It saddles you with swords and guns that will not pass the tests. 
[t sinks all ships in which you hold commercial interests ; 

It makes your Sunday bonnet fade, and very seldom fails 

To decorate its devotees with hoofs and horns and tails.” 


This oratory penetrated Polly to the core, 

She'd never known that beer was such a deadly thing before, 
jut swore to warn all customers what dangers they pursue 
(As Lord Kinnaird has hinted that a barmaid ought to do). 


So, every time she served a drink, she'd paint in vivid phrase 

The terrible calamities attending thirsty ways. | poke, 
But chaps, who came to have one drink, thought chaff she meant to 
And mostly had another glass to carry on the joke. 


They screamed with laughter, so they did, at Polly’s splendid wit, | 


Habitués were tickled most uncommonly with it. 
It got 80 noised abroad that people came and crowded in, 
And business went up twenty-fold to Polly’s great chagrin. 


rhe landlord, who at first was rather nervous at the risk, 
Was perfectly contented when the business grew so brisk, 
And doubled Polly's salary. 


At fail li but Polly’s soul was vext 
7 ’y . " \ les . . ‘yr 1 
d aliure BO COmMpiete, (Toa be continued 1? uP ner. 





A HOUSE-BOAT DIARY. 


Wednesday.—Woke up. Oh my! I’ve only got fifty stings on my 
legs—all on the shins, too. They say there isn’t anything venomous 
in England. Isn’t there? You've tried Thames midges, then? All 
the mosquitos that were ever invented are nothing to ‘em. My nose 
is like a saveloy, and my ears are like a crimson orchid. «| 

Spoofer comes in and says, “ Havearum and milk?” I havearum 
and milk, and I simply feel dreadful. I’ve had a liver for the last 
two months. Oh! that punch stuff and lemon and whisky yesterday ! 
I turn round in my cot. There’s a great grey spider walking down 
from the window ; and I hate spiders, and it makes me feel nearly 
sick. Then Juggins shoves his head into the place, and says, “ Old 
man, get up and show us how you can have a stand-up fight with 
your breakfast.” I get out of my cot. “Have a plunge into the 
river,” says Spoofer. I try that plunge. I’m a pretty good diver as 
a rule, but for all that I come up witha headful of mud, and I’ve 
scraped the side of my face with a broken bottle. 

“Hullo!” says Spoofer, “been in the wars?” I haven’t been in 
the wars, but I’ve been in all the filth you could possibly imagine, 
I’ve struck my heel against a stone, too. Says Juggins, ‘‘ Old man, 
you're another Beckwith!” If there’s any one thing more than 
another I hate, loathe, and detest, it’s being called “old man.” 
Years ago in the country gardens they used to calla horrible smelling 
weed “old man,” as if there could possibly be any connection what- 
ever between myself and a paltry weed. And the breakfast! Well, 
I’m not over-particular, as a rule, still I prefer my bacon without 
earwigs. “Our cook’s a perfect champion at cutting bread and 
butter,” says Spoofer. She may be, but the stuff in question is com- 
pletely covered over with ants. And the eggs! Well, I don’t want 
to make any personal remarks about gun barrels, but they are simply 
dreadful. 

“You can pick up a few dace about here,” says Spoofer, and we 
go and stand at the head of the house-boat. I simply detest fishing 
for dace. And there’s no room whatever to throw one’s line in. 
When I do get a bite at last, I nearly fall over a geranium pot into 
the river in trying to strike. ‘Go it, Izaak Walton,” says Juggins. 
Now, I don’t pretend to be very clever, and I never was. ButI 
simply detest remarks of that sort, that I do. Id like to go back 
into the boat and fight that fellow, that I should. 

We have something that they choose to call tomato soup for dinner, 
and some smelts—smelts that taste like sprats that have been soaked 
in soda water for a fortnight. I simply hate that sort of thing, that 
Ido. ‘We're all rough and ready here,” says Spoofer. A good idea 
that, as if anybody particularly cared to live on half-raw meat and 
bad beans, 








So many cattle have been curtailed in the Emerald Isle that we 
shall not be surprised to hear that a new breed has been produced, 
and that in the course of time an Irish cow will become as well 
known as a Manx cat, and noted for the same deficiency with regard 
to her caudal appendage. 
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A FEATHER IN HIS CAP. 
Mr. O’Rafferty.—* Your bird is it? Faith, thin, ye can’t lay 
claim to a hair of his tail!” ’ 
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Then he rushed forth and Sought the solitude of the otean’s marge. 
but even here he seemed to miss the repose he yearned for. 


; as 
He found itat length however. A. simple change in the wea thes brought = 
it. [tb pained fora weekt and hie borrowed hws landladys brary. Last : 
weelfs. Reynold 338 guide to the Fisheries Exhibition? and the Infant3 cas z 


Treasury; in two sy lables” And even then he was notcontented. | 


A WET AUGUST. 


AND supposing it is wet, what then? I’ve had plenty of wet 
weather in my life, and have always enjoyed it. Some people don’t 
like rain, don’t they? That’s because they’re afraid to stop in be- 
cause their tradesmen may be calling on them. For my part I don’t 
care a Tap whether August is wet or dry. Supposing it is good 
weather, as you choose to call it. What does that mean? You go 
out into the cornfields, and the hay bugs buzz about your face and 
drive you very nearly crazy. And if it’s fine you go out on the chalk 
cliffs at the seaside, and you lie down, and the confounded ants craw] 
up your trousers and sting you on the shins. And what’s the good 
you get out of that, I should like to know? A parcel of bosh all the 
going out of town is, I say. 

And how nice it is to see the golden harvest. “ Plains of contented 
plenty.” JZ never could see any pleasure in looking at a lot of 
wheat stuck up. When you go and try to eat one of the ears you 
Only succeed in sticking the sharp end into the root of your tongue 
and pretty nearly killing yourself. For my part, I’m perfectly sick 
of hearing all this talk about the harvest. A parcel of bosh. I say. 
And I’ve alwavs said the same thine . ‘ 
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LAR) | A SEASIDE HOLIDAY. 
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and make vourself ill. I hate August, I do! 
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A good time to go away—is it?) August? A parcel of bosh, I say. 
Who in the name of common sense wants to go away if he can stop at 
home, I say? Stop at home, sit in the Windsor chair in the back 
garden, and brown your face with walnut juice. You'll look as if 
you've been abroad, without the trouble of going there, and surely 
that’s all you want, isn’t it?) Have a good sunburnt skin and a 
pretended hatred to plain food, and that shows you’ve been away 
better than anything else. I remember, years ago, when I was a boy 
I used to be taken out to a farmhouse, in August, to drink “ whey,” 
and get myself rightagain. That wasa very fine idea indeed. I had to 
live on rancid bacon and the beastliest butter imaginable. I had to 
eat beastly dumplings baked in dripping, and pretend that I liked 
them. when I hated ’em all the time. And then I had to go out in 
the morning and see pigs and things feed. And who cares about 
whether a rick looks nice or nasty. I’m very certain indeed that 
I don't. Hang the ricks and the country and all the rest of it, I say! 
And supposing you have a three day run down to the seaside, because 
vou are 80 virtuous you want to havea proper holiday, what then’ 
Why. you only go and stop at some confounded limited liability 
hotel. and play at billiards and that, and drink brandies and sodas 
DIOGENES TUBBS, 
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| SOME POPULAR NOTIONS OF HELP. 
r IIT —AS TO FAINTING IN THE STREET. 
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| 
“ Hullo—here’s a party fainting! Be quick and let’s crowd round and keep the air from him. Sit on his head. Air's very dangerous to a party tha‘’s fainting. That's 
| Htnore on top —now he'll do, He can’t get a breath of air now, so he'll soon come round. Whatalucky thing there was assistance at hand !” ‘ 
{if 
' , 
\ 
wh, 
4d ,, 
“| i) li 7) y * ° . ‘ 7. 7 js : 
All right, policeman. I do go off so occasionally, and, as I've a strong constitution, the assistance ‘didn’t make much difference to me. I only feel a bit flat.” 
OM dascne The River, The house-boat so daintily furnished, Regattas, the races, the revel, 
tee By 1¢ the song of the river,! The lawns ii Wietaiite aoe Moule > 
T he w illows, the isl unds, the boats, The sun like ah oui Nis ~~ oer] _— cay rae, bags flaming with fire, 
The : f e a quive r, The jac k and the trout and the bream : fi he twang of the latter- day lyre ; 
mi , music — soft | feathe ‘red throats ; The punt and the—how shall we style The niggers, the songs; till a shiver, 
Of Ta sitet th “fh a rroton ay mt A rush of the night’s chilly breath, 
an r a reaks on the ear, The worm and the line and the fool Then —the moon shining down on the TTead 
d le : ip—that magnificent tipple Who is wiser than they who revile him. sae His T 
O oarsmen so dear. So patient, so cool. dh etiliness We death 
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THE SHOOTING SEASON. 
GREAT CONSERVATIVE TRIUMPH. 
p ITead Keeper Smith.—‘* REMARKABLE BIG BIRD, M’LORD.” 
His Lordship —* YA’'AS, VERY FINE AND LARGE; I THINK WE MAY CONGRATULATE OURSELVES ON OUR SUCCESS.” 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 88 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 
THE “OVERRULED” JURY. 


(“An action was brought by the representative of the late Richard Cornish to 
recover the sum of £1,000 on a Policy of the Accident Insurance Company. The 

licy contained a clause exonerating the Company in event of the death of the 
sent being caused by ‘exposure to obvious risk of injury.’ One day the 
deceased, in crossing a railway line, was killed by 4 train. The defendants 
contended that he had exposed himself to ‘obvious risk of injury’ within the 
meaning of the proviso. The case was tried before Lord Coleridge, who directed the 





jury to find a verdict for the defendants on the ground that the case came within the 
clause of the policy. The jury returned a verdict as commanded, but added a rider 
to the effect that it was not their opinion at all. The Court of Appeal upheld 


Lord Coleridge’s conduct.” ] 
SCENE :—A Court of Law. Case progressing. 

COUNSEL. Now, gentlemen of jury, I want you to open your minds 

to the fact that the plaintiff 





JUDGE. 
My learned 
brother 
can address 
his obser- 
vations to 
me. J will 
look after 
the minds 
of those 
twelve 
there. (Zo 
the jury.) 
Situp! (70 
ajuryman) 
| | What’s the 
— } | 5 matter? 
What do 
you want? 

JuRYMAN. I beg pardon, my lord, but [ didn’t quite catch what 
the counsel said. 

JUDGE. Catch? What’s it to do with you, sir, what the counsel 
said? Mind your own business. J’// tell you what your verdict on 
the case is to be when the time comes. 

JURYMAN. But how are we to form an opinion—— :‘ 

JupGE. Form an opinion! Well, that 7s like your impudence, I 
ust say. What do jurymen—mere jurymen—want with opinions, I 
mld like to know. J7’// form your opinions for you—you can go to 

p. There, usher, give ‘em a good kick all round and settle them 
lown to sleep in some straw. 

COUNSEL. Now, the question whether the plaintiff preferred treacle 
or jam is, of course, a matter for the opinion of the-——— 

JUDGE. Pooh—nonsense! It’s a point of law, in which the ruling 
of the judge entirely settles the matter. Look here, you jury—by 
17th George V., it has been clearly decided by law that the plaintiff 
in the present case preferred jam to treacle. I therefore instruct 
you to decide to that effect. 

COUNSEL. Then there’s another question—whether the defendant at 
the time spoken off was really too stout, or was simply in good condition, 

JURYMAN. How much did witness say he weighed ? 

JUDGE, You shut up. The question whether a man’s too fat or 
not is purely a question of what the act says. The law distinctly 
states that the defen- 
dant in this action was 
too fat, and so you'll 
be good enough to 





r 


e a ’ decide to that effect. 

ae’ COUNSEL. * *And 
arr I must now leave it to 
‘LY the jury to cdecide 


whether my client was 
Or Was not reasonable 
in wishing to have his 
house painted stone 
colour instead of grey: 
and whether, in their 
opinion, he wassitting, 
or standing on _ his 
head, at the moment. 
That’s my case, my 
Lord. . 
vk ie ae ee, Jt DGE. Oh, very 
Now then, you jurors, listen to me. I am of opinion. by 
Charles III., 24th, 9, that the plaintiff was not reasonable about the 
colour of the house : while the law clearly lays it down as an indispu- 
table rule, that at the time mentioned he was standing on his head 
with his boots off. You will, therefor . “eh 
JURY. We'll be hanged if we do! 
JUDGE. What! Won't eutirely forego the functior 








e, give a verdict accordingly. 


IS Of Jurymen 








and allow me to be judge and jury, too? Then I{commit you all, 
Eh? What? Haven't the power, haven’t I? Well, then, I dis- 
charge you with a flea in each of your ears. (To Usher) : Now, look 
here, don’t call any more of these jurymen with a mind and opinion 
of their own. I won't have ’em exercising their prerogatives. Don’t 
call any but idiots in the future for my court, Go and serve: notices 
on the inhabitants of Earlswood Asylum. Or, no; I have it— 
better than that. I'll rig up some jurymen of my own. 

* * * cm * * 

A little later. 

CLERK OF THE CouRT. Look here, usher, we shall want thirteen 
jurymen out to-day. Have you fetched them out of the loft:? 

USHER. Well, I got down some on’em; but I find the morth have 
got into the others so bad that they really ain’t much good. I’m 
afeard they won't hold together. Now, there’s this ’un—all the 
tow’s a coming out of his ed. He won’t do for the foreman no more. 

CLERK. Hum! No, he doesn’t look very well. Well, look here— 
send round to the toy shop and get a twopenny mask for him. No; 
stop. I'll go round to Mr. Augustus Harris, at Drury Lane, and ask 
him to lend the court some of the figures out of the last pantomime. 

USHER. But they won't have any pegs as’ll fit into the lazytongs 
they ’ave to “retire” on. We shall have to fix ’em a different way. 
How ‘ud it answer to suspend ’em by wires from the roof of the 
court? Anyhow, I'll manage it somehow. You leave it to me. 

* * *% * * * 
COUNSEL. Now, gentlemen of the jury 
JUDGE (rubbing his hands), Aha! They’re all right and tractable 

now. You may address em as much as you like now. J don’t mind. 
Goit. Aren’t they beautiful? Usher, what’s the matter with the 
foreman? I hope he isn’t ill? 

USHER. Not a bit, my lud. Fact is Mr. ’Arris couldn’t on’y lend 
us three, and as we ’adn’t on’y seven as hadn’t got the morth in ’em 
bad, I ’ad to rig up the three others out ov the ’ousekeeper’s broom 
and some old cloes. I’m sorry as that one there has got one o’ your 
lordship’s old wigs ; but I ’adn’t time to find ennythink else, and so I 
clapped it on to the broomstick. 

JUDGE. Oh, never mind—we shall get along capitally *« * « 
Now, gentlemen, if it is your opinion (which it is) that the plaintiff 
did supply the defendant with the goods claimed for; and if you 
think (which you do) that these goods were delivered according to the 
contract; then it is your duty to give a verdict for the plaintiff 
(which you will). Eh? “ Verdict for the plaintiff?” That’s right— 
I felt sure you would. Aven’t they lovely, my learned brothers? 
No difficulty now, is there ?—no friction or unpleasantness? Do you 
know, I’ve been thinking it would make this even snugger if I took up 
the role of counsel, as well as judge and jury, in this court. I will. 
Good day, my learned brothers ; I'll get the usher to rig up substitutes 
for you—or stay; perhaps Madame Tussaud might have some old 
stock in the cupboard. I'll write to her. Oh, by the way, you might 
just leave your wigs and gowns—they’ll come in useful for the 
substitutes, see? Good day! What a time we shall have now ! 














SuBJECT for grand historical picture—Mr. Gladstone as Digby 
(Grant presenting Her Majesty with “a little cheque.” If Mr. Frith 
care to carry this idea out, it might sell as an advertisement for 
Somebody’s (soft) Soap. 
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FANCY PORTRAIT GROUP. 
Comprising several leading members of the Vigilance Society, by 
FuN’s own Diabolical Delineator. 
THERE once was a Pious Society. 
Organized to scent out impropriety ; 
If ideas that are blue ; 
Own attraction for you. 
Go to them, they've a pleasing variety ! 
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“FUN’S’’ COMPLETE GUIDE TO COOKERY AND CARVING. 
COOLING Cups AND DAINTY.—How To MAKE. 
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If you make the grouse your target 
And at shooting you're an ass: 
If you're voted to St. Stephen’s 
And you don’t know how to spout : 
If your soul’s eternal grievance 
Is your neighbour’s night-dog’s shout : 
If you love a maiden dearly | 
! 


If, when pubs. are closed, you madly 
Crave a cheering drop of gin : 

If you're tired of earthly sOrrOW 
And you want to “go to pot’ 

Just, e’en though the coin you borIW, 
Put a penny in the slot! 


Automaton Ubiquitous, 


[F your train is rather rapid 
And you want it rather slow: 
If from brain that’s rather vapid 
You'd have wit and wisdom flow: 
[f your purse is rather bulky 
And you want it rather light : 
If your sweetheart’s rather sulky 
And you want her rather bright : 
If the weather's rather free ZY 
And you want it rather hot :— 


Yet secure her you can not :— 
To obtain your wish you merely “There is a Tithe in the | Affairs of 
Put a penny in the slot! Men.” 
If vour frame with booze is laden | THE Tithe Recovery Bill was bosh, 
Just, in manner free-and-eas y, When a sermon you should preach : And (as seen ) for long didn't wash, 
Puta pe nny in the slot! If you wish to jilt your maiden Though lories welcomed it with pleasure— 
Yet avoid the law for “* Breach’ They've done some mad things in their day, 
If, before the race, you'd gladly jut they must have been daft, some say, 


Be assured what horse will win: To ti(the) themselves to such a measure ! 


[f you want to go to Margate 
And you haven't got the brass: 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 29. 
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ere he is dining at home, and moved to horror at the discovery of 
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a mushroom too many in the rol au rent. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

THE moor the merrier. Quite so: but on the Twelfth legislators 
who had not been able to pair, or were kept in their seats from other 
causes, were the reverse of merry. 

Lord Carnarvon declares that Egypt has succeeded Belgium as the 
cockpit of Europe. ‘Tis true ‘tis cockpity ; ‘tis pity ‘tis ‘tis true. 

Mr. Conybeare has, Mr. Balfour says, misconducted himself “ by 
shoutiag out of window.” The severity of his punishment is com- 
mensurate with the enormity of his offence: he is not permitted to 
read the newspapers. Here, open that bally window! 

Shiver our timbers! Admiral Field ordered to sit down by th 
Speaker. If Mr. Peel were afloat the Admiral would make him sit 
up. 
On Tuesday, the Commons discussed Tithes. FUN would like to 
Ti(e)the (m) in the bonds of Limbo. These impositions are trump 
cards in the hands of the Disestablishers. 

Mr. Storey, on Wednesday, explained that he had been sitting in 
the Grand Committee of Trade, that the chairman of said committee 
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A CASE OF SAVE ME FROM My (CONSERVATIVE) FRIENDS. 


had sat on him. The Speaker listened to this moving Stor(e)y and 
intimated that the chairman of the Grand Committee of Trade had 
been betrayed into Committing a Grand mistake. Speaker, however, 
declining to suspend standing orders, Storey and Co. suspended 
themselves from Committee. The British farmer, meantime, has been 
Wishing himself out of the hands of his Conservative friends, and 
calling loudly for Harcourt to come to his rescue. So on Thursday 
night Sir Richard Webster altered his Bill, by making the landlord liable. 

At ommittee of the Lords have recommended greater powers being 
given 10 Joint Stock Companies, to amend their articles of association 
FUN wuuld like to see some of them compelled to amend their w Lys, 
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As SOME report, pay a Vis ) the 


Say! Queen Vic’s here from 
Windsor Town, 
So Amurricans,all be“ toney "— 
And have her photo'd in her 
Crown, 
By New York’s own Sarony. 
From good old J. Bull’s little 
isle, 
Has come the great Victory— 
To see the slapdash go-ahead 
style— 
That is the U. S. glory. 

So now Victory’s in our town, 
Let Jonathan be no noodle ; 
But welcome her hyar with grand 

renown, 
Yaas, ef it cost a boodle! 


Singing Rew] Britannia— 
(Who rewls o'er certain waves), 
Who helped us to say, “ O, never, 
never, 
We'll keep slaves!” 


A Monarchical Medley. 
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AIRS: OBVIOUS. 


Then, don’t yew forget it—to 
Vic R.& L, 
Wemust givea welcome exceed- 
ingly spry. 
And so, hail Columbia, with glee 
in your eye, 
The glorious Queen of Old 
England— 
Yaas, cheer little England’s good 
Queen ! 
And in Star-Spangled manner 
We'll say, “Long may She 
wave ! 
And make herself at home 
In Amurrica The brave!” 


And we'll say, “ O gracious Queen. 
May you feel all serene, 
In our U.S.” 
In our uproarious 
Welcome so glorious— 
Queen “ Vic,” victorious— 
Shall rejoice, we guess. 








HOTCH POTCH. 


Ist Legatee.—* What are you 
3 on 
en 


going to do with your money— 


2nd L.—** Well, I mean to have a high old time now I’ve the 
chance — have a yachting cruise down the Mediterranean — have 4 
peep at Spain—look in on Italy—wallow in Greece—do the lot of them. 


What's your performance?” 


Ist L.—*I shall stick to my pile. 


the game?” 
2nd L.—“*‘ Nitrates ?’” 


Put it all into ‘ Nitrates,’ that’s 


Ist L.—* Yes, I prefer the Chili north to the sunny south any «lay 
of the week. Ta! ta! Bon royage.” 





Aggrieved Parient.—* There’s that boy of mine, Anthony, I don’t 
know what to do with him. If I’ve given him one watch, I've 
given him half a dozen ; and he’s pawned every one of them. In 
fact there’s no keeping a watch on the lad.” 

Humorous Daredevil_—* Well, if I might advise in such a delicate 


matter: I should, if I were you 
A. P.—* What?” 





9 


H. D.—* Why, simply keep a watch on him.” 





[ Side door out, please. 


Now that horse-racing has become so much a medium for gambling 
a " + Lew, ° , . _ ’ 
one has to be careful Leicester Derby prove an ’oax.—Oaks, d’yer see’ 
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“HOLDING THE MIRROR UP TO NATURE.” 
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THH COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No. 33.—THE MAID AND WOOER. 
INNOCENTIA, a Marriageable Virgin; WORLDLIUS, a Middle-aged 
Wooer. 

IXNOCENTIA. And dost thou indeed love me, dear Worldlius ? 

WORLDLIUs. Odds protestations, ay! I have loved it may bea 
score o’ maids afore thee, but I'll warrant this flame to be the purest 
and hottest of all, because the latest kindled. 

Inn. And I have never loved before thee. Ist not strange? 

Wor. Not strange, sitha, but seemly. For a maid should love 
but one, and that one the one she weds with. 

INN. But why should things that be ill in a 
man ? 

Wor. Because the maid is a weakly creature and tender; petti- 
coated, and born subservient to the Lord of Creation, Man. And man 
being a creature bifurcate, and having a brain weighing ounces 
heavier, and muscles stronger than hers, may, in short—odds interro- 
gations !—do, and do well, things that, did a maid do them, were ill 
done. 

InN. But I have known maids strong enough and big enough to 
lambaste, thrash, pound, punch, and flagellate—odds whangs and 
whirrets !—the proudest he into paste. 

Wor. Odds cockatrices! This may be so; but ’tis an open secret 
of physical science that a maid be born with her heart in her bosom 
and a man with his on his sleeve. 

InN. Well, granting all male infants be born with sleeves, 
their hearts pinned on them, while the maids carry their hearts 
where hearts should be 

Wor. Why so the hearts of the maids keep warm and But 
those of the poor men shiver and dwindle, unsheltered, and they must 

at stowing them in some charitable feminine t 
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InN. Bravely argued. But come, enumerate thy qualifications for 
honourable marriage, and I will check them off on my fingers, one 
by one. 

Wor. 
ouch. 

Inn. Whilst I’ve a million to my fortune. 

Wor. This makes our union a thing more sweetly appropriate. 
Because, "tis said, that for the better insuring of domestic happiness, 
the contracting parties should not resemble one another. 

INN. Prithee go on. 

Wor. And I have liabilities withal. 
much as my neighbours; and I have been Corespondent in a Suit 
for Divorce,’and mulcted in damages, too; and I have been cudgelled 
by an outraged father in my time, and that soundly; and one or 
more actions for Breaches of Promise have been brought against me, 
and failed, their worships, the judges, considering the damsels well 
out of wedding a crop-eared, bristly-jawed, bald-headed, vicious- 
nosed knave, as they were pleased to term me. And I’ve spent forty 
years in the world ; but eighty o’ them, at least, have been lavished in 
riotous living. O,I have dabbled, and deeply, I promise you, in the 
Stygian Lake! Because ‘tis a man’s duty to learn as much wicked- 
ness as he can when he is a bachelor, that when he marries he may 
act the part of Guide and Mentor to his wife. 

INN. Saying, “ This thing or that be evil. I know, for I have done 
it myself.” 

Wor. Hem, hem! Not exactly. But the parson waits; the altar 
is decked for us. “Tis a solemn charge ithou takest on thee, that of 
guarding mine honour and my name; see that thou strive to be 
worthy on’t. So, let them strew flowers. Raise the marriage 
epithalamium. O Hymen, Hymenee! Odds pipes and tabors. Come ! 


To begin with, I ama younger son, with never a tester in my 


I promise you that I owe as 
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He.—* AH. IF YOU HAD MARRIED ME INSTEAD OF WILKINSON——” 
She.—“ 1 SHOULD HAVE BEEN WITH WILKINSON AT THIS MOMENT INSTEAD OF WITH YOU. HOW STRANGELY THINGS 


TURN OUT, DON’T THEY?” 


Their Little Game ; 
Or THE TORIES’ TRUMPED-UP TRIUMPH. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
Lo, Lord Salisbury, the shootist, who imagines he’s the ‘cutest 
Of all who fire the Parliamentary gun, 
With Mr. Smith, his “ gillie,” cut a figure rather silly, 
Now their shooting season’s very nearly done ; 
In all their shooting session they have made but small progression, 
sut they fancy things have prospered in their charge ; 
And they'd all be sorely nettled, if you said the bird they’ve settled 
Is not a capture very fine and large! 
CHORUS— 
It’s the same old game, 
The lame old game, 
That Tories always bring down with their aim, 
They shoot in madness stark, 
And they seldom hit the mark, 
So no wonder that they’ve very small game. 


The Balfourian dogs, who've aided in the shooting here paraded, 
Look rather glum, as well, indeed, they might ; 
These dogs have snapped extremely in a manner most unseemly. 








And tried all sorts of decent folk to fright. 

And yet with all their bluster, all their fuming and their fluster— 
Yes, with all the guns they’ve struggled to discharge— 

Their “ bags” are very trivial, though they try to look convivial, 
And pretend the “ birds” are very fine and large. 


CHORUS— 
Tis the same lame game, 
The “ No Shame” game, 
By which these strange Conservatives seek fame ; 
They’re a big gun-firing folk, 
But their firing ends in smoke, 
And thus they carry off but very small game! 





—— 


Mr. J. W. PALMER, of the Strand, who has rendered such signal 

service to the State by his assistance in the matter of stamp forgeries, 

| is now, it seems, hammering away tooth and nail to get the Church 

| of St. Mary le Strand removed. This is Church and State with a 

vengeance! Considering the commotion Mr. Palmer previously 
raised we should not wonder if he got the church razed. 








A PURE FABRICATION.—Margarine. 





Gold Medal Awarded, Health Exhibition, Landen. 
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(1) A page, who a ruby ring stole, went | (3) Bessie Bellwood (‘tis said) beat a | (5) A bather, who'd lost all his clothes | (7) “Tottie Pay,” who isoften presented 


to swop dun black and blue— -- (which is hard), at Court, 
That gem (yes, by gem-ini!) just Which is hardly a thing a refined A*\Grenadier Guard's dress doth (Police court) shows here a fresh 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
HeR MAJESTY’s.—You all know, by this time, of the wonderful 


transformation this building has undergone internally, under the 
influence of the fairy Shoolbred’s magic wand. You have heard of 








HER MAJKSTY'’S PROMS.—PROPER COSTUME FOR VISITORS. 


the “ facing” or architectural medizvalty, so that occupants of boxes, 
grand circle and circle look forth from latticed windows, while gallery 
boys gaze from gabled roofs on the crowded market-place wherein 
the shilling “ promenaders” chaffer for sweetmeats with (more or 
less) Greek maidens, or listen to the dulcet music discoursed by band 
or soloist from the lofty platform most dangerously placed beneath 
a huge portcullis. It has been related to you how quaint signs adorn 
the dwellings depicted around—here a glover’s expressed aspiration 
to be “a glove upon that hand,” there a suggestive announcement 
of gracious wines and toothsome pippins, though, truth to tell, I 
know not what it is they vend beneath the sign of the sagacious look- 
ing “ Daisy.” The hint, ‘ We have some salt of youth in us,” is some- 
what short of meaning for the NESTOR brain, and I think also “ The 
Black Cat”—odds, witches and forbidden occultry ! (as our swivel- 
eyed one would observe with a shriek of apprehension). Maybe, I 
shall know more when all the stalls (which I presume are coming) 
are set up and occupied. There stands a mimic hostelry in the centre, 
which, perhaps, requires this consummation more than any other. 
‘Tis at the sign of the “ Man Loaded with Mischief,” and there is a 
tantalus verse in praise of liquor, but neither lambs’ wool, sack, or 
mead, or malvoisie to be had thereat. 


Ye#T thirst is not in vain. Betake you through the portcullis, and 
you find yourself before the gates of a noble park (one of the most 
delightful and charming of painted pictures in my memory. Bless- 
ings on you, Mr. Hann! “ Hannsome is as Hannsome does.” “ Here’s 





THE VAUDBVILLE.—“IN DANGER!” 


a Hann, my trusty freend”). Before these gates stand medieval 
arbours, one long mediwval drinking bar (where, from the fair hands 
of good old English barmaids, you obtain such Elizabethan emollients 
as Scotch cold and Tottenham lager), and, near by, an Early English 





tto and waterfall, where you will find medieval American drinks 
at a boba time. Joy be the consequence! Medisval Wenham lights 


everywhere. 





THE opening programme was a good one, though, perhaps, not 
listened to as attentively as it might have been in surroundings less 
novel and less inciting to exploration and examination. Mr. Edward 
Lloyd in excellent form and favour, and Mr. Howard Reynolds, in 
his way, no less. Great is the cornet and will prevail,—no matter 
how loud and engrossing the conversation you are annoying every- 
body with. M. Vladimir de Pachmann exercises the gentle pianoforte 
sway and silences us for other reasons. Misses Alice Gomez and 


Hilda Wilson were the ladies, sweet voiced and skilful as ever so ; 


and Mr. Leo Stormont made a creditable first show in high latitudes. 
Some interesting selections showed a capital orchestra and the Scots 
Guards’ Band to great advantage. Bevignani is a conductor after 


my own heart. 


CovENT GARDEN.—The Promenade Concerts—the old original 
Proms.—are going on here, too, with unabated vigour and unabashed 
determination. They didn’t invite me to a “private view” (and 
perhaps they wouldn’t have made me pay for my drinks if they had), 
but they are giving very good concerts all the same ; in fact, you'll 
find ’em hard to beat, Nikita (I’d give her a handle if I knew which 
was the right kind), Mdme. Belle Cole, Mr. Barrington Foote, Foli, 
the bass, Herr Friedheim, Mdlle. Berger, a cornetess (don’t say any- 
thing about the Folie-Bergére), and such like to fill his programmes, 
and a veteran conductor like Signor Arditi to wave the little baton. 
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THE PRINCESS'S.—* PROOF |!” 


Long may he wave! The sixty-ticket book for a guinea is not a bad 
move, either, for all parties. 


THE STRAND.—The denizens of Our Flat, having moved into a new 
house, gave a house warming in celebration thereof. This singularly 
irregular play affords a singularly good evening’s entertainment—an 
odd anomaly which is not without itscharm. It owes much—very much 
—to the delicate and true comedy of Miss Fanny Brough (she has had 
some new frocks since I last saw the piece, one of them with a lovely 
chest to it), and to the extraordinary genius for quaintly comical 
expression of the extravagant order which Mr. Edouin possesses, and 
in which he is absolutely without a rival. Miss Enid Leslie’s little 
girl is also a piquantly attractive quality which cannot be over- 
looked. Then Miss Whitty’s is a very genuine performance, and 
Mr. Forbes Dawson’s airy bonhommie is exhilarating (though he 
is growing terribly mannered). The only serious fault I have to 
find with Mr. Fawcett is his habit of giving quite unnecessary 
importance to subordinate syllables. When he gets hold of @ 
word like “punishment” or “embellishment,” there’s no knowing 
when he will let them go —this style of diction lengthens the 
evening sadly. Mr. Lionel Rignold, oddly enough, plays almost 
identical parts in both Our Flat and Mr. J. Mackay’s pleasant little 
curtain raiser, Boys will be Boys. I don’t know that he plays either 
of them badly, they are not exactly parts to make a name in. 








NODS AND WINKS.—They think of having another ballet at the 
Alhambra (when one of those at present in the bill is considered to 
have been there longenough). The subject will be a Spanish one, 80 
let us Spanish care, with a tral, lal, lal, la! NESTOR. 
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THE REAL ARTICLE. 

Little Tourist.—“ But I say, old fellow, don’t you find this sort of 
dress deucid uncomfortable for the seaside? ” 

Swell._— My deah fellow, I’m surprised at you! Reflect ; this is 

only Jersey, I should never think of making any change in my dress 

UNDER THE ALPS, OR MENTONE, AT THE LEAST.” 
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New Leaves. 


“THE Owland the Pussy Cat,” and “ The Duck and the Kangaroo,” 
by Edward Lear, with original illustrations by William Foster 
(Frederick Warne and Co.). Two of the funniest of the inimitable 
Edward Lear’s “nonsense drolleries ” are here given additional zest 
by Mr. Foster’s cleverly humorous drawings. These drolleries have 
been a constant source of delight to children ever since they were 
written, and as they were in the beginning so they ever will be.— 
‘““A Study of Mr. Harness’ Electropathic Belt,” by A. E. Baines; and 
“Indisputable Evidence,” compiled by Dr. R. Vigouroux and Mons. 
L. Loreau (The Medical Battery Company, Limited). In both of 
these books, powerful batteries of fact and argument are produced in 
a continuous current, strong enough to prove the efficiency of the 
Electropathic treatment of disease.—‘ Shut out from Love,” by John 
Nickal (Joseph Hughes). “ Shut out from Love” is sufficiently good to 
take a high place in our esteem. 





Yet ’is ’EHd is on. 
[It is reported that Mr. Edison being annoyed with the rolling sea, said, that one 
day it would be under man’s control.) 

O, ELECTRICAL Edison, though thou’rt a sage ; 
It must be confessed thou art droll— 

To say that the waves made you feel-in a rage, 
And that some day they’d be ‘neath control. 

We know when an Eddy’s-on, many feel queer— 
But to sneer at old Neptune’s not brave— 

The Ocean’s a pretty good age—and ’tis clear 
(As you Yankees say), “ Long will it wave!” 








I HAD always suspected that old Gypeman was a hass, but his 
behaviour last Thursday convinced me of it. It was pouring, and 
he and I were watching it. He said, “ What a lot of rain, isn’t it?” 
I said-it was, and then he made this idiotic remark: “ Pity to waste 
it, isn’t it? | Let’s go out in it.” Fancy having to be civil toa 
driveller like that. 





THE parish for a school for naughty boys and girls.—S. Panc-ras. 





A HOUSE-BOAT DIARY, 


Thursday.—I've had about enough of this. The only.visitors we've 
had come to see us have been a dissenti and a whole lot of 
earwigs. The former came from the to know whether we 
meant to play the banjo every evening. Spoofer said, “ Why, 
cert’nly.” Then the grocer said, “ Young man, I shall -try to indict 
you fora nuisance. If you had played some Moody and Sankey I 
should not have minded.” 

Friday.—Spoofer’s larking has been all rey well, but a police 
inspector has been on board this morning. He began by cursing 
frightfully because he got a shoeful of mud from the bank before he 
boarded us, Spoofer on seeing him said, “I’m very glad to see you, 
sir, but we don’t sell spirits.” This made theman wild. He put his 
hands in his pockets and said, “‘ Look here, my friend, you'll have to 
leave off this ‘ere banjo playing. You'll have to have less singing of 
nights and less whisky, and don’t you get a-shyin’ any more o’ them 
empty bottles at the swans.” Spoofer said, “ The reason, sir, why I 
fling empty bottles at the swans is to teach those regal birds habits of 
temperance. The bottles hurt them a little,and then they never 
want to drink what’s inside a full bottle—their instincts don’t 
them farther than that. I'm sure you wish, Mr. Inspector, that all 
the swans should be temperance swans.” The man said he'd like 
to meet Spoofer in the village, he’d be quiet enough. Spoofer said, 
“The best thing to keep people quiet in the morning is a little 
bromide of potassium and sal volatile. I don’t think, Inspector, that 
last night you were—well, too-too. But I think you had one or two 
more at the ‘ Red Lion’ than you need have had. You might read 
that copy of the War Cry while I make you a nice pick-me-up.” 
The man shook his fist and went away, swearing, ashore. 

It rained all day long. We played nap all day, and I lost £7 15s, 
Spoofer and Juggins got so cheerful over this that they made more 
row than ever. Then they said they’d go ashore. They stopped 
away two hours. A good idea struck me. I packed up my port- 
manteau. J got ashore in the dingey, and left it moored to the osier 
stump on the bank. I left that beastly house-boat for good. Oh, 
what a jobit was lugging that cursed portmanteau through the slush to 
the railway station. “ You've had enough of the house-boat,” said 
the station-master. “I shouldn’t be surprised if one of your friends 
was run in to night—he’s been carrying on frightful.” Thank good- 
ness I was free of the wretch ! 

Monday.—My week's share of expenses and what I lost at nap, and 
railway cost me over £20. My nose is like beet-root from being 
bitten by midges and gnats. Yet I’ve got to oil it because I've got a 
dreadful cold, and have been sitting with my feet in hot water. No 
more house-boat for me. 








A DOUBTFUL TESTIMONIAL. 


Mrs. Rougenoir (in stage whisper to strange lady ).—“ Excuse me, 
but what hair dye do you use? I never saw any before that could 


, 9 
not be detected. 
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PROSELYTISING POLLY. 
( Continued. ) 


At first she grew more fervid in her temperance crusade, 
And pictured in the blackest shade of (metaphoric) ink, 
The depths to which habitual imbibers always sink. 


She kept it up determinedly, until she saw, with pain, 

Her brilliant flow of eloquence was utterly in vain ; 

And then she changed her tactics (with determination, too), 
What Exhortation couldn’t compass, Strategy should do. 


To rustle in and rescue them with all my blessed might. 
I will dilute their liquors—it will save me from remorse— 
The dictates of humanity encourage such a course.” 


So she doctored up the barrels and the bottles and the kegs 
With colocynth and vitriol and other harmless “ pegs,” 

Till the store within the cellar had assumed a triple sum, 
And the “ poison” was reduced to a decided minimum. 


3ut people only drank the more (it was the hand of Fate !), 





In fact, it’s just the hostelry to visit with a friend ; 

You can liquor up for ever and be sober at the end!” 
So they took a triple quantity, which, Polly, in despair, 
Observed adjusted matters to precisely where they were! 





Mort, 


short. 


4 


She pegged away diluting (little conscientious dear), 

A giving “fours” for “sixes,” and a frothing up the beer, 
fined, 

But he doubled Polly’s screw again and said he didn’t mind. 

But Polly saw the dreadful liquor trade would never stop 

Till all the Licensed Victuallers agreed to shut up shop ; 

And her master might begin it, she considered, at the worst, 





first. 





A DOUGH-TY JESTER. 


Old Joker (reading from programme).—“The role has been taken by 
Well, she may have taken the 


Miss Janetta Siddoni at five minutes’ notice. 
role, but I’m hanged if she takes the biscuit, anyhow !” 


feet, 
To start an opposition at the corner of the street ; 


He'll have to put the shutters up—then I shall do so, too.” 





though loth, 





KNICKNACKS. 


A BELFAST tailor has forwarded the Prince of Wales a coat of 
many colours, consisting of nearly 750 pieces! We have always 
considered H.R. H. a jolly good fellow, but we were never aware 
that he was looked upon as a Joseph ! 


WHAT is known as the Canning Town romance has lately been 
arousing public interest, in which a Mission preacher, named Harrold, 
is accused of taking a girl away from home. Would it not be more 
appropriate to call it the Canting Town romance ? 

WE are informed that the seamen of the German fleet, after having 
been inspected by Her Majesty, gave the Queen three “ //ocks.” It 
is not stated what sort of hocks they where, but if of the Rhenish 
description, it was certainly a good wine-d up to the proceedings. 
We should imagine, however, from the well known partiality of the 
(rermans for sausages, that they must have been smoked hocks which 
they gave before they went bac-on board their vessels. 


THE man who kissed his mother-in-law in the dark and actually 
believed it was the governess and enjoyed it, has since retired to 
Colney Hatch under the impression that he is General Boulanger who 
is going to sit to an eminent sculptor for a statue of Truth 
Triumphant. 





Old Gentleman (gazing in rapt wonder on building in course of 
construction). “Dear me! surprising how quickly they do build 
nowadays, to be sure—seems only yesterday they were digging out 
the foundations, and now they're up to the third story. I say, my 
rer how long does it take you to ‘run up’ such a building as this, 

_Bricklayer's Labourer —“ Ah, shure, no time at all at all. 
I'll be after having this hodfull of mortar alongside the gentleman 
wid the bricks up there before you can say Jack Robinson.” | 


There was sufficient thirst abroad to occupy them both ; 
And all the day you might observe her weeping with chagrin, 
To see the pow’r of drink, and how the cash came rolling in. 
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She owned that she was beaten then, but still, with patient smile, 
She held the struggle bravely, till she’d made her little pile, 


Then she yielded to her fate and sold her “ pub” (the price was fair), 


And bought a house in Chesham Place, adjoining Belgrave Square. 
> = * 2 . * 

This is the touching legend of the barmaiden who tried 

With ev'ry artful dodge she knew, to stem the liquor tide 

It can’t be said, however, though her efforts have been such, 

rhat the sacred cause of Temperance has benefited much! 


WHEN Polly saw how trifling was the progress that she made, 


She said, “ They will not help themselves, and so I think it right 


They said, “‘ The ‘ Sphinx’s’ lotion has been looking up of late,. 


3ut she knew the baneful liquor would conduct them to La 


And to save them from destruction took to giving measure 


Though things were tested once or twice, and Boniface was. 


But he said, when she implored him to, he’d see her further 


Then she calmly shook “ The Sphinx’s”’ dust from off her little- 


“T’ll draw off all his customers,” she thought, “and when I do 


She’d scarcely faced her rival, though, when she observed, 
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A Mayor's Nest. 
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“The May ir the Merri - 


BELLE FRANCE has 48,000 Mayors, they say. 
How she ean use them all one cannot see. 
P’r’aps, like the Scotch when they appear most gay, 
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Ready to Faed, 

THE Artist Faed denies that he proposed 
A brand new President for the R.A. 

No notion of the kind hath he disclosed. 
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SOME POPULAR NOTIONS OF HELP. 
IV—THE SCREAMER. 
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She isa most amiable old soul. is the screamer. She attends We met her by the sea. She was standing on the point of a lonely cliff, and screaming 

i iB; i “aw pat Maa, ‘ vie & ’ . 9 om” a slo TF aegie A oO. } 
yublic functions to await mishaps, and agsist by screaming. her loudest. “ What is the matter, madam ? we asked ; if our poor assistance can in 
pou _— . any way——”" “Oh, its a vessel in distress, and the lifeboat’s gone out to it. 

Yow-w-w!” she said, 
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The next time we came upon her was at the scene of a conflagration She was assisting the firemen by standing a little way off and shrieking steadily. E 
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Then we found her at bome, 


seated comfortably in her arm-chair, and yelling like a perpetual steam-whistle. 
present crisis——” we began. 


? “If we can be of any assistance, ma'am, in your 
“Oh,” she replied, “it's another railway accident in the Sandwich Islands!” and s 


he continued steadily. She is invaluable in 4 
cornfield in sparrowy districts. 
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JUDGES AND} BUGS—. 
AN INCIDENT OF THE! FURNISHED-HOUSE-TAKING SEASON. 


T was a queer story about 
Mr. Justice Puddles, of 
the High Courts. It was 

—~ during the Long Vacation 

that we came across him 

at the seaside: he had 
taken a furnished house ; 
and it was whispered 
about that he wasn’t at 
all well—was the victim 
of some queer ailment or 

i, other to which nobody 

‘ geemed able to give a 
name. 

“4 The morning after the 

Ay first night passed in that 

furnished house, Mr. 

Justice Puddles came 

down to breakfast, covered 

with bumps. We hap- 
pened to drop into break- 
fast, and observed it. 

“Bless us, my lud!” 
we exclaimed, “ you are 
in a state !—bitten all over! Why, it’s——bless our soul! This 
furnished house you've taken must be swarming with bugs!” 

“That's it!” said his ludship; “not a square inch in the whole 
place that hasn’t its ten bugs on it.” 

“ Why, surely,” we said, “this constitutes a sufficient reason for 
giving up the house, and refusing to carry out the contract?” 

“Nota bit of it!” said Mr. Justice Puddles, in his severest and 
most judicial tone. ‘ Don’t tell me that nonsense! He has deliber- 
ately taken the house, and must abide by the bargain. The mere 
presence of bugs in sufficient quantities to render the house unin- 
habitable forms no ground for breach of the contract, and he'll have 
to pay all the same. with costs on the higher scale. Was it distinctly 
stated by the lessor, in black and white, that the house was not in- 
fested with bugs?’ No! Very well. then—verdict for the lessor.” 

It did strike us as strange that his ludship spoke of himself in the 
third person; but, being unacquainted with the etiquette of the 
bench, we concluded that it was all right and regular. 

And next time we dropped in. we couldn't see his ludship any- 
where. Then we heard a faint voice proceeding from the midst of 
a bank of cockroaches, and managed to dig out his ludship witha 
shovel. We gave him a little brandy, and he appeared a trifle better. 

“ How about throwing up the house now?” we asked. “Surely 
such a plague of cockroaches must settle the question of habitability ? 

His ludship’s brow grew dark with judicial severity. “I have 
mentioned before the futility of coming to me with such frivolous 
representations as this. The party, having taken the house, without 
making any inquiry as to the presence of cockroaches, is bound by 
his agreement, and must take the consequences, Dismissed with costs.” 

When we proceeded in a boat to the house next day, we found Mr. 
Justice Puddle's head just visible above the surface of the water in 
the dining room. 

“ Hullo, my lud!” we said, ‘suppose you'll give up this furnished 
ho ise of yours now, ANDY how, eh?” 
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‘Not to be thought of,” said his ludship; “ must abide by the terms 
of the agreement.” ; 


‘“* But—.." we began. 


“T have give: decision.” sai ipin hi 
a. la given ay ae cision, said his ludship In his severest tone. 
Stand down. Call the next case,” 
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“ But, my lud, you'll probably be drowned 


“ Drowned? Pooh! let him be drowned; can’t be helped; should 
have made inquiries about water before he took the house. Stand 


down, sir, or I'll commit you.” 


Next day we couldn't get within half a mile of his ludship’s fur- 
nished house by reason of the stench created by a factory which stood 
near it. Mr. Justice Puddles had hastily left the house, and had 


camped out on the sea-shore some way off. 


“Oho!” we remarked; “been obliged to turn out at last, eh? 


Found the place was uninhabitable, after all!” 

“Not at all, sir. The place is perfectly habitable—perfectly.” 

‘“ But we reckon your ludship will refuse to pay the rent?” 

“What? Refuse to pay the rent after a definite agreement has 
been signed? How dare you make such an immoral proposition, 
sir? He'll have to pay the rent, I can tell you, or be liable fora 
distraint, and execution, and contempt of court, and imprisonment 
for life—so now then. Refuse to pay the 2? Good gracious!” 

It was then that we thought there really must be something wrong 
with the health of Mr. Justice Puddles, and so we went to ask his 
medical adviser about the matter. 

‘Ah. ves.” said the medical gentleman, “it’s a strange case of 
temporary hallucination, brought on, in all probability, by overwork. 
The fact is, his ludship fancies himself to be someone else—seems to 
have lost all knowledge of his own identity—imagines himself to be 
a litigant party applying to himself for decisions.” 





* * * * >. « 

Shortly after that we met his ludship’s medical adviser again. “I 
am delighted to inform you that his ludship is entirely restored to 
his normal health,” he said. 

“Ah,” we said, “and as to that furnished house, we suppose 
now—”’ 

“What? Furnished house?” said his ludship, coming up at that 
moment ; “most disgraceful case I ever heard of! I shall not only 
refuse to pay a penny, sir, but shall proceed against the rascally lessor 
for all sorts of damages of the heaviest kind, sir—disturbance, incon- 
venience, injury to health, loss, and all sorts of things! The omission 
to mention the drawbacks to the place amounted to a fraud, sir, and 
is sufficient, per se, to annul the agreement. Only let the matter 
come into my court, and you'll see!” 

“Isn't it delightful to see his ludship so thoroughly restored te 
reason ?” exclaimed the medical adviser. . 
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. THE FROZEN TRUTH. 
Baron Ven Smallpumps.—“ Titles, wealths, positions—all these I 
offer. Why, then, loveliest of Amelias, will you not be mine?” 
Miss Vandertromp.—* Why, Bar’n, I’m ready to marry one haaf 
of ye termorrer, for them feet o’ yourn are just lovely. But as things 


stand, | ve got to take your head into the bargain, and I cayn’t bring 
myself to swall: r that noh Ww 9 . . 
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GERAT ATTRACTION. 
HER GRACIOUS MAJESTY IN HER CELEBRATED VARIETY ENTERTAINMENT WITH “ LIGHTNING CHANGES.” 








THE LONG VACATION. 

AND so the lawyers have got their Long Vacation, have they? Well, 
it wouldn’t be a bad thing if they vacated all the year round, and 
never did anything at all, confound ’em. I've just had to sue a 
fellow in the county court. All the satisfaction I’ve got out of that 
is that the first two instalments had to go to pay the solicitor. And 
I sha’n’t get any more, for my man’s bolted. Yes, law is a lovely idea. 
A fellow I once knew said “law” was the “blue-pill” of justice— 
the cure was worse than theill. There was something, perhaps, in 
that. Well! I think it quite as pleasant to walk down the broad 
part of the Strand, without seeing a lot of consequential beggars in 
wigs, crossing the road asif the whole town belonged tothem. I hate 
the sight of them, that Ido? Years ago, too, old solicitors didn’t live 
in big houses and what not; they took things quietly and took people 
in quietly, without making too much fuss about it. Now you're 
always hearing all about ’em. 

And when they go away won’t that make matters a good deal worse ? 
Why, if you go to Scarborough, there you'll see ’em, only to remind 
you of the business upsets during the year. And if you're fool 
enough to go to Switzerland and stick in beastly twelve franc a day 
pensions, there they’ll be again, poisoning the bad claret with their 
talk, Then they are without their wigs, scrambling up and down the 
mountains, and the Matterhorn,and what not. Yet they don’t break 
taeir necks. The What’s-his-name looks after his own; I suppose 
thats it. I could spare a few of ’em, that I could. Why, only three 
years ago I thought I'd have a quiet run upthe Rhine. The weather 
was fine, for a wonder, and there was no cold wind at all. I'd hada 
decent breakfast in the boat cabin, and was coming up to havea 
cigar on deck and a look at the hills and vineyards and that. Hang 
it: Directly I got above if there wasn’t a fellow whose clerk had 
served me with a writ a week before. I could have killed the man, 
that I could! When I hear any talk about lawyers and Long 
Vacations, and all the rest of it, it makes me feel so savage I could go 
and murder someone. Hang it, I say! DIOGENES TUBBS, 








The Modern Pick-me-up. 


WHEN overnight I’ve had too | Prussic acid, cardamoms 


much | Touch my whisky-fevered gums. 
(And very often I’ve had such), 
l'o the chemist’s shop I hie, Yet it’s awful strange, you 
His harmless pick-me-ups to try. know, 


That my health is on the go; 
Can there death be in the cu} 
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Ow with ‘i emosal J ~f ¢+haoa } = . } 
V without mu uf Of the harmless p 


ts ws — ° 
7 -Sen-ic, and strychnine, too, 


Baccarat at Boulogne. 
STOUT is my heart, perhaps my body’s stouter, 
For I am growing older every day, 
And fear my inner man, and not my outer 
Is gaining more and more despotic sway. 
I say my heart is stout because I am 
An Englishman. whose pluck must not be sham. 
Yet I confess I'm dubious of my pluck, 
More dubious than a youth at an exam., 
And yet I need it, for by ill-starred luck, 
Or for some long-forgotten crime, I am 
Condemned to fight a baron six feet high, 
Thin as a lath, with an unerring eye. 
I don’t remember how we came to quarrel— 
Most probably for some brief, hasty word ; 
I may have said that cheating was immoral, 
He may have said my scruples were absurd. 
At anyrate, a couple of his friends 
Have called on me to fight to make amends, 
I'm not a soldier—I have never fired 
A shot, save once, and that was at a partridge, 
And carrying my gun made me so tired, 
I vowed I never more would burn a cartridge. 
And now I've got to stand and be a mark 
For ridicule and bullets in the park! 
Ah! why did I forsake my native land ! 
It may be foggy—I have known it so— 
sut there, at least, I clearly understand 
How far a quarrel may in safety go. 
Whilst here, some swaggering scoundrel calls you out 
Before you know what all the row’s about. 
No, no! let Honour blow her loudest blast, 
‘Twill not reach England’s shore by many a mile ; 
When once the silver streak I have repassed 
At barons with their pistols I can smile. 
When once on Calais-Douvre’s ample deck 
Of all their sacvés I shall little reek. 
Then quickly will I pay my little bill, 
Postpone my long-intended trip to Paris, 
Appointments in the City sometimes will 
Cause other business sadly to miscarry. 
Adiu u, cher baron, DOW that I'm to live 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 30. 
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This is how he appeared as he started for his summer holiday. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

Mr. CONYBEARE has been suffering from skin disease. This news 
is as unexpected as sad—since nobody supposed the hon. Member 
the blessing of Camborne was particularly thin-skinned. 

Not lightly was the split in the Parnellite Camp arrived at, though 
over Light Railways. It was pleasant to see Tim Healy and Balfour 
in the same lobby. such an oil and vinegar mixture as that afforded 
by the bulk of the “ Parthy ” | the Government side on Monday 
is not often to be SCCIl. 
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Sign that the Battle of the Session is almost over. The Battle of 
Life begins in the D. T. The remainder of the week was rendered 
interesting by the discussion of the Irish votes in supply. Even the 
bhoys were more docile than usual in view of the near approach of 
t! | 


heir release from the durance vile of St. Stephen’s. 





Turn on old Time! 

IT was at the Holborn Viaduct Station I saw old Pifflekins sur- 
rounded by innumerable trunks and children and one long box likea 
coffin. “ Hullo! old chap—emigrating?” I asked. 

“No; only off to Margate for a week.” 

“Not with all that luggage, surely ?” 

“Oh yes, I am.” 

“Why, what's in that—coffin?” 

“That? Oh, well, you see, it’s like this ‘ere. My watch won't go, 
and the missus’s has broke its spring, and the hour-hand is off 
Charlie's, and—have you ever noticed how all the watches in a house 
gO wrong at the same time ’—Well. as we hadn't one we could 
depend on, and as I like to know the time, I'm a-taking our grand- 
father’s clock, and——oh, good-day, if you must go.” 

I cannot stand a man like that. 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR OF “FUN.” 


Srr,—Though the blessed rain and damp is threatening my joints 
with cramp, rheumatics, and neuralgic ills, I must stay here—to pay 
the bills; for, though my friends are blithe and gay, it is a ceremony 
they (though some of them are pretty warm), are most unlikely to 
perform. I wouldn’t have you, all the same, believe | look on them 
with blame—my plan through life has always been to take, contented 
and serene, whatever comes within my way, and (when I can’t avoid 
it) pay, but when I can, Vd have you know, I never shrink from 
doing so. And shall I go and harshly blame the pals who try the 
same old game? Such conduct suitable may be for such as you, but 
not for me. And so I stay and brave the ills that come from autumn s 
deadly chills, and, just to wile the time away, I have determined to 
essay a small Ballade-—a thing which I have not before presumed to 
try. And this is the result, old chap— 


BALLADE OF EBOR HANDICAP. 


I po not consider it sin, 

But hold it a worthy ambition, 
To seek augmentation of tin, 

By means of a horse’s condition. 

And this is, moreover, my mission, 
To mystical versicles spin, 

With the air of a wily magician, 
To show you the horse that will win. 


Well, Derwent is possibly in, 
And so, “ very like,” is Partition ; 
Hibernian, too, will begin 
To elamour for some recognition ; 
But others are on exhibition 
Whose claims may be met with a grin— 
sut trust to the wily magician 
To show you the horse that will win. 


Approval will rise in a din 
When Fallow Chat gets in position ; 
At Belle Mahone’s beautiful skin 
(Quite worthy the brush of a Titian) ; 
But most at the grand apparition 
Of Millstream, to lightning akin— 
You trust to the wily magician, 
That horse is the chappie to win. 
L’ENVOI. 
(Tov be framed and hung up in your bedroom.) 
Consult no absurd coalition 
Of Afreet and Demon and Djinn. 
But trust to the wily magician 
To show you the horses to win, 


There, Sir, I think that is exempt from faults, that, in a first 


attempt, one naturally might expect to—well, in point of fact— 
detect. But you have seen ere this, mayhap, that I’m a rather clever 
chap—though scarcely one to make a fuss, I’m always yours, 


TROPHONIUES. 














(A Fife 1 


him “ Jack 


SHR 


SHRILI 
TRILLI 
SHR. L 
sume to ff 
MISERI 
QUAVE 
man is a. 
TREMO 


QUA, A 
melting 1 
Heicho! 
for, in y 
other, 

Mis. O 
anthem ? 

TRE, W 
is one tha 

Tri, W 

TRE. D 

Qua. ¥ 

SHR. I 
Secretarie 
and in vey 

TRr. W 
kill flies, 

Mis, I 


0 Sunday 


SHR, V 
MIs. A 


a ee 
re eee 


5 
> 





AuaGusT 28, 1889. 











The Last Wild Yearning, 


[A Fife miner has sued a hawker for £12 damages for having called 
him “Jack the Ripper.”—Press.] 
My father taught a village school, 
And, for his education, 
Received from every village fool 
Unbounded adoration. 
And, noting how each dullhead daft 
Admired his erudition, 
To drain a deep Pierian draught | 
I made my grand ambition ! 


A doctor’s hireling I became, 
And, oh! I learnt, astounded, 
The grandeur of that doctor’s fame, 
The wealth that him surrounded. 
A pedagogue was passing wel, 
sut to be a physician— 
An M.D. F.R. C. P. L.— 
Was now my soul’s ambition ! 


I met a youth whose bounce and gas 
In making stump orations 
Obtained for him a nation’s brass, 
A nation’s acclamations. 
And, “ By St. Thomas Rott!” I swore 
“Tll be a politician ; 
Henceforward and for evermore 
3e that my sole ambition !” 


Some legal chaps, for weeks on weeks, 
A doubtful case were threshing, 
And every day their greedy beaks 
Required a rich “refreshing.” 
And “ When they next revive,” said I, 
“This Parnellesque Commission, 
To have a finger in the pie 
Shall be my ’cute ambition !”’ 


But all my hopes have failed, alas ! | 
And left me poor and needy ; 
I’m short of bread, I’m short of brass, 
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I’m stony-broke and seedy. 

And that some miscreant, with a knack 
Of forming vile suspicion, 

Would kindly call me “ Ripper Jack,” 
Is now my life’s ambition ! 





Gi’ me summat Ddlaack, as stinks, I says! 


OFF COLOUR. 


Doctor.—* Well, Giles, has my medicine done your wife any good?” 
Giles.—“ No, zur! I don’t rackon it ‘ave! I don’t ‘old wi’ they white stuffs ! 
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THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMDUS. 
No. 34.—THE ANGELIC QUIRISTS. 
SHRILLIA, TRILLIA, QUAVERIA, and TREMOLODIA, a/so 
MISERRIMUS, an Organist, at practice. 

SHRILLIA. Doh, la, la, doh, fa, se, re, doh ! 

TRILLIA. Odds slate pencils! what a shriek was there ! 

SHR. Do you mend your own voice, Madame Moppet, ere you pre- 
sume to flout at your neighbour’s. 

MISERRIMUS. Pray you, sweet mistresses, peace ! 

QUAVERIA. I'd pray them—with a psalter at their heads. But the 
lan 18 @ poor creature, and a mouse-like. 

TREMOLODIA. Didst see the new curate i’ the pulpit yester- 

QUA. Ay,did I. ’Tis a saintly being, cousin, with a monstrous 
melting voice,and an eye to bring a maid to the confessional. 
Heigho! I must look about for some sin or t’other, not too peccant, 
tor, in your ear—I have a mind to be shrived by him, and none 
other. 

Mis. Odds semitones and quavers! Have we no harmony i’ the 
anthem ? 
_ TRE, Why, I indeed forgot the second, worthy sir; but my fault 
is one that may be mended, I thank Heaven! Re, re, mi, re—— 

TRI, Will she be hanged, think you, sweeting ? 

TRE. Di, re, sol! 

QuA. Mi, si, doh! 
_SHR. I trow not, and yet I know not, for the ways of Home 
Secretaries be marvellous and obscure. Will fly-papers kill husbands 
and in verity, think you? 
_ Ter. Why,‘that’s as may be. "Tis only certain that they will not 
kill flies, 
Mis, I pray vou, fair Mistress Shrillia, why were ye not at church 
0 Sunday? 

SHR, Verily, worthy Master Organist, I did forget. 

Mis. And thou ?—TI speak to Madame Tremolodia. 


BS 


TRE. Marry, because my cap becomes me not, and my gown fits me 
with an ill grace. They must be altered ere I serve Heaven in them, 
or I serve Heaven not at all. 

Mis. So, because of a sieve-like memory and a cursed rag, a 
heavenly anthem was wrecked between ye. O, give me boys, whom 
I may buffet into obedience, and plague into punctuality. For your 
boy, be he but a hobnail clownling, will ha’ the manners to mind his 
master. No mirror need hang upon the vestry wall for him to peek 
and prune in, nor will he pause i’ the middle of Amen to powder 
himself o’ the muzzle. Nor will he whisper scandal of his neighbour 
and ogle the curate over his psalter, even if he slumber i’ sermon- 


time and peck at pippins on the sly. But come, time presses, and 
the chaunt must be chaunted chauntily ere I suffer one 0’ ye to wag 
it homewards. Odds pipes and bellows! What—all gone? Stalls 


empty—benches bare. Woe's me! I am undone. Alack, alack, 


alack ! 





A (Swin)burne-ing Question. 
(It is said that Mr. Swinburne has been implored by a certain manager to write 
a one-act play, and that he has almost consented.) 


A. C. SWINBURNE, log.— 


If this wee one-act playling 


SINCE managers implore me, 
( Poetic-passioned play, 


I think I'll pen a play ; 
A clever curtain-raiser, All apt alliteration) 

To please each precious Should * knock” (as "twill) the 

praiser. | nation— 

The audience will adore me, [, Swinburne, Stageward sailing, 

And e’en enthuse, sume say, Five “acters” may essay ; 
Should I (as some implore me) If people pet my playling, 

Put forth a pretty play. My petite poetic play. 


+) + ! ri ¢ 7 1) «» 


‘CKY HORSESHOE.—One that «a slip on our beautifully 
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HEARD IN A LOCK. 
Tuttie (unattached,to Lottie, recently wedded ).—‘SO GLAD TO MEET YOU AND YOUR HUSBAND, DEAR. DO YOU CALL YOUR 

















BOAT THE HONEYMOON TUB?” Lottie-—‘ NO, THE HAPPY PATR—OAR!” 
The Naval War; You'd better go ‘nd suck hokey-pokey ;— 
Or, SAILORS TOO STRONG FOR THEIR SHIPS, Your sailors are strong, but your vessels are weak, 
. You deserve to be all put in Chokee. be 
(SEE CARTOON.) You run home to your mothers ; that’s what you'd best co, 7 
LittLe Lords of the Admiralty you may see And stow this burlesque of a Naval Review!” 
Having nice little larks in the ocean ; Now, the humour of this is, that he who finds fault, 
“Naval War,” or * Manceuvres,” they name it, but we | And craves for officials much riper, 
Must call it a mere playing notion. Is the person (the dear, unsuspecting old Salt ! ) 
You'll observe that the ships they're engaged with are toys, Who for all this mad tune plays the piper ! 
With real British sailors to man ’em ; And so, yearly, brave tars do we risk and degrade 


And fear Dame Britannia may tan ’em. Each year does Bull fume, but his deeds are delayed, 
And then, they would blatantly blubber “ Boohoo ! And his threats of improvement forgotten. 
So, how can you wonder there’s such an ado 


Se the little lords get in a muddle, poor boys ! $v giving them ships that are rotten ; 


Don't beat us for muddling our Naval Review ! 








On the shore an old salt, whose cognomen’s John Bull, About nothing each time we’ve a Naval Review ? 
Exclaims, “This a pretty rum start is! 
Wrap them ironclads up in some nice cotton wool— Ex Nile-o Nile Fit. 
"Twould be better, I think, for all parties. THE Dervish “advance” proved a poor return for all the loans we ve 
You are playing, my ammychure tars, a fine freak— made to the Egyptians, but that is about all we are likely to get. 








The Latest Novelty for House Furnishing. © ; aanemneneeaameemmmamaaae see, ai ames 
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In widths varying from 28 to 72 inches. 





A NEW MATERIAL ENTIRELY SUPERSEDING ABSOLUTELY (1) East-e1 
THE OLD-FASHIONED BLINDS. Yan) 
The Cheapest and Best Blind in the World. PURE AND -— : 
PLAIN COLOURS. FANCY PATTERNS, ARTISTIC DESICNS. SOLUBLE. pan 
Requires no Washing. Rolls up Straight No Hemming. Not 
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i: Yankees, thieves started, running | ' 
. ‘ 1. 7 r ehicpue Loi ‘ cle ve no 
4 And kick up many (Y)ankee- And soon for another “dock To show their hands have not 
: pankies, departed. their gunning. 
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(7) The Pot-Thief King,in jail (which 


frets him) 


Finds possession (nine pints of the 


law) upsets him. 


(3) A lampless cyclist fined five shil- 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


As the month goes on not a few new ventures will claim our attention. 
But for the moment nothing more exciting than a change or twoin Jn 
Danger at the Vaudeville, and the placing of The Postscript in front 


ron 
stfu 
AY i 


“THE PROMS.” (whichever you like).—COSTUME FOR A CLASSICAL NIGHT. 





(curious place for a postscript, by-the-way) of that piece is on the 
tapis, and even of this I have no official cognizance. 


But I’ve heard a rumour which conjures up visions. (It’s rather more 
than a rumour,in fact; it amounts to a statement. Offenbach’s 
Brigands—known as Fal-sac-a-pa at the Globe in ’71 [Consule 
Planco, of course |—will be revived at the Avenue within a fortnight). 
We had something to do with that piece, we on this paper. It was 
brilliant, smooth-penned Henry 8. Leigh who “did” the libretto into 
English. It makes one feel quite young (or dreadfully old, I can’t 
quite make up my mind which) to remember how we used to get 
into corners and go into raptures over the crisp, neatly turned lines, 
We were trying our ’prentice hands at the business then, and recog- 
nized our master. I think, in our loyalty, we tried to get enthusiastic 
over the rest of the libretto, but I imagine that didn’t come off quite 
successfully. One of us did some of the dresses, too, but he didn’t 
‘have his name in the bill.” Lord, how young we were in those days! 


THEN the cast—where have they all got to, I wonder? It fills me 
with considerable surprise to find that I can remember nearly all of 
them quite distinctly after eighteen years. I can’t recall the chief 
brigand Fal-sac-a-pa very effectually ; his name was St. Albyn, and 
I've a sort of feeling that he is someone else now, but that is all. 
Quaint, piquant little Marguerite Debreux, however, I see as plainly 
as though it were yesterday. She didn't score in this piece as she did 
in the more congenial atmosphere of Little Faust, but she wasa great 


LOR, COOK! HERE'S 


OUR CHARNCE 
AT LAST : 











~ BWA Yas 








Cook (reading that advertisement ).—“ To ladies desirous of entering the profession 
especially domestic servants, etc., etc.” 
favourite with some of us in those days, a little queen who could do 
no wrong, and we used to scream with delight at a song of hers some- 
thing about “a Government postman’s dress.” Then there was the 
very fine and large Cornelie D’Anka at her “ best period,” This wa 





——— 


the piece she was playing in when Who-is-it, desperate with un. 
requited affection, attempted to shoot her with a pocket-book or 
cigar-case or something, and she was “ rescued” by her manager, one 
in nobility of physique worthy to compare with herself. 


“THe Horse Marines” were an element of interest, too. One of 
them was a very tall chap, I remember, and another was a negro 
around whom strange legends circled—he was a lengthy man, too— 
can these two have been one only? Dan Leeson—do you remember 
Dan Leeson ?—was the commander of thetroop. F. Dewar was one of 
the brigands, and so was Nelly Nesbitt—another of our lost loves! 
Frank Hall was a pompous official of some kind, and, by-the-by, the 
Princess was impersonated by a real, live, genuine, in private life 
Princess in her own right, with Harriett Coveney fora page. Annetta 
Scasi, who used to do some nice singing just about then, played the 
principal singing part, and Nelly Bromley and Camille Dubois both 
appeared in subordinate parts (which they “doubled” with others, | 
fancy), and some dreadfully unbecoming dark ankle boots which I 
never shall forget! “Ay, ay, Denham! Ay, ay, lad!” what ghosts 
will be round us, too, on the hither side of the footlights, as we view 
that show? 


Nops AND WINKS.—Sir Randal Roberts, who has already had a 
railway accident, will receive a complimentary matinée, at Terry’s 
(lent by the kindly owner), on the 25th inst., Mr. Brickwell, and 
the actors and actresses, with characteristic good fellowship (I 
presume the ladies won’t mind being called “good fellows” ?), are 
giving their services gratis. I’ve only one thing to say against the 





Ist Popular Actress.—“ Yea, 1 came down a week ago—thought I'd like a holiday, 
so went in for a little indisposition ; what are you doing down here ?” 

2nd P, A.—“ Oh, the theatre half-empty every night and such dowdies, so I took a 
cold and am ‘resting’ for a fortnight.” 


show—they talk of producing a new play for it !—The 16th or 21st 
inst. are alternative dates given for the re-opening of Drury Lane, 
with the Carolian melodrama which has been preparing itself for 
some time. You pay your money, and the manager takes his choice. 
Hooray !—He'd better not choose the 21st, however, because that is 
the Gaiety date for Ruy Blas, and we're all going there !—Mr. Wills, 
I believe, is preparing Lsmond for the stage—Mr. Hare’s stage— 
La Tosca is said to be destined for that spot also, but whether both, 
or which first, or any, I am unable to say.—Minnie (if she will allow 
me to call her so) or “Mine merrily,” has sent me a “wheel of 
fortune,” by means of which I discover on the one hand that I “have 
extravagant notions,” and on the other find myself somewhat con- 
temptuously addressed with “Afraid to ask! Why? She awaits 
thee!” Oh, Minnie, Minnie! Can it be? At last! at last! But 
soft—no more! Besides, the instrument also says I am too “ comba- 
titive,” after which I lose confidence in it for ever !—One of the very 
best things Miss Wallis does is Ninon, and she is going to play 1 
(most likely) at the Grand in October.—At the Renaissance (@ Paris) 
Pepere,a farcical comedy by Mr. F. Horner and M. Médina, was pT 
duced last Thursday fortnight. They say the house was full of pépere! 
—Free-(pass)-man Thomas and (as-good-as-his) Bondman Harts 
have struck hands over an arrangement whereby Covent Garden wil 
once more revel in clowns and sawdust at Christmas. So much the 
better for NESTOR. 


P.S.—The Middleman—a strong, original, and attractive piece it is to? 
—was produced “ with every token ” of substantial and lasting succe™* 


Just too late to be dealt with here this week. Vert week, howev' 
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Loved by Four. 
ly lady-love for a two-months’ space 
sickness-throes had lain, 


They sent her away to a seaside place 


To gat 
A nd 


her her health again. 


a4 message sweet came down each day 


\ From the Sun in-his noontide might, 
. nd it said to the cheeks of my weakling May, 
Be bright, pale cheeks, be bright !” 


When n 


And his ] 


y true love dipped in the briny deep 
Old Ne 


ptune’s heart grew warm, 
<indly waves with a gentle sweep 


“ame wooing her fairy form. 


And ever 





and oft, as she gambolled there, 


She arl- 
J . hearkened the sea-god’s song, 
And it saj vf ‘al 
ad aid to the heart of my lady fair, 
© strong, weak heart. be strong!” 


Old AZolus love for my true love felt, 
And he ordered a healthful breeze 

To fly to the place where my true love dwelt, 
Over meadows and moors anc seas. 

And the wind blew up o’er the seas and sands 
To the pretty old seaside town, — 

And it said to my lady-love’s poor white hands, 
“ Be brown, white hands, be brown !” 


With a deathless love for my lady glowed 
The heart of each stalworth knight, 
The King of the Winds, and the Trident-god, 
And the Father of Warmth and Light. 
Each lover his love with a rich and rare 
And vivifical kiss ensealed, 
And they sweetly sang to my lady fair, 
* Be healed. sick chiid, be healed !’ 


gut the sheen of the Sun was bedimmed anon, 


And the waves and the breezes sighed, 

When they knew that the love they had loved 
was gone 

To be loved as a mortal’s bride. 
For gratefully down on my knees I fell 

To adore at each suitor’s shrine, 
But I said to my love that I loved so well, 

‘* Be mine, dear love, be mine!” 





Green and Bear It. 
The Globe thinks St. James’ Gazette 
“Should be green,” for so often ’tis jealous. 
Neither paper need get in a pet— 
All the temper they show will not quell us. 
Both journals must really be “green ” 
If they think Tory tricks are not seen, 

































at Bate es 





a a a + oF 










> 






> 


438 Eee es : 
= 3 


a ee 


- 





So ate on a 
mi 
Gs 





* 
a ee 


































































ach UN. SEPTEMBER 4, 1889, 


SOME POPULAR NOTIONS OF HELP. 
V.—THE BALLOON -DESCENT. 
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upsey down, the fellers’ll tumble out on their ‘eds and be saved.” 
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THE GREAT PENNY STRIKE; 


OR. THE BLOATED CAPITALIST AND THE AUTOMATIC DOCK LABOURER. 
Jt [See Cartoon Verses, p. 107 
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THE ADVANTAGES OF OUMULATIVE CRIME. 


[* At Spalding, George Winkley, poulterer, and John Bailey, were fined eighteen- 
shillings ; the one for plucking forty-eight live geese and the other for causing the 
operation, An inspector stated that after the geese were plucked they turned purple 
and suffered great pain. As it was the custom of the district, and of the County of 
Lincolnshire, to pluck each live goose every six weeks,a nominal fine was asked for.” ] 

HE was a very wise-looking party. He wore a vast pair of opaque 
spectacles, by means of which he was, when we eame upon him, busily 
reading a book. He 
had a forehead of 
abnormal size, sug- 
gestive of great 
dilution of brain ; 
in fact, we have 
since heard that he 
has no water-rate 
to pay, being entire- 
ly independent and 
having his own 
source of supply. 

‘* Who is the 
remarkably wise 
person?” weasked, 
much interested. 

‘“ He’s Contem - 
porary Philosophy,” 
we were informed. 

‘Can you en- 
lighten us as to 
his reason for hold- 
ing that book, from which he studies, upside down?” 

“ That is his way of looking at things. Everybody has his own way 
of looking at things—that’s his; but he hasn’t patented it. Do you 
observe that all the things about him are on their heads in the same 
way. His chair, you perceive, has its legs upward, and he sits 
between them: all the books in the bookcase are in asimilar position : 
his terrestrial and celestial globes are so reversed : the glass in which 
are reflected current events is topsy-turvy—it’s his way. You see, his 
opaque spectacles place him above the mere question of which way 
up things present themselves to his vision—it’s all the same to him.” 

* And upon what theme is he at present so deeply engaged ?” 

“On the important question of the punishment of criminals. You 
will perceive that, in addition to wearing opaque spectacle, he keeps 
his eyes firmly shut, He says he sees best like that. If you havea 
moment or two to spare you can hear an interview between him and 
one!auxious to be informed of his methods of reasoning.” 

. * 7 * ¥ * 

At Spalding, that very morning, an unusual applicant had asked for 
a ticket to London. He was a goose, and the booking clerk gazed at 
him with obvious curiosity as he supplied the ticket and took the fare. 

“Tam proceeding to the metropolis in order to interview Contem- 
porary Philosophy (which, of course, has his chief seat in the capital 
of the Kingdom),” said the goose in explanation. “I am somewhat 
puzzled as to his methods of reasoning, having nothing but his acts 
to judge from; and am most anxious to be enlightened on 
various points.” 

Having thus spoken, the 
Spalding frOOSse proceeded to 
London, and arrived, in due 
course, at the residence of 
Contemporary Philosophy. 





* * * * 

a Thankee,” said the fOoose, 
‘*“T’m not much given to 
sitting on chairs, particularly 
when they're upside down. 
Will you allow me to puta 
question or two? Thanks. 
May I ask, then, your views 
ns to degrees of criminality, 
and their corresponding 
punishments?” 

“Certainly! That is a 
subject upon which I hok 
very well defined and lucid 
opinions indeed, Let us 
commence by considering a 
first offence | look upon a 
first offence as the most aggravated phase of any given crime, conse- 
quently fora first offence I would inflict the very heaviest punish- 
ment—cumulative punishment, in fact. In judging of a first offence 
I always look upon it as aggravated by all potential subsequent 
repetitions of it.” 

‘But how do you know, beforehand, the number of subsequent 
ences which will occur—or indeed. if any will « og | 





























“ There are questions,” interrupted the Sage, “ which are—ah—that is, 
which I—which, in point of fact are—ah—are offensive, sir—offensive, 
and which I decline to answer!” 

“I’m sorry,” said the visitor, “never mind—cheer up. Well, let's 
take a particular case—the case of myself and my species at 
Spalding.” 

‘Very good,” said the Sage, recovering ; “ that happens to be just 
the subject upon which I was focussing my wisdom when you 
arrived.” 

“ All right,” said the goose. “ First of all, do you consider it wrong 
to torture a living goose by plucking out its feathers?” 

Contemporary Philosophy’s brow grew purple with righteous indig- 
nation. “I look upon the offence as inhuman ! Ps he thundered, “and 
I would punish with the most unrelenting severity a man who was 
guilty of it!” 

“ For the first offence?” 

“ For the first offence, of course.” 

“ And if the same man committed the offence a second time ?” 

‘T should give him half the previous punishment.” 

‘“ And for a third offence?” 

‘‘ Half the punishment for the second offence.” 

“Then,” proceeded the inquirer, “if the offender went on long 
enough, he would in time commit the offence with absolute impunity 
—if not actually rewarded ?” 

* Just so,” said the Sage. 

“ And if, instead of one man,a whole county was found to have 
committed the offence for many years?” 

“T should, of course, cease to regard it as any offence at all.” 

‘That, then, was your reason for letting off George Winkley and 
John Bailey with a fine of eighteen shillings a head?” 

“ Exactly!” said the Sage, complacently. 

“Hum,” said the goose, “of course you are wise and I am not, 
otherwise I should suggest that each Lincolnshire torturer should 
receive one stroke of the lash for each time he had inflicted the 
torture on each goose——”’ 

‘Good Heavens!” screamed Contemporary Philosophy, “ why— 
why each man has plucked each live goose every six weeks during 
the term of his natural life! Why—the offenders would succumb 
long before the number of lashes——’’ 

‘Tt seems to us,” said we, stepping forward, “that that would be a 
matter of minor importance. No doubt we are foolish, as we echo 
the sentiments of the goose.” 

We left Contempt no, Contemporary Philosophy in a swoon. 
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HE had been watching Peall scoring up thousands “ off the spot,” 
and as the red ball disappeared from mortal gaze with a soul-destroy- 
ing monotony, he yelled out in his agony, * Call this billiard playing, 
damme, it’s an automatic break !” 
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UNAPPRECIATED. 
Her Husband.—* Are you going to the Smith’s garden party, dear? i 
His Wife.-—‘*No; I never accept invitations from people who don’t 
know me.” 
Her Husband.—* And you never receive them from people who doe 
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Striking ; | 
Or, THE BLOATED CAPITALIST AND THE AUTOMATIC 
Dock LABOURERS. 
A Modern Medley. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
'T1s the voice of the Striker, we hear him complain, 
“ With this pitiful wage I no livelihood gain” ; 
And then comes a cry witha sort of a jerk— 
‘ Put in one penny more and the figure will work : 
Or we'll strike, strike, strike ! 
’Gainst the bloated capitalist— 
Strike, strike, strike, 
For the freedom of Labour’s wrist. 
Toil and trouble and want, 
Want and trouble and toil ; 
Till, e’en when in work, we grow famished and gaunt, 
While Capital collars the spoil !” 


’Tis the voice of Directors, we hear them complain— 
“We will not raise your pay, it would spoil our great gain ; 
Vast profits we make from our docks it is true, 
But why should we benefit slaves such as you? 
So strike, strike, strike, 
‘Tis Mammon shall starve you out: 
Strike, strike, strike, 
Wealth shall conquer without a doubt. 
Pride and power and wealth, 
Wealth and power and pride 
Shall wreak you starvation till you, e’en in stealth, 
Are forced to come round to our side.” 








Hark, the Press and the Public—we hear them complain— 
“ We'll stand by these men, yea, with heart and with brain, 
Though we won't aid sham-strikers who'd deepen the plight, 
And would weaken the cause—we’'ll help fight for the right— 
So strike, strike, strike, 
Ye workers, whene’er oppressed ; 
Strike, strike, strike, 
When in pride Mammon rears his crest.” 
But justice and right and truth, 
Truth and justice and right, 













In manly and b!oodless struggle, forsooth, 
Are winning the great Dock Fight. 








WHY are the doggies of to-day like the Brown Bess 
muskets of yore ’—Because they are muzzle-loaded. 
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RANDY’S WELSH TRIP. 
SHE went to the Tories | When she came back 
To buy him a coat,* He was riding a goat. 


Old Mother Hubbard & Ce. 
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SEVEN AND SEVENTEEN. 
Jach.— Why did you say you were so fond of this place, aunty?” 
Aunty.—* Because it is endeired to me by sweet recollections, dear.” 
Jack.—**‘ Perhaps you met the bull’s-eye man, or perhaps you had 
a picnic here with jam tart and cream—jolly !” 


AUTUMN AT ITS WORST. 


| HATE all this talk about pleasant autumns and St. Martin's 
summers, and all the rest of the twaddle, that Ido. Asif I careda 
rap about autumn, There’s no particular pleasure that I can see in 
looking ata field of stubble, and if you've got to walk over it, and 
have thin shoes, it gives you the deuce and all in the way of pricking, 
as you know well enough. And then, too, how you see the children 
trying to pull the hedges to pieces with their confounded blackberry- 
ing. Who wants to go blackberrying, I should like to know? One 
comfort is that when they do they always manage to scratch them- 
selves, or else to get stung with nettles, or fall into the ditches and 
get whacked when they get home for spoiling their clothes—serve 
‘em right. And who wants to eat a lot of fruit? If any man hada 
grain of sense he'd leave that alone. But some people never do know 
what their poison is, whether it be bad apples or Belgian greengages. 

Of course there's going to be a harvest festival business everywhere. 
My nieces wanted me to subscribe for doing the church up. Catch 
me at it. I’ve got something else to do with my money than 
throwing it away on spoiling a lot of pumpkins and tomatoes and 
things. Of course I’ve seen a harvest home in my time, and a parcel 
of foolery it all was. About thirty horrid yokels seated at a big 
kitchen table cutting holes in their mouths in the hurry of wolfing 
their meat down. And then thes got singing a lot of chuckle-headed 
nonsense about “ Here’s a health to our master and to our good mis- 
tress.” A lot they cared about them, and I daresay were trying on 
rick-burning a week or two after. 1 hate old country customs. 

And the worst of autumn is that you always get a lot of insects 
coming into the house. What do I care about having a few sleepy 
pears if I've got to put up with a host of spiders waltzing over the 
breakfast cloth. The mists, too, are always rising everywhere, so if 
by chance you sit out in a garden you're bound to get rheumatism or 
a snuffly cold at the very least. When the leaves begin to fall, too. 
and get damp, they only ve to give out a lot of carbonic acid gas. 
Don't talk to me any more nonsense about the autumn, for I won't 

There ! DIOGENES TUBBS, 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 31. 























Our artist is never very particular about his get-up when he’s working, 
you know. 





-But when he goes out for the evening he’s no end of a swell then, 
I can tell you! 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


On Monday it was elicited in the House of Commons that the 
water of the Trafalgar Square fountains was, notwithstanding 
rumours, far from impure. It is satisfactory to learn that the foun- 
tains do not goin for fowl play; but a deal of public anxiety was 
natural, seeing that Trafalgar Square is, or rather was, a classic spot 
for spouting. Mr. Macdonald was, on Tuesday, very anxious to know 
whether the reprieve to Mrs. Maybrick was unduly delayed. He did 
not, however, go on to complain that it was not presented by the Home 
Secretary in 
person on 
bended knee, 
nor that it was 
not written on 
rose-tinted and 
scented paper. 

The Indian 
Budget was last 
week smuggled 
through at the 
fag end of the 
Session, as 
usual, Mr. 
Bradlaugh 
righteously 
protesting. 

Sir Robert 
Fowler was in- 
formed by the 
Home Secre- 
tary that 
though the “dockers” had struck work, they had not struck terror in 
the public breast. He also expressed a very proper wish that both 
parties, not only Jack, but his master, might adjust their differences 
by rational means. Although “the middleman” is a success at the 
West-end, he doesn't appear to be the same at the East—at all events, 
not at the “ East and West India.” 

The Appropriation Bill was reached on Wednesday most appro- 
priately, the only other event of the week being a ballyhooly—I 
mean, Gilhooly evening with Balfour. 

On Thursday, as a wind up to the many follies and failures of the 
Government, the Technical Instruction Bill was rushed through the 
usually slow-going Lords with lively precipitancy ; and on Friday 
the worthy and impartial Speaker, at the close of a prolonged, if not 
profitless session, before departing on his well earned holiday bade 
good-bye to his fairest and best of friends—FUN, : 











“T DON'T think Jones has been indulging too much,” said his 
kindly believing spouse ; “but, still, I thought it rather odd of him 
that he should Wrench the knocker off the front door, and bring it up 
to me as I saat in bed, saying that he'd gathered another rose for me 
out of the garden, poor dear simple boy! he’s just as loving and senti- 
mental as ever he was.” 











The Latest Scratching. 


A CABMAN, summoned for plying for hire off a licensed standing, 
pleaded that he had only stopped two minutes to scratch his head. 
A man who devotes two whole minutes to scratching his head in a public 
thoroughfare must be one of deliberation and set purpose, and as 


such we honour him. Cabmen, however, may deduce the moral that 


though the necessity of their horses being hitched-to is incontestable, 


it will be better for them, personally, to avoid ‘itching too. 





A Goon dish for a literary dinner—Lamb’s Tales. 
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A CAUTION. 

Buttons (to new Footman).—* Since your harrival in the servinks’ 
‘all of this ‘ouse’old, Mr. Smithers. I ‘ave hobserved you are hinclined 
to be too Aintimate with the Aupper ‘ousemaid ; as that young lady 
is the hobjec’ of my haffections, you will havert any hunpleasantness 
by a-placing of your hattentions helsewhere! ” 
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The Lover’s Latest Lan- | 
guage. | 
A Language of Hats is the latest thing 
in Love Circles.] 
You have heard of the Language 
of Flowers, 
'¢ Likewise of the Language of 
‘every Stamps ; 
From these things lovers seek 
special powers 
To light up Affection’s sweet 





lamps. 
But a fresh language now is in 
fashion— 
To imply sweet Amos and | 
Amat— | 


And this new secret tongue for 
Love’s passion 
Is one called the Language 
of Hats! | 


By this, it would seem, if a lover | 
Should brush his silk hat the | 
wrong way, | 
A “heart bursting with love,” ’twill | 
discover, 
And desire to “ propose” “twill 
(lisplay. 
But if he should sit on his 
“ kadey,” 
When chatting his amorous chats, 
‘Tis a “long-last farewell” to the 
lady, 
So let’s hope lovers long will 
save hats. 





WHAT'S in a name? Ask the 


woman who gavea sick child kid 
reviver. Ask the man who told his 
wife to order him some socks, and 
received three miles of fire hose. 
Then—ask another. 


“f 4, yf 





Part-ridge-oicings. 
COME out ’tis now September, 
When partridges give fun ; 
So therefore please remember 
To bring with you a gun. 
To pass it by were boorish— 
So if you’ blithely shoot ; 
O British folk be Moor-ish, 
Not “ Covey ’’- tous, but ‘cute. 
So, though the ground be marly, 
Please let your aims be choice, 
When “ popping” do not parley. 
But, e’en in Part-ridge-oice. 








THH COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 

No. 35.—THE SAGE AND THE STRIKER. 
SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage ; DOWNIUS 
CHUCKLEHEADIO, a Pritish Workman on Strike. 

CHUCKLEHEADIO. For the love o’ the saints, a tester! Empty am 
Iasadrum. Benefit me first and shake me afterwards, you may 
hear the blessings rattle inside. 

STRABISMUS. Dost wear a starveling guise i’ good sooth. 
a brawny beggar like this find work enow to stretch his muscles and 
fill his belly? O, ’tis a strange world ! ; 

Cuvu. Your honour, I have labour in plenty, and fairly paid. 

STRA. Then loaf to thy labour, pouch thy pay, and let there be 
Wagging o’ jaws to follow, Master Hangdog. 

Cuvu. Nay, that I cannot, for I am out on strike. _— 

STRA. Saidst but now thy work was plentiful and fairly paid ! 

CHU. That did I, and will again. 

STRA. Then, of what dost thou complain? Gramercy me, for 
patience is like to leave me! How else was the stroke struck that 
ended in your striking? Answer, thou jolthead, upon the very spot. 

Cuv. Chuckleheadio, my name is, and a good name too. As to the 
manner o’ the deed’s doing, there is not much to say. Mates o mine 
there be that read the papers, and speeches therein, said to be spoken 
by a certain worthy gentleman, or twain, that preaches of a »u 
' Regent’s Park. “My mates, being scholards, it all the 
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SPORT! 


“HAVE Hap QuITE ENOUGH OF IT, THANK You.” 


how he be come to speak for he, and to stick up for he, and to gettun 
his rights. And he told us, or the speeches did—which, saving your 
honour’s presence, means much the same thing—how we had been a- 
dipping our heads into the sandy giraffe of the desert, a-being 
persuaded, by false prophetics, that we was a-lappin’ from fountains 
o’ sixpenny ale. “I tell you you hain’t happy,” ’a says. 

STRA. O, rare prater! He whocan bray the heads of asses round the 
wrong way 0’ paper should be worth he-hawing on grass ; O, jocandum 
ingeniosum! Apun! A pun! 

Cuvu. So then we pulled long jaws, every one of us, and some were 
for leaving them as didn’t know how to vally ‘em. But my mate spoke up. 
Sezee: “I’ve a been told as I’m a sandy giraffe, an’ a mis’rable 
suffrage ; an’ I believe it. But no one as I've heard yet has told me 
I’m a discontented bein’. So I shall go on bein’ contented until 
somethin’ turns up.” Soall on us goes on bein’ contented——— 

StrA. So! so! A very Solomon! 

Cuvu. Till one day Bill Smith, who your honour must know is no 
Jew, rushes in with his hair a-standing up all over his head. “Come 
out!” ’a hollereth like mad. “Come out. all on ye, for I've read in 
the gen’leman’s last speeches as Bill) Smith and the other British 
Workmen are discontented with their lot,” ’a saith “ Stop the 
engines!” ‘a hollereth; “for a ‘ve seed in the papers as Bill Smith 
and the others be a goin’ to strike fora rise, and I be-dammed.” ‘a 
saith, “if any blossoming paper shall tell a lie about me!” 

STRA. A thousand blessings on ye. Which will ye ha’ for your 


for methinks you deserve both, Fare 





























= be ie ae 
0 fe RNR aan aapaaR hg hc pte ten aig 


















| 
| 


te eRe gr eo 






























































FUN. SEPTEMBER 4, 1889, 






































"Depend upon me in ary 
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MUDBOROUGH-BY-SEA PREPARES FOR_ INVASION, | 


The Mayor of Mudborough-by-Sea writes to us, saying that doubtless we shall be glad to learn something about the precautionary measures that were taken at his native town. 
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Phi wi heard there that war had been declared, and that several towns had been taken, and they didn’t mean to be caught napping. 
_ ais 
{ 
Hould your Whisti(le). | Raised to (G.O.)M.-inence. 
f La Belle Sifteuse, Mra, Shaw, at Her Majesty's, whistling ‘Mr. Gladstone has been “booming” Mr. Andrew Carnegie’s pamphlet, “The Ma 
ghly popular ar ral.) Gospel of Wealth” (Hagen & Co., 272 Strand).] 
O, Mr. * Proms.” LESLIE, Her Majesty's servant, | Mr. MILLIONAIRE CARNEGIE’S “ Gospel of Wealth” 
Don’t say the above report's true, Is bound to do good, and not, mind you, by stealth. 
We know that because of your efforts so fervent, It shows Wealth has its duties as well as its rights, 
Mrs. Shaw to our hearts her way blew, So, much int’rest that small penny pamphlet excites. 
But if whistling ‘mong women will now be the mode, Kach reader of FUN, who enormous wealth shares, 
‘Gainst you (H.J.L.) we'll feel raw ;— Will by it be taught not to show (million) airs ; ~ 
But when the Sex pipes, we shall say, ‘‘O, be blowed !" And, indeed, any Croesus, who from it gains ease, ae 
And to you we shall daily ery “(P)Shaw!” Will say, * Fate in-Croesus in booklets like these.” ce 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
THE SHAFTESBURY.—If the vulture scents his quarry from afar 


(and we have no reasonable grounds for scepticism on the point), it is 
no less true that the cognoscenti—oh, bother the cognoscenti! Let's 
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Tue SHAFTESBURY.—CAPTAIN CHANDLER DETERMINES TO ACT “SQUARELY” 


—AND DOES SO. 


have it in English for once. The knowing ones, then, have a very 
strong instinct for finding out, in theatrical matters, at least, when a 
thing is going to be a real out-and-out, three-ply, no-mistake success. 
The character and “class” of the people who stream through the 
lobbies and finally settle compactly into their places, is an unmis- 
takable indication of the extremes of unequivocal success, or dire 
failure. A wide range of intermediate cases are not so easily 
diagnosed, but in these extreme instances the practised eye sees the 
result almost as soon as its owner crosses the threshold. I have 
noticed this several times, before venturing to exploit the idea for 
your attention, and I think I could give good reasons were it not that, 
in this page, I have space for nothing more than facts. Enough that 
the first glance at the audience, present on the reopening of the 
Shaftesbury, conveyed the gratifying conviction that an evening of 
more than ordinary satisfaction was in store for us. And I protest 
to you (and methinks I do not protest too much) that the critic (or 
reporter) is always happier in the success of a venture than in its 
failure, cynics and tradition to the contrary notwithstanding. 


ENOUGH, you do not need to be told, at this time of day, that The 
Middleman has “ come to stay.” It is a sound, honest, natural, virile 
piece of work, with observation and dramatic tact in every corner of 
it. The third act has a freshness of strength and picturesqueness 
something more than welcome, and the concluding incident of the 
piece is “ happy” in every sense—a fitting climax to an uncommonly 





THE SHAPTESBURY.—CYRUS IS UNDB-CYRUS OF SELLING HIS BEAUTIFUL 
COLLECTION OF POTTERY — WORTH EVERY 
SHILLINGS, 


remarkably easy in flow for all its point and finish, Mr. Jones lets 
fly many a shaft at the f ies. Vic na «a - 
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O my brothers !), some of which tickle playfully, and some of which 
are sent with deadly aim and intention, but never one that is not 
tipped with truth. It only shows what Mr. Jones can do when he tries! 





Mr. WILLARD’S embodiment of the absorbed enthusiast is an 
artistic achievement of a very high order ; interesting in its earlier 
phases, thrilling as it rises strongly to the stronger demands that 
increase upon it, and pathetic in its unexaggerated picture of the 
broken man whom no success in life, or in revenge, can gratify. It 
is well that Mr. Willard should have this opportunity of showing 
“ what is in him ”—but I don’t think many of us doubted its existence, 
Mr. Macintosh makes a duly unpleasant “ middleman,” investing the 
part with some artistic merit, and Miss Millett is a gentle and con- 
vincing heroine enough, albeit we are not accustomed to her “in the 
melting mood ”—glad to have her at any price,though. Mr. H. Cane 
was such a thoroughly natural and uncompromising “ real” cad of the 
pushing order, that our right boot-toe positively writhed again 
whenever he was on the stage. Mr. E. W. Garden and Miss Annie 
Hughes (a large proportion of the audience evidently mistook this 
delightful young lady for Mr. Willard from the deafening “ reception ” 
they gave her) piloted the comedy element with their usual skill 
and humour. The smaller parts were taken particularly intelligent 
care of. and if Mr. Esmond obtruded his shoulders and legs a little 
too much upon our notice, his performance had merits. The scenery 
is good, particularly the weird and impressive “firing house” of the 
third act. 


THE CourT.— That extra-special-sub-under-deputy-substitute of 
mine has paid an official visit to Aunt Jack, to see how she’s getting 





THE SURREY.—“ My JACK!” 


on. I take it she is as good as, if not better than, ever; but he is so 
incoherent about it. I can get nothing out of him beyond chuckles 
of varying force in eccentric keys—valuable indications of opinion, 
no doubt, but not easily reducible to M.S., or printed characters. 
I’m afraid I must leave it there. He must really have thought it all 
very funny, because he’s been like this ever since; I shall have to 
send for an Ibsenite before I shall bring him round again, I guess. 
But I don’t require him just at present, so there’s no hurry about lt. 





THE CoMEDY.—sop’s Fables are now being told in this locality 
with the success which has attended them—if not from the first, at 
anyrate from the second. Penley is very funny, and he’s oftet 
enough in evidence to constitute the evening’s entertainment, but he 
isn’t all there is, either. Miss Stanley acts in the truest spirit of 
comedy, and creates genuine and hearty amusement by most legiti- 
mate means. There is more finesse in the performance than anything 
I have seen her do foralong time. A few alterations have take 
place in the rest of the cast, but with no visible effect one way OF the 
other. Some of the gags are startlers ; but this is one of those piece 
that one has no reverence for, and which one could see gagged and 
bound and beaten out of all shape, without turning a hair. 





Nops AND WINKS.—The Royal Victoria Hall and Coffee Taver® 
is open for the season. This time it claims to be the first Peoples 
Palace for South London. Last Tuesday Professor Malden lectut® 
on “ Our Glorious Colonies,” and to-night and next Tuesday he W! 
take the Paris Exhibition for his subject, and havea little exhibitio® 
(of slides) on his own account. Temperance Lectures on Friday® 
Ballad Concerts on Thursdays (on and after Oct. 1st), Orches™™ 
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A DESERVEDLY UNPOPULAR CHARACTER. 
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vt he didnt allow "em reglar wages, he answered "em that haug- yo" i. 


+y!—Well there' 


= 6.) 
He nevercould ~~ 
i ws stand a joke neither’ 
ie Bue Whea Bul Basher waited 
(5) Vag <> 2 i r hun round a corner 


Then there was that 
chase Tom Nobbler, as 
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em wonderful, come over 
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made a ne haul! 
Precious near drownded th 
was,and what did 
hecare' 

ones unneigh- 


hourly, was! 


ee tee ae > ee Then when the nichts were ypuse ettin’ ry ht for 
cate fishing im the preserves he upand eked up his boat, 
and them poor fellers had 4 tale the old punt mstead. 
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a PRS one day, with halfa brick in a bag, 
r horse 2S... entered Sor the vost te give him a ~—s across the 


"s interested in horses and understands . : yee 
to see it an the quiek, with two pals, the lost has temper directly and laid into 


t before the race. But the squire hed been and’ hid tt away artful gmp reglar brutal! 
puta Kaicit ing carthorse in the stable 


P » playful like phe 
poor Bull withhs 








Stage Manager (of Touring Company,engaged rehearsing “ supers “2 


“ My dear,” said Mrs. Plummins to her sweet Flora, “ whenever — 
find a young man who spends half his leisure in reading assurance office 
advertisements, who says that he will never carry a latchkey 
because it will spoil the sit of his nether garments, and who delights 


Nothing like Experience. 


SCENE.—A Country Theatre. 





—picking out likely boy from crowd of applicants ).—‘ Here, my boy; in nothing so much as in wiping strange babies’ noses—my dear, 
you look something like ; have you ever been — the stage een seize hold of that young man and marry him off-hand, for he alone 
Boy.—* No, sir, but our dog has.” [Engaged on the spt. can be the perfect husband. 
Y J ° - . a> ¢ Ce TK RE PRE 8 
, Cot LD aman who fell overboard during a sea-voyage, be said to Tax Rest “Doce eps.”-—The contractors, eweaters,and middlemen. 
e right in the main? t RE 
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THE HUMOURS OF ANGLING. 
Piscatorial Cockney.—“* Give him the line?’ Why, hang it all, he’s gone off with it, and the hook 
into the bargain.” 
Sandy Me Alister. —* Dinna sweir, mon, dinna sweir! It’s on’y to be expeckit that a fish in the 
watter wad get the better of a fule off the laend.” 


Muzzles for the Million. 


Now they muzzle dog and kitten, 
When by rabies they are worried, 
Lest pedestrians be bitten, 
Or lest timid folk be flurried. 
I have just a few suggestions 
Over which you'd better puzzle, 
Till we settle burning questions 
Of the hour with a muzzle. 


There’s the Irish politician 
Who so fond of raising Cain is, 
There’s a lingering commission 
That played out to all the sane 


18; 
There’s the man who's fond of 
drinking, 


Who eternally will guzzle,— 
To all these, I’m sternly thinking, 
We had best apply the muzzle. 


Then the writer to the papers, 
With his silly-season letter, 
And the ’bus and railway gapers, 
Who are very little better. 
Then the man who swears and 
curses, 
The inventor of a puzzle, 
With the man who makes up verses 
Would be better for a muzzle. 





SoME of the Civil Service clerks 
think the * Treasury Minute” will 
affect them more as regards tli 
“minutes” than the Treasury— 
time isn’t always money, d’ye see 





AND HE WON'T BE HAPPY TILL 
HE GETS "EM.—The docker’s wants 
are simple : sixpence an hour for 
his work, and an effective cure 
for his Burns. 








A GREAT deal of ink has been shed on the question 
Regarding the fight for existence to-day, 

And a deal of “despair” (mostly mere indigestion) 
Do several battlers—on paper display. on floor).—* Ma-a-a!” 


To think they've been crushed in the world’s daily strife ; 
jut most of the growls are Spleen’s canker-corrodings | —it isn’t cooked enough ! ” 


The Battle of Life. A Young Epicure. 

Master Tommy (to his fond mother, who had given him—as a great 
treat—some sliced tomatoes with his chicken ).—* Ma!” (No response 
—hich against leg of table—maternal silence—hnife and fork bashed 


Some, alas! have good grounds 'mid sad thoughts and forebodings, Fond Mother.—* Well, dear, what és it?” ee 
Master Tommy.—*“ Take that nasty red meat away—lI don’t like it 





Of those who ne'er fought in the Battle of Life ! 





Some mournfully moan, and some vapidly “ vapour,” 
Although they have never been sorely distressed ; 
Others shower forth schemes which are grand— upon paper— is it not? 

Rte what for all folks (but themselves) would be best : 
While others persist, but in plaints pessimistic, 

Declaring the Earth with mere “ blankness” is rife— 
Some bravely endure with no word eulogistic 


To cheer them in fighting the Battle of Life. 


Pray, is not the world full enough—for some toilers— 
Of sorrow and sadness, of want and of woe, 

Without the crass-croaking of mere pleasure-spoilers, 
Who see good in nothing wherever they go?! 

Just because they can't have their own way they must grumble 
Predicting but pain for the World and his wife : 

Of * Despair,” “ Dead Sea Fruit,” and such sweet things they mum 
To those who are fighting the Battle of Life! } 


To hear many wiseacres prating and preaching 
You'd think there was no such a feeling as Hope ; 
*Twere a nice thing, indeed, if men heeded such teaching, 
For then they would never with Life’s worries cope. 
A fig for these drones who with D. 7. are stricken— 
Who hint about “ suicide” ending the strife: 
Let “ Deeds, and not words,” be the ery of the Briton, | 
As daily he fights in the Battle of Life! 











Mike.—* Did ye hear the first bell this marnin’, Pat >” 
Pat.—* Yes, sure, and the one before that.” 





A GREAT dleal of fuss has been made about the Sultan being in port 
again, but after all the Porte is the usual abiding place for the Sultan, 


SUMMER SKETCHES.—No. 2. 
“Ss 





BY THE SEA—OVER THE BAR. 
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“CAN'T YOU GUESS?” 


Wilkins has christened his new pair-oar the “ Can't you quess?” 
7 1 ‘ 


He says it accounts for the strong running he always makes 


with the girls. Because they invariably ask, on stepping into it, what he calls it? And the natural conclusions deduced from the reply 


are invariably of a flattering nature. 








THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No. 36.—THE PHILOSOPHER AND PHRENOLOGIST. 
SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage; FRAUDIO, a 


Professional Phrenologist ; also an ANONYMOUS ASSISTANT, of 


the Feminine Sex. 

STRABISMUS. Ho, ho! Within there! Sir, at your leisure I would 
have you search this my head, which I have carried with me for the 
purpose, and tell me, without reservation, what you find in it. 

f FRAUDIO. Willingly, worthy sir; but there must be some greasing 
ot palms, some interchange of minor coin betwixt usasa preliminary. 
STRA. Odds bumps and excrescences! Detail me your charges ! 

FRaU. Why, for low and common, who work for their living wi’ 
the horny hand, and wash but o’ Saturday nights and Bank Holidays, 
ae charge is twelve pence, and half a crown, so please you, for the 
“halen But for the coroneted nobility and members of the 

pper Ten the scale is from five and six to half a guinea. Will your 
pr pam choose the bumps of a bishop, the phrenological formations 
wit a Biel the cranial peculiarities of a mere Member of Parlia- 
blasted our reverence hath a noble head, in very sooth—an un- 
mer a ne o virtuous qualities. Pray your lordship step this way 

- professor will wait upon your grace directly. 

“TRA. Odds smirks and smugness! A shilling will neither make 
nor break me—so there. f 
e., RAU. One fora twelvepenny readin’, Mary. Now then, tumble 
"Ps witha murrain, old bobs and quavers ! 
with hi ie esa my pretty dignities gone at one fell swoop! Marry! 
rails | Te hs x and quavers! Odds straw bottoms and broken 
teas a st us the sitters throne ? Odds scratching poultry! Femi- 

I laws he these digging ? my hair. Pray you, gently, sweet 


i om Ae 





mistress! Heaven bring me unscalped and in safety out of these 
tomahawk clutches! Whoop! 

ANONYMOUS ASSISTANT. In good sooth, a musical head. 
organ-grinder, or a player o’ the accordion, belike ! 

STRA. Why, the saints forbid! Shall I be numbered with the 
pests who persecute me, and whom I abhor? 

A. A. Y’are a liar, by your bumps! 

StrA. Then my bumps lie not, for I am a literary man. 

A. A. Art of a quarrelsome humour ! 

Stra. Wby,I have quarrelled with my bread and butter before now. 

A. A. And of a jealous and uxorious disposition. Alack-a-day! I 
pity thy wife, poor soul ! 

StrRA. Odds single blessedness! I have no wife, I thank Heaven ! 

A. A. Art prone to indulge thy children to a perilous extent—thy 
bouncing boys, thy gamesome girls! thy 

STRA. Out upon the baggage! She will father the whole Found- 
ling on me ere she have done. Said I not I was an honest bachelor ? 
She-demon that thou art, unclaw! Gi’ me my headpiece and let me 
go! Hence, hence, hence! 


—_——— 


Art an 





IF we are going to have an Eiffel Tower in London, what a thing 
it will be,” said Jones. But his double-hearted best friend said, 
smiling saccharinely, “ Won't it be handy for you, for any day you 
like you can go up to the top to see if any of your creditors are 
walking about, or if your wife’s coming suddenly to your chambers, 
and with a telescope you could see if the water rates was in a good 
temper, or whether your little boy’s firing at the next garden cat with 
a pocket pistol—a wonderfully handy thing that tower would be 


—wTre! y ! 
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“ Perhaps the most marvellous and important outcome of the Scientific Discoveries attendant upon our Modern Civilization,” remarked the Contemporary Londoner, 


pressively, to the awe-stricken Primeval Man, “is the Accelerated Locomotion, physical and mental. Speed, sir, is our strong point—the iron-horse, the electric 


rraph, the Now, for instance, Iam about to dispatch this telegram ; I have merely to go to the office, and—— Come and see for yourself ! 





e the read up. . . . Nor this way either. Fact is, the gas, water, telephone 


far-eiyht-machine company has (his r onstrate to youthe——” “Look here, said the Primeval man, “I'll look yor up 
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he sald; “not been able ts dispat h that accelerated té« legram 
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THE PEACEMAKER. a 
A STRIKING SITUATION. 

Docker.—*WELL, GUV’NOR. V1LL SHAKE HANDS FOR A TANNER, I CAN'T SAY NO FAIRER THAN THAT,” | 

[ See Cartoon Verses, Dp. 122 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE 


7 4 


“DO TAKE UP A LIFE. 
INQUIRER. Who's this queer-looking party ° 
INFORMANT. He’s Our-British-Way-ot-Doing-It. 








<A , Was b, } “J " ' 
nat the Company's 
—- a ’ 


TIMES. 


INO. Doing 
what / 

Inp. What? 
Why, preserving 
the morality of 
the people and 
pre venting crime, 


Ino. He ap- 


‘meiVy DUSYV 


Inv. Healways 


He + ° 
4 ~ 1? 
, J 
aa > » ( pps 
? ? ? ~ 
d I 
ment f 
He is | 
prise : i 
Ing’ provisth Ol! 
extra Ss, and 
+1 
‘ i ‘ 
(lé ( ] 
nad al ere é 
| I) i f ( 
(“i | T J 
l’a f ! ‘ 
+; 
| A nat ' ict 
it \!I | ( | 
af 11Z¢ il | t l 
| l i? Tt Lite ] rhe f 
Ixg. Oh, then, not only at iiinnd. thin tena 
( ou eytizen ! 1 ou ) f ‘ ct ( \ 
eat @} eer T ? ‘ rive " ry ’ 
i ‘ ° 
INF. Eh () [bn W hat I 
] () i ‘ i ! ( ‘ (*s 
ic’? | ‘ ] ; + + ‘ . " 
1 rst to ( He aecy 
r I 1] 
INQ, ys indeed I ove the words Do tal nA f, 
Inv. And the citizen rep What 
| 7 yo ithe ’ +} } ' i *() Lias y = 
Ul ‘ Do tJ ! ! hisat Dake 
(J i ‘ il tal ‘ i ‘ | ‘ ‘ > ana ] _ 
Wi) vi i YJ tn il ‘ ' t ‘) t of t ist Ta t od 
pounds for you on the death of each of “em! Come on! 
INF, And you hear the © i reply, “ Hun I'll think it over.” 
in I do Ana I ‘ TN) OWhn mM AqGqulet place, ove ~ viowed 
hie tary ny ! 
} Owl Tht ‘ t «A I I ! ‘)» | mseift. Let —~ & t? a Lr'¢ 
?} . 
the y i ina e Jem, J John, de lf ind Jeremia that 1 
] 
WMuike ol (*T)) t T 1 I Sab hen Wi ih J } o! tI ts sixty 
pou | Why ta ‘ ] eould ado wit yf ' . a f hey there 


; ~ 
; tw s 
| 
i 
{ 
* 
I> ‘) uw 
t pa \ ] | ) 
Init rriit 
INv. Why. « t 
Vo reco ‘ ? 
( An pr i} Li{*- 
CF) CM1LuUse De sso mnged 
ooo tenet DV vier at tis loss, 
It’s the eitizen who 


| } 
buttonholed by 


ne agent. Poor fellow 


7 


after his loss. * x x . zs 
Ing. He's paying another visit to the Company’s office. 

Inr. Yes. You see he is very unfortunate: no sooner did he learn 

| tocherish his Aunt Jane and his Uncle Jacob than they both died 

| suddenly ; and he’s now going round to draw twenty pounds from 

* oo” * 
His grief at losing his 





| the Company. * * 

INQ. How bitterly he is weeping now! 
| family was as nothing to it. 

Inr. Ah, you see, he finds that he has used up all his friends and 








relatives, and has no more lives to fall back upon. But see— 
at this most opportune moment up comes the Insurance Company's 
agent and pats himon the back,and ays, What's wrong, old feller. 
Ixg. True. And the forlorn one replies, “ Alas! I have used them 
all up—I have no more lives!” 
Inv. To which the agent responds :—* No more lives? Why there’s 
the whole world before you! Take your pick, my dear sir! Look 
the lozens of persons voing along the street. Which life wv li 
have?” And the folorn one remarks, ** Well—look here—I'l! 
| take those three elderly gentlemen and that little girl. That'll b 
| LO ty pounds tO oe ) wit! “ 
INQ. Dear me, a most wonderful system! Then it need not be 
| relative that he favours? It may be an entire stranger! It mig 
instance, be myselt 
INF. Most ass ' | even now. his eye lights on you 
points you ¢ Insurance Company's agent. Are } 
nret ‘ 
] \ —I—TI t ! over to some other cou 
( ife is not made quiteso secure bvinsurance. I—] 
‘'t like feeling too sat there’s no excitement about it. By 
' ! that } v Your-British-Way-of-Doing-It regarding 
ttentively, What does de think of the syste 
Inv. He? Oh, /e thinks that the agent is a most laudable pers 
( ‘ T 2) Sult ol] 24 ate commerce aL \\ n] tf 
7 with comme! enterprise, bless y Were prou 
( ne enterprise : 
I 
IT v n t eternal fitness of things that Thomas Brown th 
vounger, W ul been Little, should become Mo(o)1 
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| bal fl aise ee oy 
AT OUR SUNDAY SCHOO 

Daughter.—* te 








L TREAT. 


Don TT ee 
he more Cake, Polly ; 


\\ 
Vibha yf Lhiave some 


INF. Oh, now he’s going in to paya friendly visit to his Aunt Jane 
and his Unele Jacob. He's suddenly grown intensely attached to 
them—perhaps because he feels a yearning for somebody to cling to 




















SEPTEMBER lI, 1889. FUN 


119 te 











The Adverse Fate of Adriana. 





THE subject 'm about to treat He would enact his proper } 
Iswoman’s trust and man’s deceit. By loving her with all his hi 
The topic. Tam quite aware, But mi re base,.and woman f 
I: 7 Z * ha i‘ ail , She nane , ‘ 

B ere are } . t this minds 


\ 
Wh I imag i pa 
‘ , . . , , 
lo alloeate a ViIVid M1eam His Way. 
, , . , ba 
Of novel Treshness to the theme. 
[>] osopnhers, I LVé ef 
Now man Taeals nerse f « nove oa i, ° } 
4 iil Il i i Lit | iT al Who've pro Yi i r itte ‘ } 
} + } 4 1, a ] . . 
fhe tender influence of love, hold 
1] i 


An LAcariana Mi 1LCCUL That twenty dadev1is. fx ical al 


: ; ‘ . 
Was no exception to the rule. horned 
A aa s ‘ ‘ 
She looked abon tsa *emach. ” ee 
i OOKCOL ADO ttohnda masi) (re notn ror Tt 9 eae *§ 
Witl re ee eae a. og Tee 3 
i Lreputation, VOUTN. and Casn, scorned 
4) 5. } - Dice Psach an 3: * yey] 
And fixed her love, so fresh and And anybody, [ll engage 
e.. e * = o 
qf? a! - Ldx,’ Y y 
, : Who saw poor Addy s tearing race 
() Arthnor Puhelite MD , + eo 1 bi ’ 
i SLi CTLUI R LOVILe « Deke Would Tee] contented nat TO Le 


A. Rubylite, Esquire, M.D. 


Pt trne love’s course, howe’er it 


[s not invariably smooth. 
And Adriana quickly found 
Hersrunning overrugeed ground. 


Although her love was scarcely 


However he could treat her s 
But told him, if he wou/d be cold, 
pul | Tosend hersomethingstitf in gola, 

spurned, ] 

‘ Say . Or else prepare at once to Tact 

It wasn’t in the least returned, ; D . h af Prom} . 

1. ‘thn 1 aa A sort of Breach of Promise case 

ror Arthur ( who possrssed a wite) Witl > 
} , ‘ <— oom ? Ltt 

Had never met her in his life. 


‘issues round about Til 
same - 
Which should for ever blast lis 


Prise 4,4 . ° 
But true affection never sees 
. } } rs name. 


Defeat in obstacles like these. 
As } \ } ’ * . 
Wa AGGUV set her womans wit 
| } reTCOMeE them eal DV Dit. 


With Arthur Rubylite. M.D.. _ ress: 1 ote] ' 


| . 
fo scrape acquaintance seemed 
i , 
+ hy ko Arti ul h LON 
‘ 4 ; 
Is sse t j ( } her one Gave Ada nto ¢ Sstuu 
i } l 8) — 
’ 
x , } doe ‘ iwAamMaA - 
Aw & nwe in was cone Phe LAGE | : 
. | 
}” )s TY er ne] ae) j | 
~ +} | ] swoh4 ' nthe ¢ ) 
© thought, poor, simple-minded For eighteen month I 
A 
' 
pet pare 
| "7 a+} Wit ( DrTio Oi fini 
si h¢ LI A? ) TY ( , met l ) Cy? 








An Ample Apology. 

Actor (dress ing for new part —anrious and worried —drit 
almost mad hy howling and barking of dogs shut up m prsena, willies 
“fice )—* Blank and dash those dashed blank dogs : what the blank 
people want to keep dashed dogs in a blank theatre for I'm dashed it 
[ know!” 


Fuir Artiste (from dressing room in upp yr Hight J" Id 


} 


n't know 


j 


id 


ether you are aware of it, Mr. Lovelace, but I can hear every werd 

Ure saying.” 

Mr. Love lace (with eantrition in his er ry ton ).—** Oh, f beg espana 
pardon, Miss Montmorency, I’m awfully sorry: I didn't Anew yi 
were there: but if you heard the blank row those dashed dogs ar 


7 eal ; 














CATS IN CONSEQUENCE. nt 


AS to dogs being muzzled, Z don’t care. I should like the cats to be 
the same—of course I should. My landlady’s got a cat that I'd give 
a sovereign to see sent into the next world. I never see the beast 
on the garden wall but what I vearn tothrowa boot at it. I hate’em 
as [ always did. In the afternoon, where I’m living, a cat’s meat 
man comes round, singing out, * Meat! meat!’’ Then all the eats 
show their heads through the area railings, and make life hideous “fs 
with their howlings. They say they make muffs out of‘ cats’ skins, do 
they? I'd sooner go about like a tattoed early Briton, than wea: “) 
their confounded fur, that I would! I loathe ‘em, and I always did. | 

I've got a grand-niece.and she writes a lotof wretched doggerel about 
“T like little pussy, its coat isso warm.” I should like to make its coat 
a little warmer with a walking-stick—that I should. The Egyptians 


used to worship eats, did they? I suppose that was the reason, then, 
that they had plagues, and all that kind of thing. I think all this / 
talk about cruelty to animals is utter bosh. Give meaeat and [1 
always find a sti 7 iO} hn. (jive me a wood old tortois shell ton 
with an extra TOOL and J°/7/ always tind half a brick for | 

Phere was a t i fa who tied his sister's cat's t 
ina knot, and th ka hairpininit. Ilike that boy. Td 
him half a sovereig f | came across hi He showed that he had 
brains enough to know to hate what r ully ought ft » be hated. It 
there’s any onet | ite more than another, it’s all the twadd 
ibout erueltv to ar S H r t timals! Who wants ‘em. ] 
S | Duke of ¢ ( is thing to say about ar Lis 

i . by Li I] i Vials I \ ¢ LV i ) 

som or t ther. rince Albert was great about horses one 
Cat lead! Bosh. I sav! DIOGENES TUBBS, 
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DELIGHTFULLY UNEXPECTED--ON BOTH SIDES. 


Lady Diana.—* Not fond of horses, Captain Martingale? Y« 


i prise if € 
(apt. WV. (who has 7 before had half a chance of “coming up 
; , . ‘ A q 
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Gliding into Matrimony, 


the C rolistha t Greek mbinat 
re. Vide Press.) 
I] CANNOT tell what bashfulne 
Phe utterance of my feelings stay: 


Yet lacked I cour we to confess 


lo proffer, and 1 se to plead 
Each eve, n urage evan | 
And left me ! rof need 


i ( pl g lings Piritr incontessed, 
Made all my heart severely bleed, 
1 battened on my bursting breast 


! 
7 


! 
Like kestrel or rapacious GLEDE! 


From courtship books I learnt the knack 
Of question popping « /a mode 

f sought with sac k, like old Sir Jack, 
My heart to valiant deeds to goad : 

And Kendal Brown, and Turkish Black. 
I sniffed and snuffed, and puffed and 


Whose praise was sounded far and wide, 
And * Zounds!” I cried, “ to ease my woes 
The Chorolistha must be tried.” 
And daily, spite of aches and throes, 

To learn the feat my feet I plied— 
Then to a gathering took my Rose 

Where knights and ladies met to GLIDE! 


No tongue might tell what bliss divine 
Inspired us floating side by side; 
But this I know—that everv s 


. " 
(rf mh : +>, vy) , ; 1; ] 
i yOCss rom my ature ailed, 


And “] shall coax you, now you're mine, 


My passion fo the beauteous 
>! 
Though oft within the d m 
Of forest-firs we sweetly strayed 
And oft exchanged the soft caress 
W hile Wahiiel ne through th lones me ¢ 


SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 32. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
TO THE EDITOR OF “FUN. 
Sin.—On my word I really think that I shall have to take todrin] 
The way the Fates have taken up and filled for mea “bitter” cup 
emphatically indicates the road they’d drive me. Hang the F 
I gird at Fates, but all the same, I think it’s “owners” are to |} 


No sooner do I “tip” a horse, than they without the least remorse. 
and careless of my little game, intelligently scratch the same! (And 

I say “intelligent.” it is sarcastically meant). That’s just the 
caper they've been at with reference to Fallow Chat, which put my 
bor tip all wrong,and made my language terse but strong. Of 


;LADE. os 17 


course, When all is said and done, I know the Fallow would have 
won, but what on earth’s the use of that when we've been done out 
of our Chat? No matter. keep vour eve of fire upon it for the Cam- 


eshire, and meanwhile take. with mind at ease, this 


TIPLET FOR THE LEGER, please 
LET Fortune smile, or Fortune frown, 
Or take a lodging out of town, 

It is my duty to begin 
And score for once a Leger win 

(For once this year, I mean), 
So let me praise. as praise I can, 
The sterling worth of Donovan. 

It may be his to win the prize 
wal: Although I cannot well disguise 
lo plunge on him were green. 


Then let encomiums be past 

the game Enthusiast. 

And if you think him right and fit 

You might do worse than have a bit 

‘pon his offish chance. 

Lord Lorne your talents mav employ, 

{nd Quartus yield a meed of joy, ~ 

But all the world I hope to rob 

(By planking down on Chitabob) 
And then escape to France. 


Of course, I needn't say, old pal, it’s most unlikely that I siad/ pro- 
> though the 
parties in the house have nearly tired of shooting grouse. the partridge 
shooting for my sins, detains them by my moors and linns; or, more 


correctly, piecasure yields among my corn and turnip fields. But of 


eeed to any foreign clime for a considerable time: for. 


these things I needn't speak, they'll all have left me in a week, and 
then I scarcely need explain, I shall be coming south again. I never 
care to stay up here when days are growing raw and drear, and 

Lor res awake,—no, then my homeward flight I take. So 


‘< gry v my | ’ ’ ’ “lant . ? t 
you ll see, per Fleet Street ‘bus. 
i 


Your faithful old TROPHONIUS. 


Wiife—* Mr Hardn n. the lan llord. ha rI)ct } 


l\diOrd, NAs ist DEC, Jack. 


Sa * Yes, I know, I met ‘im roun’ the corner. and give ‘im a bit 
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Chacun a son Goftt. 
For all the years I’ve lived with 
srown, 
And Brown has lived with me, 
There’s never been a point on which 
We've managed to agree. 
He tells me that the fault is mine, 
| say * ‘That isn’t true, ” 
And then he ends with “So you 
think,” 
Or. * Chacun a son qoat.” 
Our house is situated in 
The heart of Camden Town. 
I positively love that spot— 
3ut not so Mr. Brown. 
A more unhabitable hole 
He vows he never knew. 
What bosh!—the place is right 
enough— 


Though, chacun a son gout. 


He occupies the rooms above, 
[ pitch my tent below. 
I like my rooms the more, because 
Yo ive not so far to go. 
He says his windows up aloft 
Afford a charming view ; 
And so they may for all I car 
As, chacun a son gout 
The other day—or rather night— 
[ ran him into Short’s, 
And there we stood each other 
drinks, 
Particularly ports. 
He sniffed each glass, and swore a 
swear 
That all the stuff was new. 
The man is surely off his head ! 
But, chacun a son gout. 


From Short’s we travelled further 
west, 

And looked in at the * Pav.” 
The moment we were in our seats 
He asked me what Id have; 

IT said I thought we'd had enough, 

* That may be so with you,” 
The tipsy idiot replied, 
Well, chacun a son goat. 
Anon there skipped upon the stage 
To quite a lively air, 
Two damsels of the dancing kind, 
With golden heads of hair. 
I much preferred the girl in pink— 
He liked the one in blue: 
Which only shows his awful taste, 
Though echaeun a son qout. 
” * ¥* , » 
Just now I took the fool aside, 
And said, ** Look here. my son, 
I)'vou think these lines of mine will 
fetch 
The Editor of Fun 
He seized the stuff. and having 
read, 
Ejaculated ‘“ Pooh 
The stupid! But I needn’t fret, 
For, chacun a son qout. 


Sa —— 
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“ Rapid qrouth of this ealuhriour spot, froma quut and l secluded vii aq: loa thriving town, 
i fet . - 4 
— ide Guide Books. 





KNIOKNAOKS. 

“I DON’T mean to say, my dear, that you had been indulging last 
night, but when a man tries to wind up the clock with his umbrella, 
to clean his teeth in his new Lincoln and Bennett, and who puts his 
watch in his boots and holds it over the gas, saying that ‘There's 


| A LADY has summoned her husband for giving her four black eyes, 
| = though it is difficult to see how it was done, unless she possessed eyes 
| atthe back of her head. She found that he no longer had eyes for 
| her, but was casting sheep's eyes at another girl, the green-cycd 
monster took possession of her, and she determined to keep an ey: 


on him. She discovered him with her rival and interfered, What 


nothing like a nice boiled new-laid egg the last thing at night,’—all could arise but mischief? Voila four lovely black eyes! 
that I say is, John, that that man may be sober, but circumstances | = 


are decidedl ly against him.” 





Mies Prettypet. = “Ts yours a Hussar Treg Mr} iment, Ca apti 11n } ff?” 
Capt. ¢ '“ ff.—* No, Miss Prettypet, I 


Miss Prettypet.— 


ny brot} . t , <3 , . ’ 
m\ ther to Say tnat vy lT was the 


~ 


= se 


I bel ong to the Infantry. JUG SINS neal gas —_ 
‘Dear me! How strange! I certain!) 


° . " : - 4 
est Ridin 7 Reg me 


Mr. W. H. Sm1ItuH's yacht is not inaptly named the Pandora, for 

lging by the numberof Government measures which, like the Tithes 
7 understood Bill, have come to grief in the past session, hope should be far down 
at the bottom of the Ministenal programme. 
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THE MUZZLE SEASON HAS COMMENCED. 
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| it fair play he'll give me Mr. Word. Mrs. Insertion. and Miss Print. A STRIKING SIGHT.—A procession of Dockers 
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SEPTEMBER 18, 1889. 





SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


VoLCANIC ramblings are making themselves manifest in histrionic 
quarters as I pen the thoughtful words of this column, and no doubt, 
ere you read them, several theatres will be in full eruptive activity— 


} : hj VA 


(ay V4 











DRURY LANE.—“ THE ROYAL OAK.” 


throwing out great streams of noble sentiments, crackling and side- 
splitting jokes, and exciting situations, flooding the country round, 
and covering the buildings with a thick deposit of posters, varying in 
brilliance and effect, and drawing innumerable crowds into the vortex. 
jut for the moment only the ramblings are heard. My volatile col- 
laborateur, the young man who pervades this page (more or less) 
artistically, has endeavoured to foreshadow some of the principal 
events, but I don’t advise general reliance upon the result, 

DrurRY LANE isin the throes with the wonderful and altogether 
lovely Carolian effort called The Royal Oak, which is expected to 
burst forth in all its magnificence on the 2Ist. The Gaiety’s new 
bantling, Ruy Blas, or the Blasé Roué,** comes to town” on the same 
evening, however—so what will the critic do then, poor thing? Be- 
fore either of these, though, come, at the Haymarket, A Man’s 
Shadow ; at the Adelphi, London Day by Day, and at the Avenue, 
The Brigands, Drama, melo-drama, “boof,” and burlesque,—“ good 
enough to go on with,”"—but where is Comedy in the Autumn Roll ? 








By the way, there hare been some novelties this week—two. One 
was a rather strong-limbed melo-drama, by Mr. B. Landesk, called 
My Jack, produced at the Surrey, and “going strong.” The other 
was a monologue curtain-riser at the Princess’s, called Grown Up. 
Mrs. Catherine Lewis-Robertson was the cast and quite looked the 
title. Two songs are “ chucked in,” but as Mrs. Robertson, with all 
her virtues, can sing, the pleasure is worth the penalty. 

THE Priacess’s company is a wonderfully strong one just now. 


BEAUTEOVS ANGEL, 
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THE HAYMARKET.—“A MAN'S SHADOW.” 


You oughtn't © Wish for a better cast than Proof revels in. and. if it 
7) he | 4 4} . . . . : 
was lor the scenery. 7 rea wu in t be a hetter } wr it | noon of 





My Jack is not altogether new in its incidents, but put together 
effectively as they are in this instance, old friends are always wel- 
come. There are some really lovely sensation scenes—one wherein a 
huge lighthouse goes off with a bang and topples into the sea being 
thrilling enough to make your hair curl ! Seriously, it is a very cre- 
ditable piece of work. Mr. Geo. Conquest asa “ Grecian (not his first 
appearance in that character !) has a strong scene in a desert, with 
which he scores much, and Mrs. Bennett is a tender and attractive 
heroine, acting with more truth and delicacy than one altogether 


expects over the water. 





WHEN Miss Fanny Brough goes to Drury Lane next week for two 
years, the attractions of Our Flat will be seriously diminished, 
though that wonderful manager of Mr. Edouin’s (He! he! he! you 
really must excuse me, I always burst out chuckling like that when I 
think of it!) will still remain to bless. If Our F'lat should succumb, 
however, there is something ready, or almost ready, to fill its place. 
Mr. Burnand has taken La Sécurité des Familles in hand—when it 
is produced it will be called 7he Private Inquiry, out of hand. 


3uT. what with the lingering of the Parliamentary Session and 
the wonderful summer weather we’ve had lately, it almost seems as 
though we are preparing for autumn before it is here. And yet we 
know in a moment, with a wave of the weather clerk’s harlequin 
wand, will come the grey days and raw, misty evenings, when, in 
spite of the exhilaration that is in them at first, we turn gladly from 
the tennis bat and blazer, the cricketing flannels and the rowing 
jersey, to the black tail and white choker and the cosy stall, or—an’ 





ton Bee > ee Z AE; i 
izouq? ——. » > . oo a OC \ 6% fj =>, 
THE ADELPHI.—* LONDON, DAY BY Day.” 


you will—the gladsome pit seat, the reward of strength or finesse 
and enterprise. Never, i’ faith, is the theatre-goer so joysome of 
mood as in the autumn, when his theatrical toy, which he has put 
away for the summer, is brought forth covered with the glamour of 
disuse—all, as it were, a new toy. And truly, my masters, there is 
goodly entertainment before you. Never were better plays to the 
fore than more than one I could name, and pleasant to see the 
younger actor-managers doing so well and so intelligently. And we 
are to have two West-end pantomimes at Christmas, mark you. 


Nops AND WINKS.—Which reminds me, by the way, that Her 
Majesty’s has won the toss—I mean the Sweetheart. Miss Minnie 
Palmer will be the Cinderella at that house—I am afraid to say at 
what salary (because I don't know!), but “Yours Merrily” has ordered a 
new wedding cake on the strength of it, and sent mea picce this 
time |—It is said that Mr. Penley will blossom forth as the manager 
of Toole’s just as soon as the proprietor of that edifice’s back is turned 
(I don’t care how that sentence reads—it’s perfectly correct).— Sybil 
is the name of the piece they are going to produce at Sir Randal 
Roberts's benefit, I trust without Sybilation !—There isa talk of a 
revival of Caste, to follow Betsy at the Criterion, with Mr. J. H. 
Barnesas D’Alroy. If they get Miss Lydia Cowell to play Polly Eccles 
(they are trying to) “may I be there to see,” that’s all. And it will 
be something extra powerful strong that keeps me away, I can tell you. 
—The Augustin Daly Company will appear at the Lyceum next June, 
it is whispered ; I'll wait until Lyceum there !—Mr. Arthur Roberts 
and Co. are scoring round the provinces like anything with Lancelot 
the Lovely, but a hollow despair devours my vitals as I follow it 
through the provincial papers. So many fellows will spell the hero, 
pea (not altogether without Metropolitan example, perhaps). 
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SOME TYPES OF POPULAR PERIODICALS.—No 1. 
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_, “ Supporting the fragile form of the fainting 
% sylph, and grasping his trusty blade, Alphonso 
ill stood at bay.” 


HE WOULD BE A PIRATE; 
OR, THE DEMON OF THE IEEP. 


CHAPTER I. 
“You have struck me, father!” 

/ =  y exclaimed the high-souled boy, and 
without giving his astonished parent time to reply, the outraged 
youth let fly his left with fatal precision, and laid the author of his 
being a gasping wreck upon the ancestral hearth. 

The next moment he was miles away. 

Ha! ha! the lessons learned by Alphonso Gripskull in the cricket 
fieldand playground of Dr. Slapjacket’s academy had not been in vain. 

Struck? and by a parent! Revenge! revenge! 

Ere daylight dawned he was upon the boundless ocean—the whole 
world before him—the proud possessor of a clean paper collar, seven- 
pence-halfpenny in bronze, a box of cigarettes, and a mighty blade 
some eight feet in length, which a maternal ancestor had wielded 
with deadly force at Hastings, but which in the strong right arm of 
our youthful hero was a mere toy—a feather. 

Whither was he bound? Anywhere !—everywhere ! 
years of age who speaks of fear? k! 

Bravely the flying ship cleaves the bounding main. But hark! 
listen !—what was that? A low grating sound—a scrunch as of an 
angry bear tearing an unoffending bun—a lurch—another lurch—a 
terrible cry, then crash! crash! and the doomed vessel is upon the 
rocks,a prey to the roaring elements. 


At twelve 


* * * * * ° 


The glorious sun rose upon a strange sight. Astride his blade, to 
which, with what little nautical knowledge he possessed—was lashed 
his clean paper collar by way of a sail, Alphonso floated calmly upon 
the bosom of the deep, the sole survivor of the fated ship. vo 

Anon a purpleislet roseabove the horizon. An hour later he had pic! - 
his way among the rocks and cliffs which encircled the peer 
paradise, when a loud shriek fell upon his ear. The cry of a res 
—lovely beyond doubt—in distress. Staying but to apply a —. “SA 
the remnant of an almost expired cigarette, and carefully folding his 
paper collar, which as yet preserved its pristine whiteness, org 
bounded forward, A turn of the rocks brought him into the — . 
a hellish. gesticulating crew. Amid them, distinguishable by om 
flowing virgin draperies, a lovely girl was struggling for | . me y. 
Cleaving the ruffians from his path—who fell like ninepins be z 
the deadly skittle ball—he threw himself upon her captors, > dha 
second later she was free. Then, supporting the fragile form a “ 
fainting sylph, and erasping his trusty blade, Alphonso stood at way : 

To be conti 
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THH OCOLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No. 37.—THE SAGE AND THE ONION. 
SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage, AN ONION. 


STRABISMUS, O, that 'twere possible to live without eating, tor 
methinks I shall have no dinner to-day! Odds sesame! Open cup- 
board! Alackaday! a banquet for a Spartan have we here. Item, 
one mouldy crust ; item, one rind 0’ cheese ; item, one lonely little 
onion; item, the sparkling rill—as furnished by the New River 
Company—in a cloudy carafe, at whose bottom the last bluebottle o’ 
summer lieth dead and drowned. 

THE ONION. Odds ogreishness ! 
never a grace beforehand ? 

STRA. I cry your worship’s pardon. 

ONION. And dost right. Even a Welshman would ha’ cackled a 
blessing over me, the name o’ Saint Davy, before falling to. But 
thou art a heathen 

StrA. And a Philosopher. 

ONION. Maybe, maybe, I was once a god, worshipped on altars 
Egyptian. How have I fallen in the world since men bowed down 
to me with, “0, sweet Onion, lovely Onion, give us this, that, and 
t’other!” Yet my brother Garlic and my cousin Shalot are well to 
do, and hold honourable positions in high families. 

STRA. Ay, I have met with one upon the lips of a foreign Countess 
and savoured the other upon a Dandy’s hair. 

ONION. Ay, ay! The juice isa noble manure for the hairy crop 
o’ the skull. 

STRA. .Yet in choosing to smell strongly rather than go baldly, did 
he lose him the chance of an heiress, and socrieth “ Willow !” to this day. 

ONION. O, I have parted lovers i’ my time! I ha’ severed hearts 
and broken them. I have dissolved vows, warranted indissoluble, 
and melted marriages that might ha’ been made in Heaven, for all I 
know—at a breath. 

STRA. Vile vegetable, hence ! 

ONION. Odds gaping jaws! Chump, sinner, and swallow, but y’ 
shall weep for me before I be well vanished, Ay, heartily as any 
Irish washerwoman at a wake ever 

Stra. Art gone! “Weep for thee!” Never! And yet speakest 
sooth. I would thou wert less lonely where thou art, thou little 
Onion. I would thou hadst better company than a rind o’ cheese and 
a hunk o’ mouldy crust. I would Odds pungency! The biter 
is bit, indeed! Atchoo! Atchoo! Atchoo! 


Is’t my fate to be eaten with 
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NOT HAPPILY EXPRESSED. : 
Mrs. Smithington.—* Oh! Mr. Tibkin, you are always so kind in 


coming to see me off.” 


Little Tibhin.—“ Not at all—it is always a pleasure,” 
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A TERRIBLE PENALTY! 








“The man who, at a crisis like the present, should venture to do so-and-so will HAVE TO And there was a man who, at that very crisis, did do so-and-so, 
DEAL WITH PUBLIC OPINION,” wrote the leader writer. Then he sank back in his chair and he went on doing so-and-so, and continued, to all appearances, 
and muttered, “There! I think I have frightened ’em now!” to live, and to enjoy life! 

Wh : 
a Wil > 








A ZZ Hii! i | 
- nil Hin 
ZA iy , iN 
























































Every now and then the leader writer would look in on him to see whether Public Opinion had withered him up yet, and would always bring a dustpan to take up the 
pieces with, But the delinquent always seemed quite happy and unconcerned—in fact, he seemed to be getting fat. He didn’t even evince a distaste for his meals. 
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Aiter many years, when the delinquent was getting quite a fat, happy old party, that leader writer muttered, “Confound it! I do believe he’s actually going to 
end his days in happiness and prosperity! Are you aware, sir,” he screamed, “that all these years you have been Having to Deal with Public Opinion?” And the 
old gentleman admitted that he had heard something to that effect, but that it hadn't killed him ret 


sv 




















OR aceon _ 














SS lle __ee__e ee 
areata. tetas apes edd validate teteae al wo Seal rh as ™ a - 

. : + . agape ate Sapa, amreaiapaniatingaae -~ahie —— + te 
SN ee A ae ER. oy Peace et engin « 
on Se a oe a a 
ee ey amare ania 2 whee > = 7 


- * 
ay ~e “e ee 6 rae : 





In ee a NE RR on ane: 














es A 
pres a ~ 


Bis ‘Z 
NS gag ae Si eres eat ee eee ee Poe 
. iiiaeeta i a ee Le SR Be we See 


52 


€ 
‘ 


‘ANNER, 


THREE CHEERS FOR OLD MANNING / 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. | 
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THE BIRDS AT LAST DID SING, 


AND THE DOCKERS GOT THEIR T 
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OR, THE NEW “ 


SING A SONG OF SIXPENCE, 


GRAND OLD MANNING: 


PRIEST, AND BISHOP 
THE PIE; 


WITH FINGERS IN 
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“IS IT GOOD BNOUGH ?” 
WE do not see why we shouldn't fill up a column or two cheaply, 
and have our little controversy. No. Hang it! here goes; we will 
set the ball rolling with a leader. 













































Wait a bit — where's 
our quotation book? Ah, 
here it is. Where’s our 
hat in the lining of 
which we have jotted 
down that collection of 
well sounding  senti- 
ments, apropos of 
nothing in particular, 
as they occurred to us. 
Ah, here itis! Now, off 
we go :— 

The Leader :— 

Perhaps no wiser, 
sweeter, and more grace- 
ful words were ever 
penned than those which 
declare that hungry dogs 
eat dirty pudding. What 
strange, yet holy, impulse 
is it, in the mystic inner life of this vast metropolis of ours, which 
prompts, as it were, the untutored savage, rocked in the cradle of the 
deep, to yet turn his weary eyes to India’s coral strand where, ‘neath 
the pale light of stars, the minstrel, albeit infirm and old, shall fall 
to rise no more? 

Is it not the case of all of us, alas! too cold and heartless casuists ? 
Which of us, holding the mirror up to nature, and draining it 
unflinchingly to the bitter dregs, but shail exclaim, “I am here at 
the gate alone! ”—yes, alone !—and shall grasp incontinently at the 
flimsiest straw which shall hold out to him the promise, all illusory 
it may be, of some staff with which to support uneasy steps over the 
burning wall? It is so, has been so, and, poor human effort notwith- 
standing, will continue to be so, while the mysterious evolution of 
concentric nonentity—that changeless law of the pathological 
intuition of cosmic idiosyncrasy —shall constrain, coerce, and 
emphasize that effulgent, myriad sided, interchanging cynosure from 
whose bourne no traveller returns, 

Now for the correspondence :— 






















“Is It Goop EnovuGcH?” 
(To the Editor of FUN.) 

S1k,—I must, as a truthful person, confess that your leader of 
to-day’s date fairly brought the tears to my eyes. How sadly, yet 
how forcibly, did it drive home the truth to all of us! Will you 
permit me to give my feeble answer to the cogent question which you 
put—at least I am not sure that you put it, and perhaps you did not ? 
—‘Is it Good Enough?” 

I pride myself, perhaps overmuch, on being a practical man. 
Possessed of a comfortable income, and never having been under the 
necessity of looking twice at a penny, I have often asked myself, 
“Can the starving be truly happy?” and, after very mature and 
ingenious deliberation, I am convinced that they can. The pinch of 

? the shoe, is, after 
all, just what we 
choose that the 
imagination — shall 
make it: and I, sir, 
who have never been 
really hungry — 
never more than 
just peckish—in my 
life, have, by careful 
training of my 
imagination, come 
to positively like 
the pinch of the shoe. 

Smoking my cigar 
this evening, after 
a hearty dinner, I 
ask myself,seriously, 
“Ts there really 
such a thing as hunger?” And the answer that irresistibly forces 
itself upon me is, “No!” Believe me, sir, hunger and poverty are a 
blessing, or a curse, just as we ourselves choose to make them. — 

I am, sir, COMFORTABLY OFF. 

































S1R,—You ask, “Is it Good Enough?” Will you permit me to 
reply that it is not. The more one knows of the pleasures, honours, 
and luxuries of this world, the more hollow and unsatisfying do they 


appear. You may take it on my authority that one turns afte: 
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time from sumptuous banquets, gilded halls, rich draperies, and 
ceremonial magnificence, and longs for the humblest cot and the 
plainest fare. 

As a clerk with a salary of eighty pounds per annum, anda family 
of nine, 1am competent to speak of these matters with some authority ; 
and I say, deliberately and sincerely, that the weight of a crown 
becomes, at times, insupportable; and that the strain of court 
etiquette so galle that one is sometimes tempted to burst one’s bonds 
with a yell, and fly to some sequestered spot where simplicity reigns 
supreme, 

If you will believe me, the constant strain of even so apparently 
small a thing as the wearing of an earl’s coronet ; 1ts presence on the 
head at breakfast, in bed, in the bath, on the omnibus, becomes at 
length so absolutely maddening and distracting as to impel the wearer 
to dash it to the ground and trample on it. 

The mere trifling matter of the quarrelling among one’s butlers— 
and where more than six or seven butlers are kept, quarrelling is 
inevitable—is often a source of acute irritation, and their gold lace 
a positive torture to the eye. 

I append a list, which may be useful, showing the period of time 
necessary for various “desirable” things of this world to begin 
to pall :— 


Regal Crown - - - - Seven Months, two Days. 
Earl's Coronet - - - - ‘Two Years to two and a half, 
Immense Wealth - - - - Five Years. 

Paté de Foie Gras - - - Eleven Months, one Week. 
Horses and Carriages - - - Six Years. 

A Genealogical Tree - - - Ten Minutes. 

Autocratie Power - - - Eight Years, five weeks. 


Trusting this practical information may prove of use to your readers, 
I am, sir, £80 PER ANNUM. 


S1k,—Is it permissible for an infant to render his modicum of 
assistance in the solution of the curious problem you have formu- 
lated? Speaking as one of the tender age of two years, I am per- 
suaded that It is Not Good Enough. However jubilant with 
potentialities of delight may be the flower strewn path of infancy, it 
is a fact, perhaps not generally known, and of which I believe myself 
to be the discoverer, that age regards things with different eyes. 
Those joys which delight the immature, no longer gain the applause 
of age; nor do the gifts prized by youth awake a responsive echo in 
the breast of senility. 

But I must close this letter, as my nurse is taking me to my cot, 
and beg to sign myself, EXPERIENTIA (7%. 2). 
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PUTTING THE MUZZLE ON HIM. 
Bobby.— Well, sir, you see, orders is orders. Your little dog ain't 
got a muzzle on, and I'll have to trouble you for your pa’s name and 
address,” 
Master Tom.—“ Why, don’t you know? We know you? Your 
name's Jim Wilson, and our nurse has your cab’net photograph in 
her work box.” 
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— 
But. 


Ir might have been a 
pleasant day | 
When we departed, 
And up the river went 
our way, 
Gay and light hearted; 
For heaven’s gates might 
have been shut, 
That’s if I err not, 
They might have been, ’tis 
" true, sir—but 
They were not. 
I might have been a 
bishop or 
A politician ; 
My fortune might have 
* done a soar 
With my ambition. | 
I might have jogged along 
~ the rut— 
For it is hid not— 
That's left by Fortune’s 
wheel here—but 
I did not. 
If only she had been my 
bride 
When I was younger, 
We might have journeyed 
side by side— 
Consumed by hunger ; 
For Life to crack’sarough- 
ish nut, 
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There are a lot so, 
We might have travelled 
thusly —but 
’Twas not so. 








C.C. ELECTION NEWS, 
—Qld Ford has put up for 


Haggerston (with apolo- 
giesto Capt. Ford. | over the worst—I mean the best of it? 


A SLAVE OF THE RING. 
To insure mutual happiness in marriage, the wife should adapt herself tov her husband's tastes and pursuits. This 
simple plan, faithfully carried out, has never yet been known to fail_—MIss LAVINIA WITNERS, “ On Matrimony.” 
Edwin (reading from sporting paper).—“* At the second round both the Basher’s eyes were bunged up, and 
his front ivories scattered about the field of combat; whilst not one recognizable feature remained upon the 
Smasher’s countenance, which was literally pounded into a jelly!’ Splendid, isn’t it? Beats Homer hollow!” 
Angelina (shuddering ).—*‘ I should think it did,darling! Is there much more like that to come, or have we got 
Read on, read on!” 











New Leaves. 


The English Illustrated this month ends F. Marion Crawford's 
wonderful story, “Sant Ilario,” and ends its volume. The cream of 
the number lies in Mr. H. Thomson’s delightful designs to “ Come, 
Sweet Lass.” The new volume will be under a new editor, and 
present many new features that promise well for making this excel- 
lent magazine more varied and more valuable.—Some exquisite 
engravings will be found in Scribner's illustrative of a newly com- 
menced story called “In the Valley,” by Harold Frederic. ‘The 
Nepigon tiver Fishing,” “Safety in Railroad Travel,” and “ Night 
W itchery” are all plentifully and beautifully illustrated. In the 
reading portion is a charming article on “ Alexandre Dumas,” by 
Andrew Lang.—The Religious Tract Society's serials, The Leisure 
Hour, The Sunday at Home, The Boy's Own Paper, The Girl's Own 
Pap r,and Friendly Greetings contain a mass of good material, 
admirably adapted to their readers’ tastes, and of superior stamp, but 
'00 prolific to be detailed.—Messrs. IF’. C. Hagen, of High Holborn, 
have published “The Hastings and St. Leonards-on-Sea Health Con- 
cress and Exhibition Record,” with a healthy account of the pro- 
ceedings of the Congress and of the Exhibition. There is also a 
sheet of photo portraits of the promotors and supporters which ought 
to interest both the residents of and visitors to this health resort.— 
__uccessful Advertising,” by T. Smith and J. H. Osborne, profusely 
illustrated (132 Fleet Street, E.C.). The value of this work to all 
advertisers is evidenced by the fact that this is the tenth edition.— 
“The Republic of Uruguay,” issued by authority of the Consultate 
General, London, contains a general description and statistical data, 
maps, views, and everything necessary to be known about the 
whine It is larger and fuller than the book issued some little 

llie ago, 








IS ita fact that the people living in the Southern States of America 
are a Florida race than their northern brethren? And does a baby 
-o$ Maryland lisp in Polly-syllables? And who are Mrs, Ipi and 
Miss Ouri? Americans in London kindly answer. 





, A ( OMMON that oO cht to be more used by the people, when demon- 


T it nresent—( mmon sense 


Le Grand Vieillard. 
(A G.O.MOUNSEER-IOUS MORGCEAU.) 
O, GUILLAUME GLADSTONE to Paris went, 
On examining the Exhibition bent ; 
And the natives dined him and his praises sung, 
To which he responded in their local tongue. 
Then they thought him a larned Mounseer, d’ye see, 
And not at all a darned Mounseer— 
For he took French leave with their language free. 
And they murmured the French for “ Hear, hear 
To Guillaume our Grand Old Mounseer, 
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ALWAYS ventilate your opinions gratuitously, and you may find 
someone who will put you right for nothing. 


MUSICAL NOTES.—No. 5. 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 33. 

















Here you have him when the Director is master of the situation. And here he is when he has “the boss” at his mercy. Six of one 


and at least four and a half of the other. 











































“ Worth makes the man!” exclaimed Mrs. Henpecker to her An Old-Timer on ‘The Strike.” 
husband, who mildly replied, “ Certainly, my dear—and dresses the As I was a-sharing my dinner along with my favourite tyke, 
woman!” Then he remembered that he had an important engage- And trying to pick out the winner of the game they are calling “The 
ment at the antipodes, Strike,” 7 


I thought there was many a hundred who hadn’t a morsel of bread, 

Andall because someone had blundered, would have to go hungry to bed, 
That is, if they’d got one to lie on, and there’s many a chap that has not, 
Nora blanket to sleep—p’raps to die on, ora bite in the cupboard or pot ! 


Well, I thinks about this agitation, and it seems to me just a bit 
strange 

That the work and the wealth of this nation we can’t better divide 
and arrange, 

For we know there is plenty of money, which with labour should 
work hand in hand, 

So that all got a taste of the honey and a bit of the fat of the land. 

And, mind you, I wouldn’t mind betting, in a country that calls 
itself great, 

If we don’t stop the system of “sweating” we shall find it out when 
it’s * too late.” 


When I read of the poor starving “ critters,” whose fingers are worked 
to the bone, 

Why, the “sweets” of their life are all “ bitters,” when they don’t 
get what should be their own; 

There, it sets my old blood all a-boiling, to think in a land we call free, 

That for all their hard working and toiling such a state of things 
ever could be! 

Now, this is my sentiment, mark it, and I fancy it’s honest and 
square, 

That when “foreigners” crowd every market, there is “something” 
that’s rotten “ somewhere.” 


What I would suggest to the masters, “ Give all hands a proper day’ 
wage,” 

And, to stop any future disasters, no more foreign labour engage ; 

[ am sure from the excellent manner the “ strikers” behave every day, 








They deserve, for the hour, “the tanner,” and eightpence for over- 































\ time pay ; 
| V/, The name on their banner is “ Unity,” around which the working 
Hit, man flocks, 
ial And they mustn’t treat him with impunity, nor his labouring pal at 
the docks ! 
Mind, there's lots of things I don’t agree with, for instance, to call 
| every grade 
ids Of man from the firm he may be with, to stagnate and paralyze trade ; 
) iy Sut : think they have managed to settle their grievances all for the 
ene est, 
. ON THE WEST CLIFF. And that each man will be on his mettle when he comes to be put to 
oung Cheekum.—“‘ What a nautical little craft you are, Miss the test. 
‘rettypert! S’pose you're the real, original Margate Hoy?” The advice that I giv jok is “ Wai ide” ’til i 
A you y y! f ‘ ive, as a joker, is “Wait for the tide” ’til it 
Mise Prettypert.—‘ No; the Margate Hoy is a defunct institution | Tillett) rang ; es res 
—they only have hobbledehoys down here now.” Behave like a “ Mann,” not a croaker, and look to your “ Champion,” 
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A GOOD DAY'S WORK. 








Y) Mr Putgler WAS very Proud of his earden and took a 
good deal of trouble waft Bat it enced one day that 
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he left home oa wsit 
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>) devolved rash y called in 
tance “A Slower @arden you wants, Mum, 
do yey? "said the & 
vegitable garden, it I was you ‘Owsoniever 
yeu can Ave flowers 4 yeu like Mum 

You leave that to me '” And she did to 


J : ) (3) 


Ss 





the garden eine —, . ; 

essional adsis- The dont want no’umbuggin’” 
Youcs, th des! Wie coh 

rose trees, Im sure! We musk 


rt, “should ave 3a taNe and chop tm down ; 












N Se 6 
t) ) ae Then this 
i | And dur ere trellis- 
iN th} S work 
! u is 
} | h P round 
} [} tre lawn the front 
\ a bit,an’ dJoor' il 
. DAT, Seta yew do roper to 
4 ~} P on ate Per 
4) * “y taters. ; E ' 
A 







~ Pee, bi 
7 ‘“ A 

And stand . Me Sg 

em in 2 tow for ex ee 
east, K eo _ 7 Moi) ~. 7 s 
ASOTIcAS : At \ 

Then these ere messin’ tulips ' We must 

+ ‘ 9 re S ° 

oe them up sharp ' and ave anice bed of young a: sy einai 


was 





7) “O.. | 
There how Ne do look a bib more shupshape, Mum! 7 


Mm) _.? 
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And when her “old ge nt” did See 


i\s ‘Surprised "wasnt the word for ut! 
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KNICKNACKS, 
SCENE.—A Police Court. 

_ Constable-—* And the prisoner said, yer honour, as how somebody 
had blown the gaff.” 

His Honour.—* What does that mean ?” 

Constable.—** Why given him away, yer honour.” 

His Honour.—* And what may that mean ?” 

Constable.—* Why rounded on him, sir.” 

His Honour—*T am still ignorant of your meaning, my mar.” 

Constable.—* Why, yer honour, he meant as how somebody had 
peached on him—squealed, yer honour.” 

[His Honour decides to send for Slang Dictionary. 


_WE learn from a contemporary that “both at Machynlleth and 


Newton, the scenes of his two speeches, numbers of people grected 
Lord Randolph Churchill’s departure with cheers.” This sounds as 


| r ’ | ] } L 
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Cuddley—“I say, don’tcherknow, how are the Bakers going to 
stwike, eh?” 


Wobbley.—* How? 


”” 


Why, with the Staff of Life, to be sure! 


Tippleton.—*I see that four fellows were locked up last week for 
taking tea.” : 

Tempe rancer.—* What aseandalousthing! No wonderthat workin 
men are driven to drink! No wonder that the curse of alcoho 
“ee ” 
= Tippleton—* Hold hard! It was a vanload they took.” . 

Tem perancer.—* Oh, that’s another matter! Serve ’em right. 








It is stated that in order to avoid being shot by his loving subjects, 
the Czar of Russia is in the habit of travelling by rail in a carriage 
disguised as a luggage van; but we presume that this is only on 
trunk lines. 
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4nd what Bor 
15 jollier Than a daily ®ddle on Me [ier ? 


Grand Old Manning; 
Or, THE NEW SONG OF SIXPENCE. 
(Continued from Cartoon Page.) 


KING CAPITAL sat in his counting house, counting out his money, | 
And fancied that for Labour to want bread was very funny ! 


In vain he tried to harden his heart ’gainst Dockers’ woes, 

He was cutting off his face to be revenged upon his nose ! 

“It's all ‘Mother Hubbard,’ and soon a bare cupboard,” 
Cried Norwood, “ will teach them to moan ; 

And—what! they still dare their views to declare !— 
Sueh villainy never was known.” 


Dickory, Dickory, Dock 
su iness is at a dead-lock ! 
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Yet still Dock Directors continue objectors— 
Trumpery, Trickery stock ! 
Ride a Cock-Hoss, old Norwood’s still “ cross,” 
| And cares not a rap who may suffer dire loss ; 
| He may put his fat fingers in front of his nose, 
He gets himself hated wherever he goes. 
But soon will each scorner be in a corner, 
Eating of humble pie ; 
And then, feeling glum, he may wiser become, 
And say, “O, whatafoolwasI!” « + . 
Now ’tis settled FUN wishes them joy, 
Extra Wage and more Employ. 
And now they are rid of stormy weather, 
Let Capital and Labour shake hands togeth>r. 











Gold Medal Awarded, Health Exhibition, London. AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS 
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, (7) This lady, who got “mixed,” 

lost her brother—so she said ; 

ugh | Whatever else she lost, tis pretty 
ire she lost her head. 





A father slops fee Sone wedding. 
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A Perambulating “moo-cow” on a 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE HAYMARKET.—There’s nothing I dislike more, when I am 
‘at the play,” than to have a fellow whispering in my ear all the 
time that such and such a thing is just like so and so in another 
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Tok HAYMARKET.—YES, "Tis YOUR JULIE. All, SAY—WUY DIDJULIB-VE HER? 


piece ; and that this incident and that character is a direct crib ora 
colourable imitation (nine times out of ten it is nothing of the sort), 
from or of—what you will. If the play is good it doesn’t matter, 
and if the play is bad—it doesn’t matter. Now, A Man’s Shadow is 
a good play—a particularly good play—and yet there was one with 
me when I went to see it, who breathed every now and then, as the 
play proceeded, such irritating things as “Proof,” or “ Lyon's Mail,” and 
even (once) “Jekyll and Hyde.” It was all nonsense, of course, and I 
should have had great satisfaction in ejecting the fellow from the 
theatre, but I wasn’t equal to it. It was myself! 

I THINK I could pick one hole in the logic of the events put 
together by the French author (whose name, by-the-way, is not dis- 
coverable on the playbill), but I don’t intend to try ; Iam too grateful 
for his play. It isa clever, ingenious and absorbing play, acted and 
mounted—well, acted and mounted as we act and mount now. Shades 
of our immediate progenitors! Fancy the piece in the old, or not so 
very old, Adelphi days! You'd have had some stirring acting enough, 
I grant you, among the principals ; but, imagine the court scene, for 
instance, “in them times!” Well, perhaps, there's no real necessity 
to go back on the old times; let us thank our stars—the Bancrofts, 
Irving, Barrett, Willard, Tree, and the rest—that we live in these 
times of studied completeness in details, 

Mr. Tree's doubling of the “ Man” and his “ Shadow” is a very 
striking piece of work. I don’t see how it could be better done, 
indeed. The two men are as clearly distinct in character as they are 
alike in appearance. All done with the lightest hand, too, and with- 
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THE HAYMARKET.—* VICTOIRE'S” CONQUEST. 


out a trace of exaggeration in either case—each part is, in fact, a 
thoughtful and complete study in itself. Mr. Fernandez, by reason 


, °* 
ef the terrible situatio nt nd of th urd act tT whi hy 








makes such telling use, stands next in prominence; but he shows 
other qualities, perhaps even more valuable, than the ability to take 
advantage of opportunity. Miss Julia Neilson is more “alive” in 
the part of the “ passion tost” Julie than in anything she has done 
yet; it isa very excellent performance, in fact. Little Miss Minnie 
Terry, too, touches the pathetic note—something, naturally, rather 
out of the range of the child actress—very truthfully. Mrs. Tree is 
not so much at home amid these wild surroundings as she is amid the 
gentle and more delicate confines of comedy and poetry, but she 
plays with knowledge, and even some force. Miss Norreys, and her 
military companions in the jocularities of the piece, Messrs. Collette 
and Robson, do their duty nobly by humours which are not “ quite 
English, you know,” if occasionally pretty laughable. Mr. Gurney 
makes a determined police-agent, and Mr. Kemble a wise judge. 


THE scenery—all interiors by the way—is by the two Walters— 
Messrs. Walter Johnstone and Walter Hann—and there is nothing 
two Walter that Z can suggest. The character costumes, and uni- 
forms are from the experienced firm of Messrs. L. and H. Nathan. 
And for anyone who desires a real “ thriller” and an artistic treat all 
in one, I can offer him no better article than this. A Man’s Shadow, 
indeed! There’s a man’s shudder in about every other incident of it ! 

Sy. JAMES’s HALL, PICCADILLY (This way for the Moore and 

surgess Minstrels !).—Here they are still going on with that season 
they commenced a little time before I was born (I’m just one-and- 
twenty, you know), and I’m beginning to fancy I sha’n’t be able to 
wait until it’s over! There’s no mistake about it’s “ going strong.’ 
G. W. and his merry men started their twenty-fifth year with un- 
abated vigour and spirit last Wednesday, with a rollicking (yet in 





THE HAYMARKET-——A CLEFT STICK; OR, THE SPLIT TREE. A MAD-JEKYLL 
CHANGE. 


parts tear-compelling), rattling, rousing, roystering, brand-new, well- 
found, copper-bottomed programme of the most exhilarating descrip- 
tion, which was received with an enthusiasm worthy of its merits— 
and what more enthusiasm could you expect ? : 





NODS AND WINKS.—Things are waking upnow! Drury Lane and 
the Gaiety open (tell you about them next week), and the Lyceum 
opening on Saturday, are pretty fair signs of the times, so we may 
just settle down to it and go in for a good feast; but, amongst them 
all, [ hope you didn’t overlook the performance of King John at the 
Crystal Palace, by the Haymarket Company ; it promises for later on 
in town, you know. If the cast comes with it, there won’t be much 
to complain of, with Miss Amy Roselle for Constance, Mr. Fernandez 
for Hubert Miss Minnie Terry for Arthur, besides the manager as 
the King and to say nothing of Messrs. Macklin, Brookfield, 
Kemble, and Daere being included. Mrs. Langtry, who is with us 
once more, is said to be looking out for a London theatre, wherein to 
delight us with her view of Esther Sandraz, etc.—The Royalty piece 
goes into rehearsal next week—it’s a regular rollicker, I can tell you. 
Messrs. J. Hicks and Bruce Smith are busy with some elaborate 
scenes (no less than six of them) which, I venture to assert, will be 
found no less picturesquely beautiful than mechanically ingenious ; 
“ sicklied o'er,” moreover, “with a pale cast of humour,” ever and 
anon. Some novelties in costumes are expected likewise, and some 
of us, including the writer, trust that expectation will not be dis- 
appointed. Many more things I could tell you an’ I were not afraid 
that the author would devise stratagems for my ill for forestalling 
him—for is he nota newspaper scribe himself, look vou? Next week 
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* The poor old gentleman was standing 
on the edge of the cliff!!!” 


RED-HANDED JACK; 
OR, THE BLOODSTAIN ON THE WALL. 


PROLOGUE. 
Heit BATHED in the burning rays of 
\ Xs an almost tropical sun, Lobster- 
ville-on-Strand, the fashionable watering-place, slumbers tranquilly. 
Not asign of lifeapparent. Stay, on the summit of yon cliff a solitary 
figure stands motionless. Let us approach ! 

Ah !—an elderly gentleman—evidently a cheap-tripper. Content 
beams in his eye, a delicate aroma of four ’arf mingles almost imper- 
ceptibly with the native fragrance of his breath ; he sucks placidly a 
short clay, and “ two-and-ninepence ” return is indelibly stamped 
upon his fashionable attire. = ie 

As with chastened mien he stands thus, his soul apparently drinking 
in the beauties of the glorious seascape, his eye softens. Are his 
thoughts flying regretfully back to the soiled pages of an ill-spent 
life? or has he—even now, perchance—a presentiment of approaching 
doom? No! he is wondering how far it is to the nearest pub. _ 

There is a crumbling sound of falling pebbles—a dark, mysterious, 
moving shadow. The slight, graceful form of a youth of some four- 
teen summers, bearing a ponderous axe poised in mid-air, steals noise- 
lessly along. Nearer he glides, the fatal weapon above his head 
glinting and quivering in the lambent sunshine. Nearer—nearer— 
and still nearer! The poor old gentleman is standing upon the edge 
of the cliff. There is a sudden rush—a demoniacal yell—and—whiz ! 
<I-r-r-r-r-r-ash ! the murderous axe descends, cleaving in twain what 
a aaa before had been a living form breathing beer and happ- 
ness 

The two halves of the victim stand swaying for a moment in an 
attitude of extreme astonishment upon the verge of the yawning 
gulf, then, with a dull, heavy thud,sink into the foaming billows that 
lave the base of the beetling crag three thousand feet below ! 

Blinded by blood, which flows in purple streams adown his classic 
form, the youthful assassin draws his ensanguined hand across his 
gory brow and coldly smiles. 

Then, with a small penknife—and a cruel light in his lurid eyes— 

© cuts a notch in the handle of his dripping weapon. 
Seventeen ! ” he murmurs, slowly. 


(To be continued in our neat.) 








Model-y’s your Only Wear. 
PAUPERS as “ models,” e’en “ casual” models, 
Is a notion that doesn’t quite please many noddles ; 
Were artists with such to indulge in communion, 
They might find their works in another Art “ Union.” 








EKNIOKNAOKS, 


Sporting Intelligence —Cyclist shooting commenced on Friday at 
Market Drayton, in Staffordshire, when a fine specimen, named George 
Sedgwick, was shot by a party of local sportsmen. 





A TEMPERANCE contemporary informs us that the missionaries 
have succeeded in abolishing the use of ava, the national intoxicant 
of the South Sea Islanders. If this is the case, now is the opportr- 
nity for the introduction of rum. There are plenty of avaricious 
merchants who will jump at the chance. 





Mr. Blunderbore (reading ).—‘‘The Prince of Wales gained a 
prize at the Paris Exhibition with @ roan shorthorn from——” 

Mrs. Blunderbore—* The Princess of Wales you mean.” 

Mr. B.—“ No, I don’t! Think I can’t read?” 

Mrs. B.—“ Then it ought to be his own shorthorn, not her own,” 


THE END OF THE STRIKE (between husband and wife).—Forty 
shillings, or a month ! 


SOME people seemed rather surprised that there wasa little friction 
at the end of the strike, but it was only to be looked for. The men 
having shown that they were a match for the masters, they could 
hardly be expected to strike, even on the box, without a little friction ! 


Smith.—* The keeper of a shedeen at Cardiff has been prosecuted, 
I see.” 

Jones. —* Indeed, has he been fined hy 

Brown.— Better for him had he bean a runner.” 

[ Left trying to work in French Beans abroad, 

A WEEKLY contemporary, in informing its readers that “ Lord 
Zetland will be sworn in at Dublin Castle on Oct. Ist,” accidentally 
transposed the two prepositions, making it read, “ Lord Zetland will 
be sworn at in Dublin Castle!” This is very likely to prove true, if 
his behaviour is at all like that of his immediate predecessors. 


A GOURMAND remarked of the Naval Manceuvres :—* The cannon’s 
raw, the whole thing overdone.” 


AELRE SUM 





Calm Party.—* Hullo! old man, what have you been upto? How 


did you get in this state ? 1s ; : ame 
“Excited” Party.—* Lawn Tennis, d’boy. lawn tennis, mos exciting. 
(alm Party.—* Lawn Tennis! it looks to me a precious deal more 


like Lorne Whisky.” 
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The Ghost Goose. 


A MICHAELMAS BALLAI 





TH Eday of Michaelmas drew near, 
And Jones was heard to cry, 
As sure as I am standing he 
That goose of mine must die! 

s| iat goose ot mine I love sO wel 
(It was the household pet) 

‘ But it must die, for truth to tel! 
I can't another get.” 

The day arrived, and with it came 
No change in Jones’ intent ; 
He still would cook that creature 

tame, 
And revel in its scent. 
Then, having rung the bell fo 
Ann, 
The servant at his beck, 

To boil the pot, without he ran, 

And wrung the goose’s neck. 


He cooked the goose and ate the 
frOOB8E ; 
He ate it all, did Jones,— 


The breast, the back, the fat, the 


juice, 


The legs, the wings, the bones. 
And when he rose he faintly spake 


To Ann the girl, and said, 


«I've gota frightful tummy-ache, 


And fain would go to bed.” 
Hie went to bed and fell asleep, 


And then, when all wasstill, 
He dreamed of dreadful dreams a 
heap, 
\s greedy people will, 
[}uitsoon thesilence round his roost 
Was broken by a cry 
Which much resembled those 
produe'd 





At once Poo! Mr. Jones are 
Krom dreams reverse of nice 

To find his unoffending nose 
Held tight, as ina vice; 

Held firmly by a clumsy bird, 
Which perched upon his bed, 


And spake, I vive you word for 


. 


wi ral 
The things this creature said : 


“Oh, Mr. Jones, you beastly cad 


Through such as you I see ; 
Your conduct, Jones, is very bad— 
As bad as it oe be, 


Of me you make a household pet— 


Of me you tart a friend— 
Of me vou make a toy. and vet 
You eat mein the end! 


‘Your case is one of millions 
more ! 
You make a god of man, 
And soon youl] turn him fron 
your door 
To do as best he ean! 

Your case, in short, but illustrates 
Man’s Lack of Self-Control : 
And yours this goose exasperates, 

It does, upon my soul!” 


The goose, which had no more to 
say 
(At least, we'll s suppose) 
Then freed the man, and stre 
away 
To goodness only knows. 
The man took ¢ vr) word to mind, 
His virtues to increase : 
And now he's True t A 
Mankind— 
PARTICULARLY GEESE! 








A Fact. 


WHEN a shopkeeper hasn't got 


excuses are they not wonderful 


the article he is asked for—lhis 


Just lately our ubiquitous cockney 


was on the war path—c//as walking tour—through Yorkshire. and he 
pulled up at a spruce little town, and having settled his “diggings ” 
for the night, set out on a foraging expedition, He tackled the 
croce - first, and this is what took place : 

U7, * Have you got any tinned tomatoes?” 


Sopa (with propitiatory smi 


** 


those Fancy Fruits here. 
l’. C—“* Oh—um—ah! Well, 
Shopman (com ing up sin iling 
any E p ad Cocoa. 
{", '\—“ No cocoa’? Why. bl! 
Epps’ Cocoa? : 


pman fon rf ® 77 ss] “gy 


it isn’t » ere7ean inet now 


es) —** No, sir. we have no eall for: 


mea tin of Epps’ Cocoa,” 
‘Very sorry, sir. but we haven't 





ST. MARTIN’S SUMMER. 


I'VE just been reading some rubbish or the other about St. Martin’s 
Summer. If there’s any kind of bosh that I hate more than any 
other kind of bosh it’s writing about that sort of thing, so I tell you. 
What do I care if apples are being stored in? They may be rosy- 
cheeked. or russets. or codlins, or bird pecked, and yet it would be al 
the same thing to me. so I tell you. But the air is bright and fresh, 
Isit? Thereisnothing so joyful: about it that you w: ant to begin skipping. 
I haven't had such atime of it,soI cantell you. In March I had the 
gout and had togo to a Derbyshire sanatorium where they kept to total 
abstinence. I had tolive on fish and stuff, and swallow ti amblers of hot 
water andall that sort of thing. And all we had to amuse ourselve: 
was reading wretched magazines and looking at amateur theatricals. 
Then I was packed in wet sheets like plover’s eggs in moss. A fin 
thing that to look back upon with any degree of pleasure—wasn’t it 

And when I got over April I caug ht an awful snuffly cold by goin: 
to a pien ic in the Quarry Woods up the river. As if I cared fo. 
LOO late ae Thames e yots, while other people wolfed down pige on pie 
with insects walking over it. A parcel of nonsense I say. In July— 
yes! inJuly. Yes! I got a most awful liver. I had two or thre 
dinners. Roasting hot nights don’t go well on the top of oysters, 
bisque soup, ete. I was tol 1 to leave off dining out altogether. As 
if | was the sort of man who could enjoy an existence of boiled sok 
and weak pale brandy and water. And that was how I[ got through 
that part of the summer. vero 

Then as to August? Well, what of August? I gota most awful 
rash from being idiot enough to try sea bathing. Asif there was 
any pleasure in that, I should like to know. As to this month and S 
Martin’s summer, don’t talk to me any more at all about it, so I te! 
vou. What do I care about oysters beingin? You never get a1 
oyster now worth eating. I remember the time when you could get 
natives for sixpence a dozen. Life was almost worth living for the: 
Things are pretty well changed for the worse now, I think. Bah! 

DIOGENES TUBBS., 




















RATHER OBJECTIONABLE. 
Mrs. Macsiller.—*T should like you to paint me on a nice large 
canvas, Mr. Flaykewhyte. Of course, you know, money is no object. 
F'layh hyte (under th impression he is saying something rathe 


it ) —** Ny —_— 


eed, Mrs. Macsiller, i: this cass the sitter is the ot 
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THE PLEASURES OF PET KEEPING. 
( re f ‘ ' : ‘ —s ; : : , : , 
) Mrs, Catlap.—** Oh, naughty doggie ! Diddum snap, then! I’m sure you won't mind little Rabies, Mr. Snarler; it’s only his way of making friend 
00 little si iva 09 P ’ a ‘ 5 ° 9 . : . . 
“4 ttle fellow. (2) Mr. Catlap.—‘' There, my boy, that’s what I call intelligence. He knows you are a visitor, and he’s up on the table directly to 
make i Y apts ‘¢ . ’ ° . ° a | . ] ” ”) ‘é 4 ’ 
“© an inspection. And, I can tell you, if your appesrance didn’t satisfy him hed have you by the throat before you could wink, (3) ** Yes, it’s very 
Curious i ° ‘ . . P ° nmr 9 ° P : p -_ 
Wh ne but they hate to have any talking or reading on while they are having theirevening bark. They'll keep this up for four hours ata time.” (4) * Ugh 
lg ic ? - - , e ‘7? ry ’ . . 1 ’ : 
. S this? Raw liver, cold potatoes, and bones! I wish I hal that mangy cur here! (5) Thunder and lightning! Oh, lor’! I have got him ' 
here!” 7 ; eS ee 
(6) “A dear little doggie! Got stu k, have you? Peor Lion! Put, it’s my turn now 3 
— ee SE ; ; 
a aati os CER 
’ M4 ° ' . or * e ‘ ' , t 
T Ex Special, Sorr! His brow was capless, and a sheaf ‘Try not to pass,” a peeler said, “Whi a) 
HE weathe pa . rewspapers he held in fief : nd aimed a buffet at his head, ARM aT 
oat Weather glass was falling fast, Of newspapers he held in fief ; eT : buf she a x : ied VE 
Or Y suburban villas passed It was enough to make one groan, But has - wage, ame Seas or eee 4 i 
le of the tribe of ragged boys That constant same dull monotone, While louder still the imp replied, + ai 
Who bawled in; Pcty deg * Ex’ special, sorr!” * Ex’ special, sorr!” os 
uw’ec In an unearthly voice, ee es oe itil 
“* Ex special, sorr ! ”’ : 4 
In } Then, in the twilight cold and grey 


‘appy homes, to left and right. 
hat ect og fires burn warm and bright : 
' Oldly did those walls of stone 

©-CChO back that plaintive tone, 


rr 























He drove a poor trade at the best, 
For such as he you vote a pest 
When what you innocently buy 
You find accords not with the cry, 
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He easily got clean away, , 

While long was heard. in distance far, 

é | hy Pe “ay | 6% kre ning Ni / x’ and * Sf a "Pus 
+“ Ex’ special, sorr !” 
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ON ALIENS AND STRIKES. 
I—ONE SIDE OF THE QUESTION. 
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OR, THE PET GOOSE. 


LMAS STUDY. 
OF 


DON'T YOU 


= < 


— ee 


S 
a . . c ¢ . . . . : ~~ ~ 
Ww = : r — \ ra =: . SS — 4 : 


— ‘ 
te b x cs ee: 4 
oe Ss Pa Rh ‘ we wat se Pas 
. ~~ ‘ hy 
SES WS " ( ( 
SSS Sh ( \ \ 


. 
4 


J 





\ Le 


H UN e—— SEPTEMBER 23. |] 


A MICHA 
AND AFFECTIONATE 
IDICULOUS, 


i 


wp gg. SRA RRS gree 


ie 
CAIN UHM TP Vid 





LOOK 





NICE 





RY 


IT’S VI 
MAKES ONE 


~ 
. 


IN HIS FOOTSTEPS 


IT 





Lord Hart ington. 
WOULDN'T. 


You 












140 FUN. 








CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


ANOTHER STRIKE—ABOUT TIME FOR IT! 

INQUIRER. What a grimly determined looking party! Who may 
he be? Anger is inscribed upon his brow, and resentment marks his 
demeanour. He rages 

like a consuming fire! 
: HIGHEST INFORMANT. Yes—he 
I Sum M Ae ix Jones the Consumer. 
. * RICES . He is on strike at last. 
Ing. The Consumer ’ 
Inv. Yes—he who 












PWALLSEND 19 
} _Steonvs q 


= consumes and pays for 
gp: | SMATCHEN 7 al Re 

a 6 the various commodities 
Lélicae SESS |S iN sold in this London of 


ours. For sometime he 
has, by reason of much 


ern} oe 


COAL | | . 

tall: oppression, inwardly 
consumed himself, and 
he is now about to con- 
sume his enemies, 

Ing. And what is he 
on strike about ? 

Inv. Everything. He 
thinks he—the consum- 
ing public—has borne it 
all long enough. He is 
the only one of the 

ole community who 


has not struck hitherto, and now he considers it Ais turn. Who has 

iffered and will ultimately suffer from the Dock Strike? The 
lnbourers / No. he Dock Company Not a bit of it. Phe shippers 
Qi, no, The rie rchants—the retailers hat from it, Who then? 


Why, the party before you—Mr, Consumer. He’s the only party who 
will lose. Who is it suffers from every stri ‘very fluctuation in 
prices, every lock-out, every “corner,” every“ trust,” every scarcity, 
every abundance’? Why, Mr. Consumer, to be sure! That is what he 
is striking about—everything. 

InQ. And why does he stand about at the door of the coal merchant ? 

INF. He has picketed himself there to prevent blackleg consumers 
purchasing coals at the present high prices. He has struek for a 
reduction of twenty shillings per ton, and he won't be happy till he 
gets it—no more will the coal merchant. Mr. Consumer's sufferings 
began when the coal dues were taken off, for this sent up coals one 
shilling per ton; then when the dues were not put on again, up went 
the coals another shilling; thenthe Dock Strikesent them up another 
three shillings, and the cessation of the Strike put on another five 
shillings, and the spell of cold weather clapped on another two 
shillings, and the succeeding spell of warm weather piled on another 
shilling, and Mr. Consumer has had enouvh of it. 

INQ. But now he hangs about the butcher's. 

INF. He has picketed himself there, too. He demands a reduction 
of two shillings per pound for beef, and various other little things. 

INQ. And now he marches three millions strong, with bands and 
banners. 

INF. Even so: he is bound for the Mansion House Ife wishes to 

lav before the Lord Mavo) 


7} 
the causeof quarrel between 
i 


himself and his cook and 
housemaid. He ison strike 
in that matter also,and has 
discharged every domestic 
servant in London. Hesees 
no reason for contin ling tO 
put up with the vagaries 
of the general, and = the 





j obstreperous Ways of the 
flunkey. He has ceased to 
see why he should pay wages 
to a dirty young woman 

with a ghastly fringe, for 

| such services as going out 
\, for three whole holidays per 
\ week, leaving the pots and 
\\ pans filthy, refusing to 
Vi wash, dust. make the beds. 
1) clean the windows, or do 
‘| anything else. Cheeking 
him,and invariably leaving 

I} DLL ie at the end of her month. 


At the present moment the 
woman in question is in the workhouse. 
+n has struck for an extra five hundred per cent. in the useful: 
of Sarah Hann, a: : , | | 


young 


} 
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Meanwhile he is importing thousands of tons of Central Africans 
in bulk. for domestic servants. He says they will be quite as useful 
as the British article. 

Ing. And new he is demonstrating in Trafalgar Square. 

INF. Yes. about the household workman. Mr. Consumer has struck 
—definitely and unconditionally—for the execution, by slow torture 
of that worthy. Any measure less drastic he recognizes as wholly 
useless, He has come to the end of his ability to bear the scampiny 
of every job which his house requires, and the damaging of every- 
thing which did not require repair. He insists on all the genti 
domestic workmen being hanged in along line—all London; and 
that’s his ultimatum. 

Ing. And now he is breaking into some office or other—he drags 
forth the unhappy inmates, and—oh, horror !—proceeds to erect a 
guillotine in the midst of the street. 

INF. True. The intended victims of that terrible machine are the 
public bodies—chief of them the County Councils. Mr. Consumer 
has indeed struck there, having got tired of paying ten pounds in 
taxes for ten pennyworth of value received. In short, Mr. Consume: 
—by the way, have you observed his condition ? 

INQ. I have; he is emaciated in the highest degree. 

Inv. He is: the effect of the grinding starvation caused by thie 
various harpies who, until now, have battened upon his unresisting 
carcass. But now—well, come and see him again in a month or two 
He is going to have his day now, and for good. You will find him 
fat, and his former oppres-ors considerably thinner. 





Court Carols.— No. l. 
A BLOWEN’'sS BILLY-DUX. 
fA bure¢lar was lately traced through dropping an envelope with his address on 
A BLITHE-HEARTED burglar, off I vamoosed 
The cosiest erib to crack ; 
A profession to which I had hintrodooced 
Full many a skilful knack. 
On the night in question (as Bobbies obsuv), 
On my lay, jest to give me ‘ope, 
I read my own Betsy’s sweet billy of luy— 
But I dropped the envelope ! 
Refrain, 
So, all my cross-coves who a-crib-cracking roves, 
When on bizness, with billies don’t cope, 
lor the cops got a clue, and they buckle me, too, 
Through Elizzybuth’s envelope ! 
On that sweet-scented billy-dux my address 
Was seribbled all tine and large; 
So, the low-minded ‘ouse’older, as you may guess 
Told the p'lice, and they took me in charge! 
QO. that Love and Larceny don't mix well 
And don’t give a’ artist scope, 
Ix proved by me in this bloomin’ cel’, 
Through Elizzybuth’s envelope! 
Refrain, 
So, take heed. I say, on the crib-erackin’ lay. 
When after the Jools you grope, ; 
Love letters don't reacl—just look how I’m * tre‘ 
Tiirough Elizzybuth’s envelope / 


MUSICAL NOTES —No. 6. 
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WHEN hearts were soft and love was young With lock and key and bolt amain, Of ardent lover thus bereft 
And youth was pretty glib of tongue, Her father tore her from her swain, The maiden all forlorn was left 
The maid returned his glances warm, And vowing vengeance on his head And seated in a lofty tower 
And one old joker raised al storm, He took the ke VW ith him to be ad. Ne «’ sighed and sobbed if by the hour 


es 
/ <i 
\ ith’ xT 


N 
\ 
\ 





Then doth the ardent lover wend He told his good friend FUN his woes Old Friar Claus they quickly seek, 
His way unto an ancient friend. Who nearly split his brand-new hose, Who told them if they had the cheek 
He said, “ My good friend FUN will see And said, “In good faith, friend, I see To bring the charming maiden there, 
What best can now be done for me.” That we can have a jolly spree.” He'd splice them in the open air, 
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| ived The hearts that vearned were joined in one ; 
Th ee — | pUn enjoyed the joke Then FUN contrived 30 Row Swe, k3. ~ sve | rue hone hy ~tovtrt Pon , . 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 34. 
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Here you have the old boy watching, with contented mind, the And here you have him distressful in the nals of splendour— ff, 
nissue’s ” preparations for the evening meal, of which he will pre- dining off he knows not what, and finding all things strange and 
sently partake with satisfaction. untasteful to his palate. / 
‘‘Damfino!” When home at early morn you go, Old Lex, in spite of countless cranks 
Our fat] kept tl ives fi bars And waiting wife desires to know For baring hearts, can play no pranks ; 
f ; ; mselve ( arm . : reat . , rc”? 
VV +r i “P } > > > gine es | Your whereabouts since ten or so, With “ memories that are perfect blanks, 2 
ith amulets on breast or arm, ' ee" ; any , Sari ' ro 
Abracadabra’s mystic charm _ With many an angry whine, O! Nor aught from them divine, 0! wu 
d WIAA 4 “at ‘ ’ . ™ . == 9 4 - , wt i . 
; —- ' No truth proclaim, no fibs devise, And legal men in vain may try . 
And talismanic sign, O! . et ; They ‘9 Sn - of you 
: For both alike she’ll count as lies ; | (While in the “ box”) to pump you dry, : 
But whoso, in these later days, , . ; ’ F : Jon 
, icin ; Just answer her, in artless wise If to their questions you'll reply , 
I'o save himself from squalls essays D ; fino!” : ; ‘ Damfino !” luck it 
. “TD, 0! f 
Must use the more potential phrase, | —— Rob 
* Damfino!” The ‘the peele is bes - sl : 
When by the peeler on his beat When bailiffs take your house in tow —— 
At school the pedagogue, irate, You're taken to a safe retreat The day succeeding that which saw 
Beholds himeelf on urchin’s slate For having frolicked in the street _ Your Lares and Penates go C 
Caricatured : and rage and hate Twill o) rig peige with beer ¥ em, O! "Neath Luna’s silvery shine. 0! 
Gleam in his eyes malign, QO! wi save you lots o sneers and shame ? 7 And you are questioned as to where 
“ Tuet KAY who's drawn this wretched thing, | If, when they ask you What's your hame. Is now your furniture so fair, (Mrs 
That I his ears may soundly wring!” | In solemn sadness you exclaim, _ R.S.V.P., with startled stare, yo 
And each y r knave doth loudly sing * Damfino!” ; act — bein 
And each young Khave uoth ioudly sing, F * Damfino! inte 
oe y if *) m - 
Damfino ! When members of the “ Blood and Fire,” who 
In counting-house when merry lark (Though much their staunchness we admire) Gramercy ! it hath wondrous skill situ 
Is played, and master swears to mark | Shall buttonhole you, and inquire, for saving human folks from ill, Miss ( 
His ire by packing off the clerk * Will you our army jine, O?” This wild, weird word: but should you will 
gy y YJ : ee 
Who first kicked up the shine, O! Don’t answer “ No’’—or how they'll tease : It’s meaning to divine, O! 
No clerk is sacked : for when he cries Don’t answer “ Yes"’—or how they'll squeeze : Just ask of FuN—who, all unread 
“Who did this deed?” each youth replies Just answer—and their game they'll In terms of cabalistic dread, 
(With Truth effulgent in his eyes) “ cheese "— Will sigh (and shake his hoary head) 
“ Damfino!” * Damfino!” * Damfino! Mrs, 


A Suicidal Selection. The Decorator’s Dilemma. 





[dir. Chaplin has at last been chosen to fill the post of Minister of Agriculture.) A SIMPLE-MINDED builder, I, MI 
WHO's this that is swooping round friend Agriculture Who had a job at Dalston, N., 
With eyes like a hawk's and with claws like a vulture; To make the P’lice Court smart and spry, 
Eagerly longing to make the corn dearer- Which I began; but when my men Mrs. 
Pretending big trade ‘twill to farmers bring nearer? All hammered, as in duty bound ; Mi; 
Tis he who regards all Free Traders as bogeys : The magistrate declared as how 
‘Tis he who opines each Reformer a rogue is: (In spite of contracts firm and sound) 
‘Tis he who belongs to the Toriest section— He'd quod me if I made a row. Mrs. | 
The charming, choice Chapli »* Pal” of Protecti ‘ . , MI 
; ning, choice Chaplin, the “ Pal” of Protection. Chorus.— His bullying gave me quite a twitch, 
* Agriculture's new Minister?" Yes; and a nice one And so I cry in solemn sort, Mrs. 
(Though, according to Tories, of course a precise one) ; * Contempt of Court, or Contract! Which? Mr 
A foe to Free Traders is he, by his chatter, My Contract or contempt of Court?” | 
And yet, for ¢/ natter, i sn’ , atter —— 
~ a. ’ a oatake. rs " nage ; moe ye ‘ My contract says this job must be 
To hie er t will ” . ice = ve - . yer), All finished up by such a day ; 
0 a . . _ .r . | * 
ss a eee ee? But then that beak, he says, says he, 
In fact, they will probably suffer dejection “Ss ’ " ’ g 
Ande froun thely Chantin. the Pet of Protect: Stop, or I'll have you put away. MRs. | 
i : > ‘ ih > » TIO! + . . . + - 
PUD, UNS FEL OF 5 FOU Me Now, is it fair, I humbly ask Mi 
aR aRURRR a a, Of Fon (whose fairness is our pride), 
Not Inform of Porpoise To stop me in my duteous task Mrs. 
A WAR against porpoises now is declared, On pain of seven days “inside”? M Mi 
Because they to worry our sailors have dared ; | Ah, yes, that beak’s a bad old sort, To corner me in such a niche ; i } 
rhe war with these fishy foes promises f in, My Contract, or Cor tempt of Court, Mi 
And ve 1) Own f ran excellent [MOTT Lis | ( nT mrt yr ft { Conti t | W 
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THE LUCKY MAN. 


Brown.—* Well, chappies! Here, it’s time to go home, and there’s 
the result of the day’s sport! Captured by yours truly! And neither 
of you fellers have anything to show!” 

Jones.—“ Pooh! It only proves that there’s a confounded lot of 
luck in fishing !” 


Robinson.—* Yes; hang it! It’s alld luck!” 


COMEDIES OF EVERYDAY LIFE.—No. X. 
OUR DOMESTICS, 


(Mrs. MELBURY-RHODE, a young but not inexperienced housewife, 
being in want of a General Servant, has advertised for one, and is 
interviewed by Miss Orty, a fashionably attired “young lady” 
who has condescended to call on her and inquire concerning the 
situation.) 

Miss OrtyY. The place—I think, from what you say, m’m—suits. 

Of course you keep a girl to clean the boots, 

The knives and all the dirty kitchen wares, 

And carry coals and water for upstairs, 

Willing and strong, and—well, not too good-looking— 
To clear up after me when I’ve done cooking? 

Mrs, MELBURY-RHODE (who at first was taken aback by the highly 

accentuated dress and demeanour of her interviewer, 


but has recovered some of her ordinary presence of 


mind). Oh, certainly ! 
Your heavy work, no doubt, 
Is done by charwomen, and you put out 
All washing—mine included ? 
Mrs. M.-R, That is so. 
Miss O. I twice a week to dancing lessons go, 
All Sunday evenings to myself expect— 
sesides two days a month—you'll not object? 
Mrs. M.-R. Not for the world ! 
Miss 0, And when friends visit me, 
You understand that they will stay to tea? 
Mrs. M.-R. I would not put on you the least restraint ! 
Miss 0. I think it right to say to no complaint 
Of any sort or kind will I submit. 
My way’s to do whatever J deem fit. 
I mention this, m’m, so that no mistake, 
: By any means you may be led to make. 
Mks. M.-R. To be 30 frank I’m sure you're very good 
Miss O. I always like to have things understood. 
My bedroom’s carpeted ? 


Miss O. 





Mrs. M.-R. 


‘ Miss O. The furniture ? 
RS. M.-R, All new—of costly pine. 
Miss O. Then as to rising, while it’s in my head 


I'd better state I breakfast take in bed. 


As well as mine. 





Sa T 


> UGRRESPON DENTS. 








Mrs. M.-R. 


The servant leaving me gets up at seven, 





But you,—say any time before eleven. kK 
Your master’s breakfast I, of course, can get— F 
And yours as well, That difficulty’s met. f 
Miss 0. Well, yes, m’m—if it’s suitable to you, i 
Your plan I daresay I shall find will do. i 
Next, as to salary, I require the same 6 
MRS. M.-R. (with eager haste). Oh, any salary you please to name. ‘ 
Miss O. Then, if you please, m’m, forty pounds we'll say, 4 
Mrs. M.-R. Your services don’t undervalue, pray ! 
You do yourself injustice, I’m afraid, ' 
Miss O. No; in my last place that’s what I was paid. | 
Mrs, M.-R. I hope you will not think the question strange— 
Why did you leave your last place? 
Miss O Wanted change. ‘ 
When does your present servant leave? 
Mrs. M.-R. To-night. 


MIss OQ. 


Mrs. M.-R. 


Miss 0. 


You'll want.me at the same time, then? All right. 
I’m going to the play, but when that’s done, 
I'll take a cab and be with you—by one. 
Good-day, m’m. Pray don’t rise—— 
Oh, by the way, 
There’s one thing I'd almost forgotten to say— 
I’ve a piano—can you play on it? 
Sorry to have to say, m’m, not a bit. 


Mrs. M.-R. (conveying the idea of being sadly disappointed). 


That’s fatal, then. would quite destroy my plan, QO, 
| . 7 
A servant who could not use my piano! 








ANOTHER attempt has been made to persuade the Benchers to light 


the Temple Church with gas, but they have again declined. 
wonder why this is? 


We 
Are they afraid of throwing too much light 


upon the dark deeds of the legal fraternity, or do they consider that 
the majority of the members of the Bar are sufficiently well supplied 


with gas? 





THE Dockers, fired by Burns, determined to wait for victory 


Tillett came : 


Norwood they give way. As the proverb says :—They 


Lafonely who win. 
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Young Buttonhole.—* Impossible that ro much grace and loveliness- 
should ever find a fitting mate. 


CALM. 


” 


Yet, if J might only hope? 
| Is left hoping. 
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Ae én would Take that for a Defective 
of spose rot! "said Chooby And 


> : 
Ca mera,sir f 


he bought /T, 


And just as Chooby was abouT fo 
a 
Take Vi. shot, he pounced upon hum. 


In His Footst 


To begin an autumnal campaign 
In the Liberal Unionist way, 


But Joe, being quick on the jump, 
Follow'd suit in a similar strain, 
And I fancied I heard him say, 
‘Marky, Marky Harty, 
Although you may be smart, | 
Do not intend to let you go 
Alone to guide our Party ; 
Whenever, then, by platform speech our principle 
I mean to let them see that I 








A LITTLE Set) ial WORK. | 


" 4 Ms ’ 7 ’ , 
See if cart lake a shot with Taf 
this mee |e parhy!” 










eps; or, 


The Marquis went out on the stump ; 


8 you tell, 
‘an cackle just as well.” 





‘Photsoraphs’ 
Oh ah !eI 
dessay ! Come %% 


the Station ouse'’ 50 f the Sfation- 
ouse a? went. And now he’s x under Police mirvesllance . “ 


The Pet Goose.—(CEE CARTOON.) 








"Mullo! 


saiva 
* plain- -clothes 
man”. “Wots this? Dynamite ?eInfe ernal 
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Machine? Nere'’s a chance for promoton : / 


























The Marquis, a regular toff 
(It was pretty near Michaelmas Day), 
May have look’d upon Joe as a goose, 
Yet he didn’t descend to abuse 
\t the species of echo let off, 
Though | fancied I heard him say, 
‘ Goosey , Goosey Gander, 
Whithe - do you wi under 
The way you follow me about 
Has almost raised my dander : 
It isn’t that I mind at all your own eccentric airs, 
But when you stick so close to me, why, everybody stares !” 
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Enticing him away from home. 
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Tal im off in bis wiahlshirl._ 


| (5) At Michaelmas — all prejudice (7) A“ presumable coiner” (so the D.7. 
uprooting— putes it) 
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| (3) A noisy neighbour keeps up knocks 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE GAIETY.—Did you ever hear the welkin ring? It’s an odd 
sensation when you experience it for the first time. Not altogether 
pleasant, perhaps, and with a tendency to superinduce headache, but 
interesting and curious. I heard it the other night when “Nelly, 





THe GAIETY “Wre'vE COME HOME!” 


(armel the rest) came marching home avain—hurrah ™ To see We 
REAL) boys (not WW helks, you know ) splitting our cloves like anything 
for three minutes (and a bit) right off! To see we pit boys (not 
colliers, you know) spoiling our umbrella ferrules in a rhythmic 
accompaniment to the hurrahs we sent forth with all the Kentish 
fire we possessed! To see we gallery boys (the genuine article) 
shouting with all our considerable lung power, and frantically waving 
our handkerchiefs (of hue varying with the remoteness of our washing 
day), while the whole assembly of us struggled to sing “ For she’s a 
jolly good fellow,” with individual ideas of time and key! It was 
an exhilarating time, and I think the welkin suffered ! 





THERE is something desperately artificial in this sort of sentiment, 
of course. I don’t suppose Nelly was really as glad to see us as she 
seemed to be and thought she was. I daresay she feels pretty 
pleased at getting home again, and was excusably proud and elated 
at such a welcome back. But, bless you, she didn’t seem anything 
like so pleased to see me when I was one in a crowd with her ata 
theatrical reception more than a fortnight previously ! Not but what 
| like it all the same, and when one saw the bright smile on the 
merry face grow a trifle strained, and the laughing eyes begin to 
glisten suspiciously and noted the tremulous uncertainty of her first 
attempt to sing, one were a churl indeed if one did not experience a 
thrill of sympathy and just a touch of pride in contributing one’s 
iota to such a sum of happiness ! 


BuT I'm thinking of Ne lly all this time (and vetting poetical over 
t!). Of course Leslie had his reception, too. He might have made 
more of it if he had chosen, but it was a pretty substantial one as it 
stood. Then there was Marion Hood, we shouted and applauded her, 
too, right heartily, and she was kind to us; she blew us kisses, she 
held out her arms to us, and if there hadn’t been so many fellers 

oking on—but there, it doesn't bear thinking about ! We greeted 
Letty Lind, also, and she smiled upon us, and Sylvia Grey, and she— 


ah! my boys, she danced for us! 


AND how about the piece? say you. Ah, well, perhaps, it will be 
a pretty good piece when it comes, but there isn’t any piece up to now. 
It seems to have been left behind in America. Our enthusiasm 
carried us well past the middle of the second act before we discovered 
this. Then we woke up to the fact that the first act consisted mainly 
of the Gaiety company informing us that it had, individually 
and collectively, “come home” again. The rest was—alas! not 
silence—but a collection of pointless conversations and clumsily 
managed jokes of the pattern usually supplied by the Music Hall 
‘knockabout” in the intervals of his somersaults. There is an 
unpleasing vulgarity of tone about it as well, and it is altogether 
surprising that such a concoction should come from the authors of a 
really genuine piece of work like Hemeralda. Of course such a 
company cannot go through three acts of anything without being 
sometimes uncommonly funny—and they are so—but, my goodness ! 
they might be so everlastingly more so if they only had a decent 
chance! The scenery is good and the band is good, and the costum 


te s 








are as exceptionally tasteful as Mr. Anderson’s designs always make 
such. The redecorations of the house are very pretty and novel. 





Drury LANE.—Mr. Harris has been redecorating, too. He hasn’t 
gone in for any particular novelty of colour (keeping to the good old 
crimson and cream), but he has made his vestibule a “pome ”; and 
sweet to smoke a cigarette there in delicious tremour lest a fall- 
ing spark or lighted match should fire the luxurious carpets! Not 
that it would harm aught but the carpets, however; there is little 
else inflammable in their neighbourhood. 


But the play’s the thing. It is a good play, too; as good as can 
be expected, perhaps, under the exigences of spectacle and the fore- 
gone conclusions of history. The story practically stands still for 
nigh on three acts that “sets” may hold their sway. But these sets 
are so satisfying in their clever contrivance, bold grappling, and pic- 
turesque beauty that it is only as an afterthought one notes this; for 
even in these days of ingenuity in scenic art they are a wonder, 
more particularly the forest scene, with its detail of shrubbery and 
underwood amid the trees which cover all the stage within the range 
of vision, and its giant oak for centre piece ; the embarkation scene on 
Shoreham beach (which King Charles’ tendency to say ‘“ good-bye 
until *twere morrow ” gave us ample opportunity for examining) ; and 
the final scene on Tower Hill. 


THERE is a touch of the nonsensical spirit in depicting a// the 
Puritan or Parliamentary party as mean and base, and a// the 
Royalists as virtuous and chivalrous, and the Royalist young woman's 
good old stage chaff of the soldiers “only warring with women and 
children,” is a trifle ludicrous, seeing that Cromwell’s soldiers have 
only just given her friends a thundering good licking at Worcester. 
Of course, it doesn’t matter much; but much better and more 
natural, and, if the authors will believe me, more effective, to 
recognize What was good in both parties. The acting of a lengthy 
cast leaves little to find fault with. Mr. Henry Neville didn’t alto- 
gether impress us with his kingly dignity, but perhaps it is a little 
difficult to be dignified when you’re running away from everything ; 
and the jolly, light-hearted never-think-of-the-morrow spirit of the 
Stuart was well conveyed, and we were always glad of his Majesty's 
presence, though, in our knowledge of history, but little thrilled with 
his danger. In Mr. Arthur Dacre’s Dorian Cholmondeley I recognize 
a typical cavalier of the honest sort. Fearless, devoted, gallant of 
bearing, and with the unmistakable air of gentlehood, without be- 
longing to the broadly romantic school, Mr. Dacre can be forceful at 
need, and acts generally with the quiet power which always puts 
noise to shame. 


Mr. LUIGI LABLACHE, too, is a first-rate representative of the 
“villain,” Colonel Ancketel (nice name!). His freedom from exagger- 
ation pleased me much. Mr. Harry Nicholls, as a Puritan, won from 
sombre garb to clothing of bright hue by the wiles of wicked and 
clever Miss Fanny Brough, is as unmistakably funny as usual, and 
very much more “in the picture.” The Cockney flavour of his 
Elizabethan ‘prentice in Zhe Armada was a good deal “sat upon” 





DRURY LANE.—KING CHARLES II. PATIENTLY LAYING HIMSELF OUT TO SUBMIT 
TO THOSE FAMOUS JOKES ABOUT “ Upa TRER,” “ HIGH TREES-ON,” ETC. 


last year, and now I see an influential critic remarks that this is not 

Cockney enough! What is a poor Nicholls to do under the circum- 

stances? Keep Walk-in-the-way Dearlove as it is, if he asks me. 
NESTOR. 
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SOME TYPES OF POPULAR PERIODICALS.—No 3. 
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* Back, rufian !” he exclaimed, *o 
vou share vour comrades doom!" 


THE BOY BURGLAR; 


OR, 
THE TERROR OF TURNHAM GREEN. 


CHAPTER Il. 


THE clock of Saint Paul's 

_ sounded the solemn hour of mid- 
night, but scarcely had the last chime died away upon the listening ear, 
when a cloaked figure emerged from a neighbouring alley, and 
silently glided along the deserted thoroughfares in the direction of 
the Bank of Engraving. The light from a passing lamp-post showed 
the brawny limbs and massive form of a boy about eight or nine 
years of age, who combined with the physique of a Samson the cat- 
like tread and stealthy mien of a tiger in quest of prey. He smoked 
« short pipe, carried a long bag, and a mask of b'ack crape almost 
entirely concealed his features. 

Reaching his destination, he paused for a moment, then carelessly 
drawing a coil of rope from his pocket, to one end of which was 
attached a piece of sticking plaster, he threw it without an effort to 
the top of the building, and not waiting for it to lodge upon the 
coping, clambered swiftly hand over hand to the roof. Drawing the 
rope up after him, and grasping a formidable looking jemmy, some 
three feet in length, which he had kept concealed in his boot, he 
burrowed his way down through the building, locks, bolts, bars, and 
fastenings opening as if by magic beneath the persuasive force of his 
hand. In fifteen seconds from the time the roof was scaled, he sto 
in the strong room of the bank, before an open safe bursting with bags 
of elittering cold. 

A slight noise caused him to turn his head. 
the threshold stood two minions of the law! 

Uttering a yell like an enraged hyena, he pulled from an inner 
pocket a revolver, jewelled in fourteen holes. There was a flash—a 
report—and one burly ofticer lay weltering in his gore. The other 
advanced slowly, turning the light of his lantern full upon the 
desperado. ; 

“ Back, ruffian!” he exclaimed, “or you share your comrade’s 
doom!” The policeman uttered a cry of terror, and fell upon his 
knees. “ Jer-ru-sal-em!” he whimpered ; “it’s the Boy Burglar ! 
“It is,” said the other, proudly. “Quick! if you would save your 
miserable life, and live to wear an inspector’s uniform, assist me. 
and he pointed to the bursting bags of bullion. The trembling 
officer obeyed, and soon transferred the contents of the safe to the 
Dag, 

“Now!” said the young burglar, “silence, or you die!” : 
contemptuously throwing him three-halfpence, he added, sternly, “ call 


YY 





In the dim shadow of 


and, 


€a nhansom!” 
(To be continued in our next.) 

















Substituted Service. 


(Mr. Justice Denman was recently asked to allow notice to be served upon Mrs, 
Weldon by registered letter on the plea that she had barricaded her house and 
would let nobody in. His lordship declined.) 

SINCE La Weldon the wise barricaded, 
‘Gainst Writters her charming domain ; 

I have felt very strongly persuaded 
To act in a similar strain. 

When they come with bold, bad blue MS.s, 
Expecting I'll bear all their brunt ; 

Then, if built in that way my address is, 
Ill shout from the second-floor front— 


“Ol! serve me by Registered Letter ! 
Too much by these things I've been dosed ; 

Of life’s bitterest bitters, the worst are the Writters— 
So serve me, I pray, through the post.” 


It would seem, in the case above mentioned, 
Those who'd summon were somewhat ronplussed ; 
For his lordship was not well-intentioned, 
So the postal proposal was “ bust.” 
This failure might save some commotion, 
For I mightn’t be served then at all ; 
Still, I could try the barricade notion, 
And then from upstairs I could bawl— 


“QO! serve me by Registered Letter, 
‘Tis very much nicer, you know ; 

It gives me the twitters—this haunting by Writters— 
So serve me per G, P. 0.” , 





THE Italian Minister of War has ordered from the firm of Krupp, 
of Essen, a number of masked towers for the defence of the Alps. 
There will, of course, in the Alps be little difficulty in “ mountin’” 
the guns. This defensive measure may not keep the enemy out of 
Italy, but “every little Alps,” as the old saying goes. 





AT OUR FANCY FAIR. 
Miss Swectlips.—* Don’t ‘you think this lemonade’s awfully nice, 
Tommy ?” 
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ON ALIENS AND STRIKES. 
I.—THE OTHER SIDE OF THE QUESTION. 
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THE ORGANIZER. 
A STUDY. 


IsqurreR. Good morrow, Mr. Organizer! You do not appear 
contented ? 

ORGANIZER (sometimes called “ Agitator” ). 1 am far from 
contented. I am 
sick of this effete 
old country? People 
have begun to know 
me, or something ; 
for all this livelong 
day have I been 
diligently round, 
striving in vain to 
organize someone— 
} buat no one will be 
| organized. 
| Ing. You surprise 
ni) me! What reason 
\} dothey advance for 
so perverse a de- 
termination ? 

Orc. They are 
absurd enough to 
say that they can- 
vy, not afford to be 

organized any more 
—that it costs a leetle too much in these bad times. They remark 
that a rupture of the friendly relations of society may be very 
advantageous to me; but that they prefer the affairs of life 
to go on quietly, even if such an alternative does deprive me of my 
income, They say that I have organized the community all round 
for a good many years, and that the community is a good 
deal the worse for it. They say that they don’t intend to have any more 
slavery, or any more of my “truck” (a rulgar expression). They 
say all this—is it not ungrateful and preposterous? 

Inq. Itisindeed! And what, under these distressing circumstances, 
do you propose to do? 

Orc. Ahem—ah—well: I must begin by pawning such articles as 
are left me, and then 

Inq. If I might venture a suggestion; why not try a new field for 
your exertions? in some other—and more “green”—clime. Some 
land which is as yet unsuspecting, and has had no experience of you. 
Why not depart to some brighter,and more foolish, sphere; where 
your motives may escape just suspicions? We—ah—this country can 
spare you. 

OrG. It is very good of you to say so; since there is no help for it, 
I will shake the dust of this ungrateful land from off my feet, and 
try a new scene. I will away to some <listant isle where capital and 
labour jog on contented, hand in hand,and all classes are content 
with things; and I will change all that. Away! 

+ * . . * * 

Inq. And this new land—is it to your liking? 

Ora. Oh, 80 much so! Scarce had I landed when I saw that this, 
of all spots on earth, is the spot for the organizer. All around reigned 
simplicity and unsuspicion — all around were contented faces ; 
employer and employed grasped hands and smiled the one on the 
other. None murmured discontent, nor said, “1 would fain have 
more.” 

INQ. Then youstraight 





a—— 


began to organize’ 
OrG. Idid. Stepping 
up to the first son of 
toil I met, I murmured 
to him, “Fool!” He 
prayed me tell him why 
[ called him fool: 
“ Because thou art 
contented with thy lot,” 
quoth I; “and thinkest 
| thyself sufficiently re- 
))| warded for thy toil.” 
Hil “That am I,” said he. 
; Then did I fall to putting 
it to him—this way and 
that; and by degrees I 
saw the dull shade of 
discontent fall upon his 
eye. But he said, “ My 
employer is a just man, 
and means me well.” ; :“ Not so,” quoth J, “thy employer is a wolf in 
sheep's clothing, a loathly crawling thing. an oppressor and slave- 


o AXA 
driver!” And he said, “Is thisso? Then willl strike!” And he 
struck. : 








Ing. And with a good result? 

Orc. With a most sweet result. They twain—employer and em- 
ployed—who but this morn walked friendly hand in hand, do now 
scowl mutual distrust, and fence the one with the other. . . And 
now the son of toil, by dint of combination and of tyranny over his 
brethren of the horny hand, hath gained his—that is, my—end, and 
screwed more emolument out of the unwilling master. And I am 
growing well-to-do. * * * * * 

Ing. And now—more progress? 

OrG. More indeed. Taking the employer by the sleeve, I said to 
him, “Fool!” “Why so?” he asked. “Am I not prosperous and 
content with my lot, and with my fellow men?” “Ay!” said I, 
‘and therein thy folly. The son of toil is thine enemy. He it is 
who prevents all profits on thine undertakings.” “But,” said the 
employer, “mine undertakings do yield me good profits.” “ Pooh,” 
said I, “ ye mistake.” “ Mistake,” quoth the employer, “doth not a 
man know his own business?” “ Phaugh!” quoth I, “not at all.” 
And then did I explain unto him his own business, showing him how it 
was better that he should combine against his enemy, the son of toil, 
and reduce his wages. And then I did request hissubscription for myself, 

Ing. And all goes well? 

OrG. Most well. Employer and employed are now sworn enemies, 
and will nevermore jog hand in hand. 

INQ. Then thy task is accomplished ? 

Ora. Marry, no! My task is never accomplished while there 
remains in the world one jot of trust *twixt man and man—one atom 
of content—one iota of peace and goodwill. I go now to stir up the 
consumer against both employer and employed. There will be more 
good result ; more strife and hatred ; more income for the Organizer. 
O, tis a goodly and a gullible world ! 











Bor-ax-i-dental. 
Do you really want to preserve your teeth? 
Would you /ike them to be pure white? 
So that when with smiles you your face enwreathe 
Your toosipegs all would look bright? 
Use the Borax firm’s powder—* The Queen of Beauty,” 
To state this (Bor)axiom is but duty. 
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AND THE WORST OF IT WAS SHE LAUGHED. 
Rorty Chap.—* Y'ere y'are, sir. Get yer a keb, sir?” 
Haughty Chap (who has hired a l rougham ).—* No; get:out! I 
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don't want a cab.” 
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En filemoriam. 
WILKIE COLLINS, NOVELIST. 
Obit 23rd September, 1889. 
GENIAL, pleasant writer for 
the hour, 

Kindly of heart, great in 
ready power ; 

With Fiction’s pen the 
marvels of our day 

To deck with wings, dull 
hours to speed away. 

He not a genius? Well, 
twas little crime 

To be the enemy of lagging 
time. 











THE Pope has sent his 
congratulations to Cardinal 
Manning upon the success 
of his endeavours to bring 
about a settlement of the 
Dock Strike. We join his 
holiness in his congratula- 
tions, for this good old 
Cardinal has done more to- 

is “ Manning” the docks 
than anyone concerned 
in the recent agitation. 











“THE HORSE IS A USEFUL ANIMAL.” 


Mick (with serew for sale ).—‘Is it go ye said? Faith, he'll go till he drops!” 


PIECE WORK.—Acting. 


Pat.— Sure he’d have to goa dale longer than that, be the looks of him, before ke’ be anny use !” 








On Margate Fort, amid the crowd, 
I’ve trotted out with fairies fine, 
And Margate Pier observed my proud 
Approach, and fancied it was mine! 
The Margate Maids divinely dance, 
Within their gay Assembly Room,— 
Sweet Margate Maids ! whose amorous glance 
Would lure a hermit from his gloom. 
On Margate Drives whoe’er will go 
Will gain a glorious appetite, 
And Margate Walks are sweet, although 
St. Peter’s tombs look weird by night. 
In Margate Grotto, sixpence spent 
Is sixpence that you ne’er will rue, 
And Margate ’Gatta* ‘s an event 
That all good sporters ought to view. 
In Margate, Sanger fills with glee 
Unnumbered visitors from town ; 
And Margate Minstrels by the sea 
Would tempt St. Simeon Stylites down! 
* id est, Regatta. A provincialism.—ED. FUN, 


Merry Margate: Pro and Con. 
ON Margate Sands I’ve roamed for weeks 
Far distant from the cares of town, 
And Margate Air has dyed my cheeks, 
That erst were white, a hazel brown. 
The Margate Winds have blown the curst 
Dyspepsia from my feeble frame, 
And Margate Waves have well dispersed 
The pains that racked me when I came. 
In Margate Brine I’ve ducked and dipped, 
Till I'm a brand-new creature quite. 
In Margate Boats I’ve tireless tripped 
With pure and infinite delight. 
In Margate Theatre I’ve sat 
And gaily grinned from ear to ear, 
And Margate Seamen's jovial chat 
Is quite carminative to hear. 
With Margate Belles I've flirted hard 
And they have filled my soul with mirth, 
For Margate Damsels I regard 
As just the jolliest girls on earth. 


| 





But Margate Joys—though rich they be— 
Are not entirely unalloyed, 
And Margate Woes have pounced on me 
And much my sorrowing soul annoyed. 
The Margate Beer is quite too-too, 
The Margate Stout is quite A 1; 
The Margate Slops have work to do, 
And, by the rood! it’s sternly done. 
Of Margate Drink you must imbibe 
A drop too much—it tempts you so ; 
But Margate Peelers seek to bribe, 
And they'll distinctly tell you “ No!” 
In Margate Streets, one night, through 
mists 
Of drunkenness I capered round, 
But Margate Gyves upon my wrists, 
Ere I had gambolled far, I found. 
In Margate Court next morn I stood, 
And felt in an infernal fix : 
And Margate’s Bench has sucked my blood 
By mulcting me in twelve and six!!! 











Vive le Sport.—(SEE CARTOON.) 
WHEN a Mossoo stalks off to Za Chasse with a gun 
He is truly a beautiful sight, 
And e’en if the results, when his outing is done, 
Should appear unbecomingly slight, 
Yet he feels he’s been having some capital fun, 
And he goes to bed happy at night; 
For he loves “ Le Sport ” extremely, and 
He likes his rig-out to look grand. 
Now, le brav’ Général, in a similar way, 
Has been out with a pretty big bag 
To hold game, and comes back highly pleased with his day, 
He declares, and seems ready to brag, 
Though one little cock-sparrow’s all he can say 
Is his own special share of the swag ; 
But he loves “ Le Sport,” and takes a shot 
At anything—no matter what. 
Just at present his skill cannot greatly excel, 
And he should not boast loud on that head, 
As to nobble one sparrow is not very well 
In return for much powder and lead ; 
Though some time in the future, perhaps—who can tell ’— 
He may bring down a pheasant instead, 
For he loves “* Li Sport,” and wants to see 
H + } ar | 
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MUSICAL N OTES.—No. 7. 


A PRIVATE INCOME.—A bob a day. 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 35. 
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Here vou have the literary hack in a slack time, telling himsell 
: | he'll —_ : 
that 1f he doesnt get some Work precio is soon he'll be driven into 


the workhouse. 


Court Carols.—No. 2. 
A COINERESS'S CONSTANCY. 
A wholesale coiner lately managed to elude the police, even at the station, while 


his wife vowed, like Mrs. Micawber, that she “ would never desert him ! 
T’OTHER day FUN remarked on a burglar who “ buckled” was, 
All through a bloomin’ gal ; 
jut I, who on Crime’s Condensed Cream always suckled was— 
Luckier am in my pal. 
My trade being Coining—purfession I should ha’ said ; 
One day they lagged me neat ; 
jut when, at the station, they nasty things would ha’ said, 
Sarah she did ‘em a treat. 
Refrain. 
With my merry “ moulds,” and “ millings,” 
False florins, quids, and shillings, 
I stood a chance of doin’ time * inside” 
jut when | was arrested 
The Bobbies they was bested, 
And all through the Coiner’s Bride ! 


For when | was lagged I engaged with my smelting was, 
Making of coins on the cross: 

And lor! with emotion I very nigh melting was, 
Dreading an awful loss. 

But says my old woman, “I'll never be leaving him, 
In prison with him I'll be popped!” 

And while the slop listened and she was deceiving him, 


She, ‘stead of me. WAS copped ! 


With my merry “ moulds,” ete. 





A Contrast. 
I¥ victory sided—as when did it not 
With the legions of Rome when the fight had been hot. 
‘Tis known that she rarely, if ever, gave quarter ; 
If quarter she gave, 
‘Twas her foes to enslave 
As hewers of wood and as drawers of water. 





From Rome turn to Home, where the turtle-dove sings. 
And our serfdom's confined to inanimate things— 
A change for the better, ‘tis well understood. 
Slave-owners! not we. 
In our chambers you'll see 
Only “ewers of water and drawers of wood.” 





Why any Ciga-rette-icence ? 
THOSE grumblers whose Battle of Life regrets 
Complain of the lack of Life's rosiness, 
Should try Morris’ Cork-tipped Cigarettes, 
Which give coolness, convenience, and cosiness, 
FUN, sampling the same, found they smoothe i care away 
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And this depicts him, when times are a bit more lively, internally 


remarking that if work keeps coming in in this fashion, he'll be 


ending his days in a lunatic asylum. 








THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No. 38.—THE SAGE AT THE SEASIDE. 


SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage ; SEADOGGIO, @ 
Tarpaulin-topped Nautical Imposition. 


STRABISMUS. Ho, ho, ho! I eat by the nostrils, I drink in—I im- 
bibe, I inhale. Odds brininess! The world hath better prospects 
than chimneypots to show. Here a lighthouse, and there a cliff. 
Seen of these eyes for the first time both, though I ha’ penned it 
touchingly to themes of ocean before now at the behest of my master 
—worthy Master Fun, of Fleet Street. But who comes here? Odds 
tarriness! Odds jersey o' blue and tanned tarpaulin chops! Is this 
Neptune or his scapegrace younger brother sent ashore by common 
consent o’ the family to pick up a living in long togs? Ahoy! ahoy! 

SEADOGGIO. Ahoy! A frigate, rather, and fresh from Greenland 
seas. Odds icicles i’ the rigging and frayed-out cordage! Your 
honour be a visitor here ? 

STRA. Why, ay, if one may be a visitor and yet pay for his lodging. 
And this reminds me o’ the joke I made but yesterday. Odds quips 
and retorts! Odds trenchant tongue-thrusts and sly side-ticklers ' 
I ha’ a mind to try it o’ this figurehead. Hem, hem! 

SEA. Ay, the bile, the bile; mostly they be troubled with it that 
comes to this place. Odds contortions! Belike your honour hath 
been eating o’ mussels out o’ season? 

STRA. ‘Tis but a jest, saline sir, I would fain be delivered of. 

SEA. O, the stalworth child! to run afore ever it be born! Pray 
your worship heave ahead. 

STRA. Why, ‘twas as thus. Supposing the shores of Britain to be 
footed by the invader, and the defenders at the brunt o’ battle—all 
the volunteers’ arms being out repairing, and every cannon choked up 
with a mare’s nest or twain—who in such a case should be sent to 
engage with the enemy as a forlorn hope? 

SEA. Why, the patent medicine makers, I suppose, who ha’ sent 
more souls to glory than any other community ! 

STRA. Art a very oyster knife for sharpness! Who but the land- 
ladies of the United Kingdom, who are apt to a woman i’ the use 0 
the long bill, and return to the charge again and again, as long as 
remains a shot i’ the enemy's locker! But weep’st thou, poor soul - 
Alack! Hast any hidden sorrow? 

Sea. Why, I did weep,thinking o’ my mother; since she died | 
ha’ been an orphan, and a thirsty one to boot. But I thank your 
honour heartily for the tester. I shall drink long life to your honour 
with it, and good sport. 

STRA. Odds itchiness! Sport me no sports, I pray you. Sporting 
was I till long past cock crow this very morn. “Shall I bleed at the 
pockets by day,” I cried, “and of the body by night?” Odds 
twinging ticklishness! Odds smarting bumps! 

SEA. Your honour is moving. So, good day! May I ha’ the 


glory o’ taking your honour for a sail arter your honour’s honoura?! 
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A RASH ACT. 


) He was a romantic youth, and he loved her to distraction. But she not only refused him: she also giggled. 


(2) a al se girl,” he cried, ‘ * despair alone remains ! 
Tubby!” said the false girl, ‘I really can’t laugh any more just now. 
come up the bank,” said Bill, the | 


cw [nt » ” . r 
No more suicide for me!” said Tubby 





ce is aloes i 2 


KNICKNACKS. 


THE Shetland fishermen are of oo nion that the muzzling order 

ght have been extended to the dog .who have committed ter- 
rible ravages among their nets and misde theta anepisladaialy med in 
‘ onnenieniin 
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“4 ‘ham Isee that Finney beat Nuttall in the champion swimming 
match.” 


Spoffer.—* Nothing extraordinary in that. Surely a member of 
the finne y tribe ought to be able to beat a man who cannot swim 
much if he can-Nuttall !” 





\ HERE is a strange coincidence! A heavy rainfall filled Brandy 

Vine creek, Pennsylvania, to such an extent that a great dam burst, 

ar d a flood spread over the country and overwhelmed the land. At 

he same time Mr. Boozer found th: it his stock of Brat dy (an ad) Win 

i become filled up with water, 

and a flood (of * profa nity) spread over the country and « 
nd(lady 


’ 


1 great damn burst (from his lip 


I will end my blighte Pog oy e, and seek obli 
) Bat Tubby really meant business. 
“high ‘‘T shouldn’t wonder if summun : deen pet d in to supper this evenin 
, when they had finished pounding him and stam 


That's what cut him to the quick. 
vion in yonder placid depth.” ‘‘Oh, please don't, Mr. 
(4) ‘I see old Bilgewater’s gang as | 
(5) Someone dropped in to supper, 


ping on his waistcoat ; ‘‘ It’s a blamed sight too dangerous. 


— 


WE hear that a Spanish vessel has been attacked by the people of 
Zamozet, on the Riff coast of Morocco, and six of the crew made 
prisoners by the Riffians. Surely this must be a misprint for ruffians. 


A LADY residing near Aldershot has an infallible plan, if she ob- 
serves any hesitation or reluctance when engaging a servant, with 
regard to Wages, Sunday out, ete. She always remarks, carelessly, 
“You girls are the bane of my existence, No sooner do I get one 
accustomed to my ways, than she leaves me to marry one of those 
sergeant fellows over at the camp.” She says it never fails. Wages 
are a minor consideration after that. 

Our old friend Buffer says that it was only to be expected that 
the Dock directors would endeavour to dock their men’s wages. 

THE Natural Livers have congressed internationally at Cologne, 
and have fulminated collectivel; ainst carnivorous grubbery. We 

tn't | rl lat this;t ’ veyvetarians. these Natural 
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The Specific for NEURALGIA. 


** Tonga maintains its reputation in the treatment | 
of Neuralgia.” —Lancet 
“*Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has proved 
effective in all those cases in which we have pre- 

scribed it Medical Press. 


2s. Od., 4s. 6d. & lls. Of all Chemists. 





ARE THE DAYS OF CHIVALRY ENDED? 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE LYCEUM. +14 was only a day or two ago that we were talking 
about the old . lel phi scenery, you and I, and I could: it he lp re- 


calling the pmo sl the other night as the striking se tting of 


PS 1?) 





/ Dead Heart at Mr. I! t t vas unfolded before us 
(And when I| speak of “st ’ ting” and “unfolding 
th f the ture t ss is intended.) The 
pres . y +s pr i I the | si )T (OTUs and pu nYvs [ 
whi there is a gor supply perhaps mainly noticeable; but 
t ince ir the peri ! and peopie faithfully repress nted in 


enes as the Cal (jarden, Catherine's Bedchamber (an inter- 
ited scene of distinct value), the Hotel St. Valery, and the Café 
im suggestion of the early morning scene by 
the guillotine-crowned scaffold, with the first rays of dawn playing 


INDEED, talking of “ glewm”—if you were talking of it, and there 
is a good deal of glewm in our theatres for the moment—this is 
probably the glewmiest entertainment of a glewmy lot. Every- 
boly is so dreadfully unfortunate, you know, and there is something 


«> unsatisfactory in the manner of it: the dialogue, even though 


‘a modern ” has shorn away poor Watts Phillips’ “ best bits” is poor, 
ind the humour is, perhaps, the glewmiest part of the whole business, 


It is well played, though, for the most part. Mr. Irving is 
uncommonly successful with Landry, in all its phases; the light- 
hearted lover, the cold, relentless avenger, the man awakened to 
human pity, and filled with the pathetic dignity of a great self-sacrifice, 
were brought before us with telling subtlety (to a great extent bya mere 
change of bearing), and with a steadiness of touch not always to be 


found in Mr. Irvir afirst performance. Mi-s Terry’s unconscious 
self-revealat ions of vanity, are, of course, deliciously made,and those 
“ e! the pangs of. t-by . n the 
mis ff iter scenes, an scape a th 
fhe treme i pa I t # nat t Ve nel r SO! 
Mr. BANCROFT Lat vas a trifle weak, | there is great 


d ' about it, th it his seediest moments, is clearly a 
person of breeding; Mr. Rightonand Miss Kate Phillips ar nfinitely 
e inspiriting than the humours they have charge of, and Mr 
Gordon Craig, oddly enough for a young debutant, is more successful 
with the patheti aspect ol Arthur (which was giv n, Witha quiet 
truth, very effective), than with he beri gamesome side of the 
character, He“ bears himself" well o1 i Stage, too, Mr. Arthu: 
Stirling's style is not my .ofa mi Pach one, and Mr. Haviland isa 
( ipab je actor total! y un: ible to depict “the row and the rush and the 
riot” of such a gay young man as the Count de St. Valery. The 
research and taste of Mr. Josep h (rego, Mr. W. H. Margetson, and 
Mrs. Comyns Carr, have borne picturesque and effective fruit in the 
costumes. 


¢ 
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THE EMPIRE.—<An “ occasional” ballet on the subject of the Paris 
Exhibition has been successfully produced here. Bewitching Bettina 
de Sortis is the leading light of it, and the British tourist is well to 
the fore. It's & capital finish te 


sone, 


the evening, and most ec: mpletely 










































































has ruth less! ly mown down some of the dialogue “the oy Say "it o €8 s 
better. It was lack of space and not lack of appreciati n that 
mi: ule me “close up” last week without telling you that ¥ 
Winifred Emery’s tenderness and grace make Mil dred Cl rine 
all one could desit re. Miss Ada Neilson makes a dignified und 
striking Lady Cholmondeley, and Miss Fanny Brough’s com edy is 
as refreshing as an American drink, and not nearly so costly. The 
were some larks with the scenery and tableau curtains, but the m: eee 
is that, Ww ith sO heavy a prod 1c ti on, the se Were NOt more humerous. 4 ne 
audience were very nt however ; they said “ Hooray 
whenever any ‘thing went wrong 





THE OXFORD.—They commenced their twenty-first year and a No 304 
new progr: imme here on the 30th inst. They did both very well 9 
lt is a nice hall, and would be nicer still if they would number 
seat for you. Dan Leno, Esq., made us laugh a good deal when we 


weren't ae eens his dancing. Miss Bella Willing is another shin. 





ing light in both aspects ; the Jack! eys and Dillons “aer 
cleverly enough. Then there’s Arthur Corney, and Katie Lawr 
,° nll . — i 
and Alice Leamar,and Hetty Chapman,a couple of * Orishme: 
Nelly Leybourne (vice Harriett Vernon, absent), and a firs 8 - 


band, and what more do you want? What? adrink? Well, 


mn } . tliat + 
CA0 Lave tilat, UU), j 
a 7 
¢ 
, , . ? , + 3. ‘ J 
Voughtology or Nothing is announced as a play on novel lines, by wr? 
J ‘ i . E . . t 
Mi st int iT . Am cv ca.’ ’ whic] vi LI} De LI it » | ] \ ] [ ’ 
: . , ° ' ’ ’ 
some day. I believe there is nothing nouvhtv—I mean naughty—irz 
a > ; ae, VI . 
ce—A movement is on foot issist Miss Maude Brenna 
w known actress, who is in Westminster Hospital, sufi O 
the effects of a distressing accident—a needle running into her foot— 
| 7! y arr ha | ) . + rice Urry ; ,, :Y , 
which oc red to her while travellin owith Miss Palmer in Am 
“he has undergone severai expensive ( per LTO! s—wh it 18 hope 
the last one.on the 18th ult.—which., with the leneth of her “8 


1 nrallye erm ] hear nre — yey } 
have naturally crippled her resources; and some friends, wh 


desirous of setting her on her feet again (in every sense), are organ- 
. , . ** . ° , “1? ; 2 " + 

izing a’ penefnt Tor her, which Wlil have tne sup port, ANCL TT 3 
Caac’s the active assistance, of the leaders of the the itr a] proress] 


Gentles, this is the kindof benefit I approve of—rer ; cect es : 
for your sakes and mine, to say that I madea mistake ( someb ony lse’s 
istake, for I had it on “the best authority,”) in telling you that 
Miss Lydia Cowell would play Polly Eecles in Caste at the Criterion. 
It is not so—Mr. Alfred Balfour will make his first appearance 
since his return from America in the principal comedy part in a new 
sketch called The Victim.—Another (Cinderella is in the field for Nt 
Christmas. Messrs. Freeman Thomasand Augustus Harris will prod P 
t, in children’s form, at the Covent Garden Circus. LHE 





By the way, that Extra-special, Sub-under Deputy substitute of 4, 
mine has been going in for enjoyment. The Lyric first attracted De Br 
him, perhaps, because he is such a Lyre himself—only he spells it aig 
differently. Anyway, he goes into ecstasies at Doris (a piece I 
haven't seen myself),and I can quite accept his appreciation of Mari 
Tempest, Ben Davis, Hayden Coffin, and Alice Barnett, to say 
nothing of the volatile Arthur W illiams, He doesn’t think much of —- 
the piece, but the music, he says, is spendil and musicianly. Aft a 
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LYCEUM,—THE DEVIL, TOUrET. 


this he tried Her Majesty sand found them going strong, anu att his sta 


; — . . . . : A , . } nee tt 
that to The Midd eman, where (at the Shaftesbury. vou know) 4 l 
: —_ ] } : } e ° 1:7} + } y a)? 
found the house crammed ; as, indeed, it is like to be this ma ; 
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SOME TYPES OF POPULAR PERIODICALS.—No. 4. 











ONE PENNY 








- ae jrisly nqure, with fin jer pe inted (0 
ifs gaping throat, slowlu adv ced,” 


PANDOLO, THE BLOOD-DRINKER; 


OR, THE LIVING CORPSE. 


‘ igen ae CHAPTER LViII 
[HE majestic halls of Count Ferdinand de Broko resounded with 
mirth, music, and merriment. The fairest and bravest mingled ina 
stately stream of picturesque confusion, and held revel of the wildest 
description to celebrate the coming of age of the Count’s only son, 
De Broko, junior. There was no charge for programmes, all fees had 
been abolished ; the Count had broached a cask of his choicest cider 
that for years had lain dormant in his mighty cellar, cobwebbed and 
mellowed by the hand of time, while the playful sandwich and time- 
honoured bun had not been forgotten. The whole affair was got up 
regardless of expense, and conducted on a scale of great magnificence. 
rhe festival had reached its apogee when a hideous being, waving a 
rrible knife in his claw-like hand and uttering yells of defiance, 
led into the midst of the glittering throng—hacking, hewing, 





slauvhtering right and left, marking the onward progress of his path 
by chastly lane of bleeding, dismembered and surprised guests. 
Reaching De Broko, junior, he seized him like an infant in his power- 
ful grasp, and throwing him carelessly over his left shoulder without 
osening his iron grip, glared haughtily at the astonish d multitude. 
A wild ery of affright rang through the lofty halls, succeeded by an 


equal y loud silence of shivering terror. Then arose a low, fearful 
murmur—a bottled-up wail of despair—a timorous, quaking, universal 
whisper of—* Bandolo the Blood- Drinker !”’ . * ony 

In a low vaulted chamber, the rotting walls and floor of which 
exhaled a noxious vapour, sat Bandolo, clutching in his right hand a 
fearful goblet formed of a human skull, mounted in the purest gold, 
and richly eperusted with priceless gems. “I am thirsty,” he mut- 
tered, giving vent to a low, grating laugh, and starting from his seat, 
he rushed irito an adjoining dungeon, where hanging from the ceiling 
were three Buman beings, gagged, bound, and alive. Brandishing 
his clittering blade with a ‘fiendish yell, he drew it across the 
quivering throat of his nearest victim, and as the warm blood spurted 


+ 


forth, held his cup with practised dexterity until the crimson stream 


43 : . 5 } , anoht he 
owed; then, draining the dreadful goblet at a draught, he 
‘tagvered back into his chamber. 


> * ‘ sia - 1] nnn 
But scarcely was he seated when a dismal groan burst fu 1 upon 
startled ear, and from forth the gloom there issued a ghastty, 


++ | 
+r l, pointe ‘ 


bie phantom, a grisly form that, as it siowly advaneeu 


. | ' 
; + 
Tetroatpr 45 5 7 ++ canine Tnroa 
itstretched finger to its gaping tnroa 











every now and then, and blow you up about trifles just as 1 wee 


Woman and Tobacco, 
Lines suggested by an article in the Daily Telegraph, Sept. 27th. 
GIRLS are now emancipated, | Briar-woods, cigars, for ladies, 
Men no more may hold them | 
slaves ; 
This, as was anticipated, 


7? 


types. 


All their moral sense depraves } Soon, between the acts, our new 


she 
First man’s business she goes | Will go out to see a friend, 
into, | Crowding round the bars she will 
Then his games, joins cricket | be, 
clubs, | Where men, ‘stead of maids, 
Thinks that football’s not a sin, | attend. 
too— 


: c : : » aad a a 
Soon we'll have her in the pubs. | This, as said Lord Bulwer Lytton, 
| Is but sign of what shall be, 
Woman with ambition smitten, 
Laws shall make, instead of tea. 


Cigarettes she oft hath smoken, 
Pipes she now desires to buy; 
Now her long borne chain is 


broken. All the strength of man she'll 
Pleasures long withheld she'll gather, 
try. He'll become a puny wreck, 


She in Parliament will blather, 
* Goddess Nicotine.” she singeth. While Ae bows to her his neck. 


“We thy votaries will be, 


To our souls such joy it bringeth, | But—and this is not in joking— 

We will smoke like any he. Let us hope this will not be, 

: For, if woman takes to smoking, 

* Cigarettes are fit for babies, All her power to charm will 
We desire meerschaum pipes, flee, 








SCHOOL children striking against long hours and too many lessons. 
That’s the latest thing in agitation. Marry come up, the rising 
generation 1s going it! When we were boys the striking was done 
by the masters ; and the striking, if we didn’t like it on the one hand, 
it was for our good on the other: and. anyhow, whether we liked it 
or not we got iton both. Seems the youngsters of to-day are learning 
some lessons too quickly. 








A PROMISING BRIDEGROCKM. . 
Angrlina,—* Now, look here, Edwin, dear, we don’t want the peope 
at the hotel to guess we're on our honeymoon, so we must let them 


think we've been married some time.” 
Edwin.—“ Exactly. Tell you what, dear—I'll say something Dart) 


‘ , , 


And, old clays—churchwarden 
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IMPROVED MAGISTRATE. 
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PITY THE POOR POSTMAN 
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ANOTHER LITTLE DISCUSSION. 


' A FRESH subject of investigation bas occurred to us, a pleasant 
alluring little topic, and quite new. It is thise—WBAT IS PARLIAMENT 
For? We believe it is 
a question which has 
never before occurred 
to anybody: and, in the 
light of the few past 
sessions, it is a question 
full of speculation, and 
teeming with pleasant 
uncertainty. So here 
goes :— 

WHAT 18 PARLIAMENT 
For? 


Ha, we thought so! 
Here's the postman with 
a large bundle of 


Letters to the Editor. 


Sin,—tI have read, 
with absorbing interest, 
your surmises as to the 5 
raison détre of the 
sritish Parliament; snd permit me to say that I quite share 
your inability to answer the question. In my more innocent 
days I was under the delusion that the British Parliament had 
had some connection with the idea with the arrangement of my affairs, 
in common with those of brother Mac, brother Llewellyn, and brother 
O'Flynn. I have, however, discovered that I was entirely mistaken 
—at least asto Parliament's relation to my affairs. As for me,I have 
ceased to take any interest in parliamentary proceedings, and never 
read them in my paper; the only thing about them that seems to 
concern me is that they are carried on chiefly at my expense. As for 
regulating my affairs, I have, for some time, done all that myself, and 
paid, too. Hoping that your inquiry will enlighten us all as to the 
object of Parliament's existence, I am yours truly, J, BULL, 





Sork,—To show my silent contempt for the upstart impertinence 
of your correspondent, J. Bull, I must say a few words in reply. 

It's for some while I’ve had me suspicions that J, B. had some sort 
of an idea that the Parliament held at Westminster was kept up for his 
benefit ; and it’s about time that he was undesaved on the subject. 
While experiencin’ a shock of surprise at'the cool presumption of the 
creature, I was quite prepared for it all along,and am not in the laste 
astonished atit. It’s the natureof the baste. Now, sorr, let me inform 
J. Bull that the Parliament at Westminster is not kept up in the 
interests of alien Saxons: no, sir, it is kept up for two purposes; 
the first being to provide mea convanient pluce to use strong lan 
in, and the second being to redress the wrongs of Irish members. 
That, sir, is the purpose of Parliament. Yours indignantly, 

THE O'’BLARER, M.P. 





S1n,—The idea of your correspondent, J. Dull, asto the raison d'étre 
of Parliament is so absurd and childish that it calls for no comment 
from any reasonable mind. Before reading your queries on the 
subject, | had no idea that there existed any uncertainty, or ground 
for speculation, whatever, on the object of the British Parliament; I 
was always under the impression that it was an established fact 
that the Institution existed for the furtherance of my fad. I think, 
sir, that the nature of my fad is eo universally known, that it is almost 
superfluous for me to repeat that 
it is the Abolition of Buttons on 
the Backs of Coats. You, sir, are 
fully aware that the whole 
energies of my existence have, up 
to this time, been expended on 
the furtherance of this object— 
this object which, once attained, 
will secure permanent and un- 
alterable peace, prosperity, and 
well-being of this nation. You 
will admit, sir, that, during the 
last nine sessions, I have spoken 
in the aggregate, seven hundred 
hours in the House on this 
subject, and have talked out 
some of the most important 
reforms of the age. Still, I do 
not wish to dishearten J. Bull ; 
ter the passing of my Back Coat Buttons Abolition Bill, it 
quite porsible that he may obtain some attention. I am, 
ours truly, Dotty Fappist, M.P. 











Sir,—Can there be any doubt as to the special utility of the 
Parliament—or, at. anyrate, of the House of Commons? I, for one, 
have always regarded it—and, if I may believe the evidence of my 
senses correctly—as a place of refuge for beings who, having been 
compelled, by reason of maturity, to leave school and its attendant 
playground, are disinclined to assume, or naturally incapacitated from 
assuming, those responsibilities and op ee associated with years 
of discretion. I, myself, sir, entered the House of Commons as a 
privileged place where I could whoop and cock-crow to my heart's 
content, without incurring the remark or censure which such a course 
of conduct would excite in any other place. Iassure you that in the 
House of “Commons—and there only—I thoroughly enjoy myself. I 
can have my game of leap-frog on the floor of the House, whoop from 
the gallery, shoot peas at the Speaker's nose ; in short, there and there 
only, 1 am free from conventional restraint. 

Viewed in this light, the House of Commons is really the greatest 
blessing of the age. I thoroughly love the old place, and would not 
give up its cheerful echoes even in exchange for the Great Carnivora 
house at the Zoo just before feeding time—no, not with the monkey 
house thrown in. Yours truly, H1JJInks, M.P. 


S1r,—What J should do without my House of Commons I cannot 
imagine. Why, sir, where else should I be privileged to fling mud 
broadcast, libel and insult people, call all sorts of people (vastly my 
superiors in every way) over the coals, and generally enjoy myself? 
I answer emphatically, “ Nowhere.” VENNUM SLANDERS, M.P. 











The Colossal 


{See Lord Tennyson's new poemlet, “The Throstle,” in the current number of 
the New Review.) 
LORD ALFRED is coming, his new song is coming, 
He'll go it, we know it, O blow it! 
‘Tis a mite again, light azain, nvt like himself again, 
But like a mild little poet ! 


Sing the “ New Poem” in Grove’s Vew Revicw,— 
Would we could sing it gladly! 

* New, new, new, new” —yes, it is quite new, 
But, oh! carolled sv badly ! 


A weak little song again, sort-of-gone-wrong again, 
Never a carol so crazy ; 

With hardly a good phrase, O Alfred, old friend,— 
No, you can’t call that poem a “ daisy.” 


We did not want again to sneer this year, 
We fain would have left thee unchidden ; 

Let sume lay be forthcoming, forthcoming, not queer ; 
Don’t let all your old grandeur be hidden, 








a 
A NASTY ONE. 
Tom Brown.—‘ I say, I wish you three fellows would kindly aim 
at me when you let fly.” 
Omnes.—“ Wodyermean ? ” 
Tom.—* Well, that seems my only chance of not getting peppered.” 
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Try Balfour’s Anti-Fat. 

{The Queen of Italy used to be very slender, but has of late been 
growing stouter and stouter, which annoys her very much. She wishes 
to diet herself, but is prevented from doing so by her en joyment of all 
the dainties of the table.— Vide Star.} 

IN olden times she wont to boast 
A slim and slender grace : 

Her waist was twenty-one at most, 
And small and sweet her face. 

The daintiest Twos in shoes she wore, 
Her wrists could scarce be seen : 

Oh, fairy-like in days of yore 
Was old Italia’s Queen ! 


But now, alas! the lady groans 
In bitter grief and shame, 

For by some wondrous change she owns 
A Falstaff-worthy frame. 

She'll soon, unless her growth shall cease, 
Be globular, I ween, 

For daily more and more obese 
Grows old Italia’s Queen. 











She’s tried her stoutness to remove 
With vegetarian fare, 

But can’t—poor girl !—restrain her love 
For dainties rich and rare. 

For her a strong temptation lies 
In meat-dish and tureen, 

And hence the fast-increasing size 
Of old Italia’s Queen ! 


Now, rise, your Majesty, and smile, 
A cure’s within your reach : 

Oh! fare you forth to Erin’s Isle, 
And make an Irish speech. 

And Balfour’s clique will on you pounce, 
And soon exceeding lean 

(Beneath the penance they’ll pronounce) 
Will grow Italia’s Queen ! 








A Nasty Beast. 







































































THEY have recaptured the lion that escaped from the 
menagerie at Birmingham. He sought refuge in a sewer,a 
mane one, we presume; but he reckoned without his 
sanitary host, for the sewer was well trapped, and the 
denizen of the forest sniffs the sawdust of his den once 
more. 


Fond Parent.—“ No, darling—Bobby is getting better. 
have done if he had died?” 

Darling (after a pause).—T should have had his Noah's Ark, shouldn’t I?” 
[ Gets spanked, 


“FATHER TO THE MAN.” 


What should you 











New Leaves. 

“OuR Cats,” by Harrison Weir (R. Clements & Co., Tunbridge 
Wells). Most of those who fancy they know all about cats will, on 
reading this book, find they have something more to learn. The 
genial President of “the National Cat Club” has much to say, and 
says it so very pleasantly about the varieties, habits, and management 
of cats. His fifty years’ loving study of the subject results in the 
production of a work that may profitably be read by all who are, 
and all who are not, admirers of “ pretty puss,” and it should be in 
every home where a valued member of the household is “the harm- 
less necessary cat.” The book is admirably done: is profusely 
illustrated by the graceful and skilful pencil of the gifted author, 
and is delightful reading.—‘ The Jackdaw of Rheims,” by Thomas 
Ingoldsby, Esq. (Raphael Tuck and Sons). In the form of a hand- 
some gift-book, with numerous more or less excellent and appropriate 
illustrations by Lucius Rossi, produced with extreme delicacy and 
refinement, is issued this exquisitely humorous poem.—‘“ Golden Days 
and Summer Eves” (same publishers). This is a book of poems by 
i. Scanes and Helen Marion Burnside, and designs by Maude Good- 
man, Alice Havers, Fanny Moody, and Marcella Walker. It is 
evidently intended for children’s delight, but is of far more than 
childish pretensions. The pictures are of considerable artistic merit, 
graceful in design and treatment. 








The Royal Aquarium. - 

THE spirited management of this popular place of entertainment, 
ever on the look-out for something new, have added to the many 
attractions (through the aid of Mr. Farini) a family of Savages from 
the island of Terra del Fuego, who are supposed to be among 
the lowest types of the human race, and their habits and the 
primitive nature of the implements they have about them, quite 
favour that view; but this is only one of the many attractions at 
the Aquarium—Samson, “the strongest man in the world,” a good 
and everchanging variety entertainment, and the “renowned Beck- 
Withs ” make up a show such as gives 2 od value to the Visitor. 








Court Carols.—No, 3. 
CAROUSAL AND CAPTURE. 


CUNNING cash-box conveyers are we, dear boys, 
Lively lifters of oof from the till ; 

And one night we went on the spree, dear boys, 
When of frisking we'd had a fine fill. 

But when our sly pub, we had reached, dear boys, 
Our swag and our pleasures to share ; 


Through some blowen who'd spitefully peached, dear boys, 


We found the plain-clothesmen were there. 
Chorus, 


And that hard-hearted crowd 

Who seemed dropped from a cloud, 
Put their darbies on all of us, dear, «lear boys, 

And we went in a chain 

Up to Kennington Lane, 


Where they charged us with all being queer, queer boys ! 


Our “ joint ” was so jolly and flash, dear boys, 
Our captain, a Masher was he, 

And while alt the girls he would mash, dear boys, 
We shifted the bright L.s.d. 

We dressed in the smartest of clothes, dear boys, 
And we “ worked ” in most affable style, 


Bat the law who such chaps as us loathes, dear boys, 


Will keep us all snug for a while, 


Chorus. 


For those bobbies so sly 

That seemed dropped from the sky, 
To the station trotted us dear, dear boys ; 

So the Masher and Co, 

To the stepper must go, 


For the evidence proves that we were queer, queer boys, 
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Here she is when she believes herself the best dressed and most 
fetching girl in the room. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpITOR OF “ Foun.” 

Siz,—With the hope of getting rich by bets upon the Cesarewitch, 
a-many people gather round the spots where tips are to be found, and, 
with an anxious sort of smile, endeavour for to reconcile the varying 
advice they get, respecting how they ought to bet. And this must 
be for ever so, if parties will elect to go, with hopes of picking up 
rome pelf, to other parties than myself. From all such things they 
would be free, if they would only come to me. Of course (observe 
the modest touch!) I do not know so rery much; but other chaps 
beneath me fall—they don’t know anything at all! But, bless you, 
I despises sich ! 

My Tip FOR THE CESAREWITCH. 
JHE air grows raw and the wind grows cold, 
Tiddy-fol-lol with a bingo ; 
And as good a horse as ever was foal'd 
That Vasistas is, by Jingo! 
And, regarded as “ game,” and “a-giving good sport,” 
A regular, right-down jolly good sort 
You'll find, all there, in Davenport, 
So a health in Yorkshire stingo, 





Then cast your eye on Mercy, please, 
Tiddy-fol-lol with a bit on; 

You'll find Veracity’s worth with ease, 
Supposing you try to git On ; 

Then Drizzle, at twenty to one, or so, 

And Surbiton rather above than below, 

And Ingram, as well, will do, you know, 
To exe rcise your wit on. 


Now, maybe not, and still maybe— 
Tiddy-fol-lol with a jorum— 
You'll find in those the L, Se Oe 
For carrying all before ‘um ; 
But I'm not entirely sure of that, 
I think I have the winner pat— 
At least, I'm backing Fallow Chat 
With firmness but decorum. 

And if you wish to win the game, I guess you'd better do the same. 
And, as the boys remark, “ his nibs" is pretty sure to“ land the dibs.” 
I hope you will, and then, perhaps, we fagged contributory chaps (if 
we're unusually good) expect to have a dinner stood. Though I, who 
often with you cope, believe there isn’t any hope. Besides, I am so 
very rich, I have no hankering for sich ; and so I do not make a fuss, 
while signing, Yours, TROPHONIUS, 

—— 


A Safe Prophecy. 
THAT the Liverymen of the City of London, who have elected the 
new Lord Mayor, will be more Lirery men than ever after enjoying 
his hospitality on the ninth of November, ar 





A BALEFUL INFLUENCE.—The Cotton Corner. 


SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 3€. 
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On the contrary. 
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Overheard. 
‘You’vE broken the pledge, Bill.” 
‘Never mind. I can make another just as good.” 
“It is evidently quite a pledger to you.” 


CATSPAWS! 





WHO is the people's good creator ? 
Why, of course, the agitator ; 
IIe plays the fiddle while they dance, 
In hopes to get a big advance 
On wages ! 
They pay their hard earn’d coin to him ; 
] can't help grinning—tho’ it’s grin— 
The sages ! 
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SOME SLIGHT MISUNDERSTANDINGS. 


_ (Il) (Friendly poacher).—“‘ What's up, old un? Got a drop in yer?” (2) (Pensive stranger).—* No, my friend. Iam pondering upon the boundless 
immensity of the universe, and the infinite insignificance of man in the scheme of creation.” (Poacher).—‘‘ Lor! well, no offence, guv' nor! There ain't no 
call to use language like that! I allus thought as us chaps was a bit rough spoken—but there! Come away, Bill 1” (3) ‘Ob! Mr. Scrambler, would 
you mind getting these blackberries for Milly? Ican't quite reach them.” (4) “Oh! I don’t mean the low down ones, thank you! we cin pick thos. 
ourselves,” (5) (Tract distributor, solemnly) —‘‘ My dear friend, do you ever reflect upon the uncertainty of human existence! Pray accept this little 
book ! (Artless peasant).—*‘‘ Oh, it ain’t no use showin’ me them things! I’ve insured the whole bilin’ of ’em already in two or three comp’nies, and they 
don't none on ‘em die. I’m reg'lar ruined, wot with buyin’ beetl: nowder and rat killer and wot not, to give’em acharnce. Why, they thrives on it ! 
Blamed if they don’t !”’ (6) The ph tographer in Ireland Mu ty O' Finnia n ‘Och thin! don't foire, sorr! Shure Oi'll surrinder and pay up 
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THE SOCIAL WEED. 
The Largest Circulation” has been devoting its columns to awful disclosures of the use of tobacco by ladics, FUN hastens to depict certain 











incidents in connection with the subject which have come under his personal notice, 
Pity the poor Postman. Of a sort that might be heard for many a What those grievances can be 
(SEE CARTOON.) mile ; And exert yourself to make him full amends, 
“ ; No, it isn’t in his usual style, For our postman is the worthiest of friends. 
WHo's that knocking at the door 
It 8 the postman’s rat-tat-tat ; Methinks pice soos. Sapam da in, ——— 
One feels pretty sure of that, As he carries o! s bac ‘oe +s . 
ne yr : ; i . re ~~ " ~ : he cart the i hi ack THE King of Hawaii has written a bod! 
0] nes ananre ~ "if eT ¢ en ae d 3 CLlOUS av ors "Kh. 
an — e Cotes © , eee pi - ig Os Cac Poor Hawaiians !—and they were once happy 
before: Stuffd with vrievances that doubtless cause ; 


savages! Oh, civilization! what dark deeds 
are wrought in thy name! (The above is 
merely Hawaii have of looking at things.) 


but why’s he knocking at the door? him pain : 
' Why, of course, he’s coming to complain. 
lis hardly in his usual style : 
This “ knock” is something like Well, postman is the worthiest of friends ; 
The be sinning of a “ strike” So, good Mr. Raikes, do see CLs LAW.—Raiding the Gaming Houses. 
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A Parisian actress -al\s n love 
with a blackamoor. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Drury LANE.—The Royal Oak not proving quite so attractive as 
was ex (and as some of its merits deserved), behoves Mr. Harris 
to make alterations. Alterations made accordingly. “ Let's see 
what's the best way,” we may conceive the manager murmuring to 


HAMILTON 





DauRY LANE.—“THE ELIMIXATION,”—SECRET COMPANION TO THE PUBLIC 
TABLEAU, “THE RESTORATION,” BOTH XOW ADDED TO The Rowal Uak. 


himself, “What will be the best plan to adopt? Hm! Ah—yes— 
that’s it—we cut out large slices of Hamilton’s dialogue and put in 
another of my pretty pictures—that’s the ticket—that ought to fetch 
‘em.” So said, so done; and, sooth to say, the play much improved 
thereby—there being less of it. The Restoration tableau is worthy the 
house—which has so many advantages and such reputation for 
spectacular display—and is so complete and “ready” that one 
is tempted to opine that it was in the original scheme of the play. 
I think Mr. Neville plays a bit better than he did—settle 1 down to 
it, probably—and altogether the show is a very fine one. 


CRITERION.— Caste has been revived here. One could scarcely 
have predicted it, but the surprise is a pleasant one. A play which 
attracts as much attention as this did upon its original production js 
an awkward one for actors to tackle. The first cast, if a good one, 
so effectually stamps the characters for what they are to be, that 
after-comers have the dilemma of being compelled to choose between 
being original and wrong, or right and imitative, Sometimes there 
are two “ rights ""—but not often, The Criterion Company come out 
of the ordeal very well. Mr. Leonard Boyne,as D’Alroy ; Mr. Brook- 
field, as Gerridge; Mr. James, as Eccles; and Miss Olga Brandon, 
as Esther, need, none of them, be ashamed of any comparisons that 
can be made, And Miss Lottie Venne is delightful as Polly, if— 











TOOLR’s—BEst USE TO PUT THOSE HATS AND PARASOLS TO DURING THE 
PERFORMANCE OF The Buagalow, 


somehow—well—different—from Mrs. Bancroft—“ Mari-ce,” as an 
exuberant Lyceum pittite greeted her the other night. 





_ TOOLE's.—I wonder when Parisian dramatists will leave off think- 
ing it funny that husbands and wives should get into compromising 
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situations, and I wonder when English dramatists will leave of 
translating French plays under the mistaken impression that English 
audiences will laugh at them. Le Garsonierre isn’t pretty in French 
(not that I know anything about it in that form, beyond what I have 
gleaned from a descriptive notice of its first performance), and in its 
way it is particularly unpleasant. No blame to Mr. Horner (beyond 
choosing the subject), who has accomplished his self-imposed task 
with considerable delicacy (if that isn’t a too grotesquely incongruous 
word to use!). The dialogue does not scintillate either, and in spite 
of an unusually strong cast, the performance is decidedly dull. 





THE entire company acted in capital style, but Mr. Kaye’s eccen. 
trically humorous manner, Miss Sallie Turner’s telling comedy, and 
Miss Cicely Richards’ clever touches as the type of individual whom 
“ adapters from the French ” always translate “ model,” were, perhaps 
most noticeable. 


Nops AND WINKS.—A “ Polytechnic Bazaar and Fancy Fair,” in 
aid of the fand for establishing a People’s Palace for Battersea, 
Clapham and Wandsworth was held at “ Bramblebury,” Wandsworth 
Common (“by kind permission of Mr. W. H. Dickinson, L.C.C.”) last 
Thursday, Friday and Saturday. There were concerts and dramatic 
fare, Among the latter Miss Bessle’s condensation of Twe//th Night, 
with Mr. F. W. Irish and Miss Margaret Ayrton in the cast, gaily 
wiled away the hours (and enabled the parsimonious to elude the 
stall-holders) on the first two afternoons. Mr. Penley also disported 
himself on the scene, I believe; but, I didn’t see him. On Saturday 
evening, at half-past seven, a version of Anstey’s Zinted Venus,a 
condensation of Mrs. Inchbald’s War of Wits, and the Regular Fir, 
were presented (fora consideration), and graciously accepted. The 
“ version” and the “condensation” are both by Miss Bessle, and show 
good workmanship.—In the evening (of Thursday) to the nest of the 
Mohawks, where Harry Hunter's benefit and a new first part of the 
ticklesome merriment there provided. Right gamesome to see, and 
my sides mighty sore after from laughing consumedly, and did tell 
my wife some of the jokes when I got home, and tried also to show 
her some of the “ kicks”’ (as they call their high-stepping dances), but 
made a stumble and hurt myself grievously to behold, and so to bed 
all black and blue.—This evening, being the 16th, and a Wednesday, 
Messrs. Murray and Mattei’s opera Comique, La Prima Donna is to 
appear. Most of the ladies be new to me, so will not repeat the 
managerial good opinion of them until I have seen and heard them 
(and mayhap not then), but the male sideis strong. Messrs. Alec 
Marsh, Joseph Tapley, Harry Grattan, Albert Chevalier, and the 
others have done us good service beforetime, and Mr. John Crook 
always makes a point of not leading the orchestra anywhere but on 
to glory. Early in November, by the way, a series of morning per- 
formances of a ballad opera, called The Village Belles, will be given 
here. It wil! be played entirely by children (about fifty of ’em), “ with 
full chorus, ballet, ete., under the direction of Mr. John Fitzgeral.” 
So mote it be.—* In your last,” says Mr. Horace Mills, joint author 
of Esmeralda, late of the Gaiety, in a note to me, “ you wonder at 
the authors of Exmeralda writing such a piece as Ruy Blas.” Then — 
he points out truly that, not he, but Mr. H. T. Clarke, was Mr. Leslie’s 
(or Mr. Torr’s) collaboratear in Ruy Blas. So, I am not able to 
stick to “ my last,” but must admit my error, sit corrected and con- 
gratulate Mr. Mills on a// the facts —The Wizard Hercat, who went 
to w-hercat the Egyptian Hall and Irish Exhibition last year to such 
good purpose, has been engaged as magician and leading “ mysteri- 
arch” (a lovely title) for a new abode of mystery which is being 
organized at the Soho Bazaar. For this he promises a “new illusion . 
that will make the hair of all beholders stand more on end than any 
previous affair ever did. This is joyful news for the bald-head division. 
—Madame Nordica, the sweetest of sweet singers, will sing at the 
Royal“ Vic” to-morrow (Thursday), when there will bea Grand Ballad 
Concert—or, as they call them all in honour of their untiring Hon. 
Sec..—a Grand Ballad Cons-cert. NESTOR. 



































Art in Photography. 

THE Photographic Society of Great Britain hold their Annual 
Exhibition at the Galleries of the Old Society of Painters in Water 
Colours, Pall Mall East, and it is not too much to say that the 
collection is far in advance of their preceding shows. Most exquisite 
examples of Platinatype in landseape and rustic subjects abound, and 
a fine collection of portraits of celebrities are amongst the 
principal attractions. We can well recommend all who care for 
photography in its highest branches to pay a visit to this gallery. 
















WE don't like “rings” and “corners.” They are organized whole- 
sale robberies ; but there are exceptions to every rule, and we keep 
a warm corner in our hearts for one ring. One which we never like 
to see broken-that is the wedding ring, 
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ENIOKNAOES, 


A CERTAIN daily paper lately informed its readers that employers 
of labour in Kent were in the habit of paying their employés in 
country inns for the convenience of the latter. Many a true word is 
spoken in jest,and we have no doubt that the latter, or, at all events, 
the landlord of the latter, finds the arrangement very convenient. 














HENRY IRVING objects to “being put into woman's clothes” in 
the burlesque at the Gaiety, as he thinks he is des-irving of some- 
thing better. We were always under the impression that Henry was 
a lady’s man, but this is anything but a compliment to the fair sex. 


Mr. D'Oyiy CARTE appeared to be considerably interested in the 
hew Savoy Hotel at the meeting of the shareholders of which he 
presided the other day. This is as it should be, a good carte 18 @ 
sine qua non for a successful hotel. 





Managers-in-the-Manger. 
(A SONG FOR THE SEVENTEENTH.) 


Now Licensing Day is approaching this way 
The music-hall managers tremble ; 
For play-house lessees, and C.C.s, if you please, 
Their love have contrived to dissemble. 
And McDougall, the meek, hath for many a week 
On the “ halls” fixed his eye like an eagle ; 
And many a thing in these haunts where they sing 
The McD. has denounced as illegal. 
"Gainst bad Spirits the C.C.’s great pow’r doth he fetch 
And he’s jumped on that Fiend, the Theatrical Sketch. 


Now, all sensible folk who their anger evoke 
’Gainst “blue” ballads and “ business ” suggestive, 
Are somewhat surprised at the means now devised 
To upset ev'ry “sketch” that is festive. 
“Stop indecent remarks and libidinous larks— 
. Ay, e’en punish all artistes who use them; 
But why cast away every bit of a play 
Hall-habitués seek to amuse them ?” 
Thus Common Sense speaks: but C.C.s, like Jack-Ketck— 
Fain would strangle each poor little music-hall sketch. 


The SUSPICIOUS believe (to endorse it we'd grieve) 
That the play-house lessees, acting slily, 

Have worked this stiff yoke for the music-hall folk, 
And that Martyr McD. they rate highly— 

Now, ‘twould rather cause squalls if lessees of the “ halls,” 
While plagued by the C.C.’s abuses, 

Lent (rememb’ring their wrongs) neither singers nor songs 
For burlesque or for pantomime uses. 

Then managers mightn’t so hunt down each “ wretch ” 
Who would fain earn a bit in some music-hall sketch ? 








J 
AT THE KAFFIR CLUB. 


Lord Lackbrane.—“ The worst of belonging to a literary club, 
don’tcherknow, is that people take one for a fellow who lives by his— 


er—wits, don’tcherknow.” dl 
Jack Smart.—* Nonsense, dear boy. Nobody could ever surpect 


you of such an impossibility.” 
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A BENEFIT OF CIVILIZATION. 


4 wes tly summoned because his dog bit # passenger within the confines of the railway station ; for the defence it was pleaded that a railway 
[A STATION-MASTER was recently feat, not a public place ; and the plea was successful !! 1) 
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It is very strange how some people voluntarily forego the benefits of civilization! There was a fellow we knew who intended to go by train, and proceeded to the 
station ; but when he arrived there he hesitated. 
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©) VLUVAN. 


However, he persevered in his intention. He didn’t go through su very much after all; the station-master’s dog’s just tore a few pieces out of him; he got his le 
brvken in the man-trap in front of the booking hole, and a few pounds of shot in the other; and he went down an oubliette or two, artfully concealed at the bhieviedan 
But, after all said and done, he got off comparatively alive. 





Yet, if you'll believe it, when he goes on a journcy since, be foregoes all the ad antages which the progress of science has placed at his disposal, and tramps it! He is 
understood to say that he means to until railway stations are not quite so strictly preserved J . 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 174, 
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PAUL PRY BUMBLE AND THE MUSIC HALLS 
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THE STRIKE MANIA. 


consequence of a diplo- 


nj matic rapproche ment 
between the Strike 
Committee of the 


Amalgamated  School- 
boys and the Central 
Council of the Incor- 
porated Society of Dis- 
contented Infants, the 
latter have decided to go 
out on strike, and have 
issued a comprehensive 
manifesto on the subject. 
The manifesto, while 
traversing, in an out- 
spoken manner, the 
entire field of griev- 
ances, and giving 
evidence of a steady 
and persistent purpose, 
is, nevertheless, characterized by a marked moderation of tone 
and a calmly logical consistency of argument. Among the more 
important subjects of discontent, appear the frequent and unnecessary 
acidity of the milk supplied in the feeding bottles, the imperfect 
design of the bottles themselves, the pernicious system of employing 
soothing syrups, the annoying custom of tossing toward the ceiling 
until a feeling of nausea, accompanied at times by most uncomfortable 
results, is superinduced, etc., ete, 

Next Monday has been fixed as the day for “ going out,” and it is 
stated that, unless their demands are conceded before that date, 
upwards of one hundred thousand infants in arms will take that 
decided step at breakfast time on that day. 

Our reporter has interviewed the Secretary of the I. 8. D. I.; the 
conversation being to the following effect :— 

“ Your Council have, I understand, advised the infants to take up 
a determined attitude?” 

THE SECRETARY (aged seren monthea. two day , three minutes), 
“* Determined’ is hardly a strong enough expression ; I should say, 
‘Uncompromisingly rigid. We have advised them to hold out 
indefinitely if necessary.” 

“ And you have little misgiving as to the results? 

“ Absolutely no misgiving whatever. We must win: the moment 
is ripe for our unqualified success,” 

May I ask on what element you chiefly depend for the realization 
of your wishes?” 

“On the weakmindedness and foolishness of a certain section of the 
adult public; on that emotional feebleness of reasoning power Which 
uryes a certain set of people to assist a movement which their better 
tense unhesitatingly condemns as pernicious and unfair.” 

‘* May I beg a more particular explanation ?” 

“Certainly. Is there not a certain feeble set of persons who say, 
‘ This, or that, class of workers are wrong to strike: their privileges 
and circumstances are already considerable and sufficient: toincrease 
them now would be to put an unbearable burden on the rest of the 
community’? and then add, ‘ Dear, dear! the poor fellows are suffer- 
ing great privations in consequence of their determination to hold out 
until they have obtained their unreasonable demands: therefore I 





"? 


assist them with 
subscriptions? 
There 
certainly are 
such persons. 
And it is upon 
these you 
nN depend as the 
principal 
factor of your 
success /” ; 

“ Quite 80. 
While their 
reason con- 
demns the 
irrationality 
of ourdemands, 
the hysterical 
tenderness of 
their hearts 





will cause 
them to murmur—‘ Poor little things! They will not take their pap, 
and are getting quite thin. What they demand will prove wost 


disastrous if conceded: therefore let us put pressure upon their 
adversaries to com pr | them to concede it.’” 


Md } ; ‘ . } " . . 
] understand; but I heard rou epeak just this moment of th 
‘ 





irrationality of your demands,’ In using this phrase you merely use 
a figure of speech by way of general argument, and do not, of course, 
intend your words to be taken literally?” 

“My dear sir, indeed I do. My phrase conveys the exact truth, 
candidly put.” 

“ You surprise me! Do I not glean from your manifesto that the 
grievances objected to are the acidity of the milk supplied in the 
feeding bottles, the imperfect design of the bottles themselves, the 
pernicious system of ——?” 

“Ha! ha! You will excuse my merriment, but I assure you that 
I am, in my turn, surprised to find so much ingenuousness ina 
representative of the press. Perhaps you are new at the work— 
unused to interviewing agitators?” 

“ Not at all; nevertheless in this case 

“In this case? Do you then expect frankness and straightfor- 
wardness in the infants of this generation? Tut, tut! You are 
behind the times. Is it possible that you cannot be aware of our real 
object?” 

“T confess candidly that I am not.” 

“ Then, sir, let me tell you that our real object is the abolition of 
soap and water—the entire discontinuance of washing—that is, of 
washing applied to infants in arms. This, sir, is the end and aim— 
the sine qua non of our agitation ; and this, sir,is the point which we 
will hold out until we gain. We will have no more soap—no more 
tubs—no more towels ; they must and shall be swept away, once and 
for all!” 

“Then, your manifesto is 

“A foil, sir—a mere foil. A mask to be put on by that section of 
the press whose political aims will be forwarded by our strike. We 
must, of course, enlist the sympathy of that portion of the public— 
in other words, the bulk of it—which takes as above suspicion 
everything put forth in the editorial columns of a newspaper ; the 
bulk of the public which reasons by deputy through the medium of 
a journalist.” 

‘‘And you found your hope of success, not on the justice of your 
cause—not on the conviction of your adversaries ay 

“Not in the least. Upon the maudlin sympathy of those whose 
interests we don’t care a straw for, who know us to be in the wrong, 
and whose well-being the attainment of our ends will probably, in 
the sequel, undermine. We have learned a great deal from our 
elders.” 
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A QUESTION OF MEMORY. 


Vew Teacher.—* Don’t know who made .vou—vou dreadful bo} 
Why, this little girl here, the smallest in the class, could tell me that 
Db ful Boy.—*“ Well, miss, she ain’t bad time to forget yet. 
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Some Modern Tortures. 
OF the Spanish Inquisition, 


Doubtless, all of you have heard ; 


And that at its abolition 
All rejoiced, I have inferred ; 
Should you think all 
vanished, 
And that man became more kind 
It were better that you banished 
All such fictions from your mind 


Though no fierce ecclesiastic 
Now can burn us at the stake, 
Nor apply persuasion drastic 
Just to keep our faith awake ; 
He can drone a dull oration, 
Till we feel resigned and sad ; 
And the tintinnabulation 
Of his bells may drive us mad. 


When a youth with tastes dramatic 


Is allowed to write a play, 
And, cheered on by friends ecstatic, 
Give a dreary matinee ; 
When a young and tender poet 
Can produce a ream of verse, 
And upon the public throw it, 
Till one’s life becomes a curse ; 


When the Red-tape snake is twining 
Round our bayonets and ships ; 
When our trade is fast declining, 
And sweet Famine gaily trips ; 
When the sweaters make their 
money 
From the life’s blood of the poor ; 
And the wasps live on the honey 
That the bees work to secure ; 


When phenomena abnormal 
Nigh monopolize the stage, 
And when babies prim and formal 
At our concerts are the rage ; 
When the Tories are in power ; 
I could welcome back again 
Torquemada and the flower 
Of “the devildoms of Spain!” 








THE steamer Harnmoor, from 
sultimore to Rio Janeiro, has 
oundered, and her owners are now 
considering the question whether 
she ought not to be described as the 
Karn-no-moor ? 
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THE WHITE SLAVE. 
| Lord Rosebery to "Bus and Tram Sweater,—* LOOK HERE, OLD CHAPPIE, JUMP UP AND SEE 
HOW YvU LIKE EIGHTEEN Hours OF It.” 








An Autumn Idyl. 


WE met, her cheeks were like the 
peach, 
I well remember, 
‘Twas down on Brighton’s pebbly 
beach 
In sweet September ; 
[ nearly found a wat’ry grave— 
My curses on it! 
When jumping in :the bounding 
wave 
To save her bonnet. 


I bore it thence, with conscious 
pride 
Of fame infected, 
For round us both from far and 
wide 
__ A crowd collected ; | 
Full many asweet admiring word | 
_ They'd softly mutter, 
Some said, I looked, nor thought 
I heard, 
Supremely utter! 


But lo! my fall was near at hand, 
The cup was bitter ; 

At first I could not understand 
lnat sudden titter, 


My eyes were full of sand and 
sea— 
I rubbed them madly ; 
But sad the sight that fronted 
me— 


I felt it badly! 


Oh! tell it not in roundelay, 
In song or sonnet ; 
I thought I'd boldly 
away 
My lady’s bonnet. 
What had I offered in its 
place? 
Well, as you ask it, 
To my eternal deep disgrace, 
A lobster basket ! 


borne 


We parted ; I was out of sight 
A moment after ; 
I murmured one long last good 
night, 
Mid peals of laughter. 
I never saw that girl again— 
It seems a pity. 
'Tia twopence coloured, penny 
plain, 
This kind of ditty. 








New Leaves. 

THE new volume, under a new editor, of The Haglish Illustrated 
Magazine, opens with vigour and variety. An outburst of Swinburne’s 
poetry, “Oa the South Coast,” begins the number, and it closes with 
the commencement of a romance, “The Ring of Amasis,” by the 
Earl of Lytton; between the two there are many other good things. 
—The attractions of Svribacr’s are limite 1 only by the number of its 
pages. Exquisite as they are, it would be wrong to say that the illus- 
trations to “In the Valley” are the best, as there are so many others 
of equal merit in different ways.—VPart IT. of * The Bell of St. Paul's” 
commences to ring in Longman’s, Mr. Brander Mitthew’'s discourses 
on “The Dramatization of Novels,” and the volume is enaded.— 
Tilustrations gives a gool portrait of its “conductor,” Mr. Francis 
George Heath. The National Gallery picture isa sweet one. The 
antiquity of the automitic machine finds exp sition, and the illus- 
trations generally incline to better things.—The Religious Tract 
Society’s serials are all good,as usual—so is /fouschold Words, 
Babyhood, ete.—The Masonic Review seems to ec vter well for members 
of the “noble craft,” whether they be in the East, in the West, or 
in the Dark Corner.—The first number is to hand of The Durothy 
Norelctte, which promises to be “a high class periodical,” A charming 
print of * Dorothy,” from a picture by Yeend King, accompanies it. 

Messrs. Frederick Warne & Co. have publishe | a collection of “ Old 
Mother Goose’s Rhymes and Tales,” amply illustrated with richly 
coloured pictures, enough to keep children in a constant state of 
delight. They are well-designed and drawn, delicately executed, and 
the book isa marvel of cheapness.—The same publishers have just 
‘csued their “ Second Series” of their “ Encore Reciter,” edited by F. E. 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 37. 

















“What can you have better,” he says, “than plain roast or boiled, 
washed down with pure spring water?” 


Tubby—or Not Tubby ? 
“Ts Cold Tub a failure?” some people inquire 
In a popular evening journal ; 
Which question would seem to show S00 don't cle sire 
To indulge in the douche diurnal— 
To those who don't care (and there maybe some few) 
For the freshening “tub "—"twill, of course, be Tub-oo. 





WHEN the police get those new indiarubber-soled shoes, they'll think they 
are on the sands at the seaside. 




















OCTOBER. 
“You winged two with one barrel!” “Of course.’ 
“Why pot say four? - “What!” 
Ae ae ir lew of the }™ nts — 


* Waiter,” 








he says, every day at luncheon, “ bring mea plate of stewed 
kickshaws, and another bottle of champagne.” 








Court Carols.—No. 4. 


A RAID-IANT ROUNDELAY. 
WE are Criminal Clubbers, ha, ha, ha, ha! 
Fond of Faro and blithe Baccarat, yah, yah! 
And fakes did we shape 
While working the “ Tape” ; 
At all thoughts of the Law crying, “ Bah, bah, bah!” 
But lately the peelers have pounced-ounced-ounced, 
And have all our dodges denounced-nounced-nounced— 
Yes, on us they’ve made 
Full many a raid, 
And we, by the beaks, have been trounced-ounced-ounced ! 
Chorus, 
Then farewell, for a while, to Faro ; 
To play it just now we don’t dare, oh! 
* Tra-lal-la,” and “so long,” too, 
Must now be our song to 
Our pal Baccarat and friend Faro! 


We've been given to all understand-stand-stand, 
That Britain is Liberty’s land-and-and ; 
Then, why should our Clubs, 
Like the merest of pubs, 
Ie invaded by Monro’s bad band, band, band? 
If J.s come and plank down their oof, oof, oof, 
Why should “ boys” off our ‘ joint” keep a'oof-oof-oof ? 
So why make this raid 
On our innocent trade 
(Or profession) beneath our club roof-oof-oof ? 


Chorus. 
Still the Law will of late come and snare, oh, 
Us fellows who fatten on Faro; 
And they daily make catches 
Of numerous batches 
Of sharps in each Baccarat lair, O. 








Marriage in High Life. 

THE latest formof Matrimonial Lunacy is the approaching 
marriage of a young couple on the top of the Eiffel Tower. 
The Tower is certainly lofty enough to serve even asa 
Temple of Highmen, and its altitude should render the 
wife of this aspiring Cozen at least “ above” suspicion. 





THE youthful artist who, in his emulation of Gains- 
borough's “ Blue Boy,” converted a baby intoa study in Blue 
and Green, has not met with that success which the daring 
originality of his decorative method fairly entitled him. 
He has been handed over by an unsympathetic magistrate 
to the care of his pap-pa, on the understanding that his 
worthy parent administers castigation. Our rising young 
colourist will now, no doubt, have an opportunity of con- 
templating the effect of the human form divine when laid 
in with black and blue, 
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Why is It? 
Why is it when I leave my “ gamp ” 
Behind me, when abroad I tramp, 
It's sure to rain—and I get damp? 
Why is it? 
Why is it when—a precious 
“flat "— 
I take my gamp to save my hat, 
It never rains—be sure of that ? 
Why is it? 
Why is it when for time I’m 
pressed, 
I burst a button in my vest, 
And cut my chin—a scrape at best ? 
Why is it ? 
Why is it when I meet Miss Rose, 
The girl to whom I would propose, 
A smut is always on my nose? 
Why is it? 
Why is it when you want your 
maid 
Or man to give you timely aid— 
You'll never find them, I’m afraid ? 
Why is it ? 
Why is it when you talk them o’er 
Their faults and fibs that vex you | a, _¥ 
sore, TAO Be cy Aeolay _ 
They're sure to listen at the door? S 
Why is it ? 
Why is it when you're out of gear, 
Half-shaved, unkempt and feeling 
“ queer,” 
You're sure to meet that proud De 
Vere? 





Why is it? 


Why is it when by stress and strain 
You've barely time to catch your 
train, 
‘Tis over punctual—sold again ? 
Why is it? 


Why is it when you’ve time to 
spare, 
When it is due—no train is there? 
Just half-an-hour late, I swear ! 
Why is it? \ 


Why is it when, without a doubt, 
You've put May’s scruples to the 
rout, 
Some foolstepsin and cuts you out ? 
Why is it ? 
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THE ELECTION ECSTASY. 

50 the Boulangists have been having a bit of a knock over the 
water, Well, let them, as far as I’m concerned. Of all the lunatic 
things you can see in your life, it’sa French election. <A parcel of 
idiots, either led by the nose by the priests, or made maniacs by bad 
absinthe, and badly written articles in flimsy ten centime papers. 
First of all, in the morning, in a French country place, at election 
time, the jabbering begins out of window, as a matter of course. And 
then everybody tries to get drunk before midday, and generally 
succeeds. Then you hear the peasants’ sabots go click-clack over the 
cobbly stones as they come in from the country, smoking filthy 
tobacco and smelling of garlic and onions. And the old priests, too. 
rhere they are, of course, with their big hats and badly shaven jowls, 
looking, for all the world, like Bill Sikes in black, and poking about 
everywhere with their bulgy blue umbrellas. 

But, of course, they must havea bit of pleasure mixed up with their 
public business, so, in nine cases out of ten, a fair’s always going on. 
Then there are big roundabouts, where the beggars sit in sort of private 
boxes, eating potatoes, fried in rancid fat, and worked with a steam- 
engine, while a piano-organ howls out /n Rvvrant de la Revue. 
Then there’s shooting with pea rifles, and dancing in booths, and 
‘ome nice fights at night time, when everybody’s got mad drunk. 
rhe French a sociable people, indeed! It’s the greatest lie out to 
sayso. They never can havea few drinks together without getting into 
i almost murdering row. Republicans and equal rights, indeed! 
lhey re only equal in making themselves equally beastly. 
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please, it’s really no business of ours. Supposing they do have another 
coup d'etat like Louis Napolean treated ’em to, All the better. It'll 
help to clear off the superfluous population. A few of ’em, more or 
less. won’t matter much, I should think. All this interest in foreign 
matters is simply imbecile. What do we care about Copenhagen and 
the Emperors meeting, and all the rest of it. Let ’em meet if they 
feel so disposed, Let ‘em play at skittles if they like, and back the 
Emperor of Russia because he’s the strongest and got the best appetite. 
Keep ourselves to ourselves. That ought to be our motto. Bah! 
DIOGENES TUBBS, 








Medal, but not Muddle. 
THE Saponaccous firm of Pears 
Now on its chest most proudly bears 
A Medal (gold) from France’s Exhibition ; 
‘Tis the only Medal of the kind, 
That was for Toilet-soap designe|,— 
Pears are proud of such a Medal-some condition. 


THe London County Council Licensing Committee is on the 
virtuous war-path. Its white robed sanctity has pronounced the 
Aquarium “ fishy.” The vials of its wrath have not been poured out 
on the Auchtotones, the Black boxer, or even Samson ; no, it objects 
not to the strong man, but to weak woman. Is this really for the 


- . awit wil , ; 
p iblic good? It will only scotch the snak it will not kill it, 
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° ” 
PAK OR CAIRNTEE HEAR? SJumMuS 


Looox ovr, Jummus !Nene’s rit rine ENGINES 


(SEE CARTOON.) 


YouR purging County Councillor gos 
Asasortof Paul Pry Bumbl 
A-snifhing for vi 
In quarters ! h nel humble 
ag officially prin nocturnal calls 
Where aught may seem depraving, 
And €5 pee ially visite the music halls 
To learn how they're behaving. 
Fome of bad tute keep cl 
Some Will roich the brink of 


e with his zealous nose 


Ben ver 


F>- IN PANTS, 
OnILOREE, 
arvtiion ‘00 


BENGER'S FOOO is Sold In Tine at 16. 6d., 
26. 6d., and 58. Ly Chemists, &c., Everywhere, 
or Free by Parcels Post, from 
MOTTERSHBAD 4&4 CO., 


7 EXCHANCE STREET AND OTTER WORKS, MANCHESTER. 





s f , 
Say. Jummws,/§ IT DEAF OR OuMB rE BE? CAIANT Ee 


o10 NOT ANS WEA 





A-COMIN’ TO PUT THE HOSE ON YE!” QUMMUS SMOKEQ CALMLY ON. 


PAUL PRY BUMBLE AND TEE MUSIC HALLS. 








alziel Brothers, at the 


THE TALISMAN. 





2/ MMUS , HERE'S A OLO BLOKE OQIED AND LEFT 





= ? 4 
YE A UNDERD THOUSAND FOc wo!’ ’ Nevrir A WORD 






a 
Goonrooray WACK | 


“ 

Nere,Jummus, THERE'S A POINT 0’ FOUR-ALE BIN 
» 

CJummus HAVE GOT SOME LEGS ON HIM, FOR SURE! 


Lerr For ve up AT THE fduve lancer!” 








Is quite too naughty-naughty. 
t's certainly mighty queer, So one gets a licence clear 
When you come to think of it. (Hic Dongail, how he’ll wink of it!), 
While t’other gets none :—oh, dear 
The difference ‘twixt them p'rhaps you'd It’s certainly mighty cueer 
Mss, When you come to think of it ! 
Respecting features spicy 
But your Paul Pry Bumble approves of this 
And dubs it nicey-nicey, We do not think much of a man who 
While he happens to feel di spleased with says that for young people to go to 
that the seaside every year sweethearting and 
And, virtuously haughty, connubializing is merely a coast-to-marry 
He protests that what he’s been looking at thing tudo? Do you? 


Some into its vortex steer 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
THE AVENUE.—The Avenue, without Mr, Arthur Roberts, isa new 
sensation. I believe the man who provides a new sensation is worthy 
of praise, and, without going so far as to say that the dispenser with 
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TooLe’s “Tur BUNGLE-O8 !” 


Mr. Roberts is so deserving as the dispenser of him, I am bound to set 
it on record that the “ new departure” here is made withspirit. Mr. 
Chevalier is a thoroughly good comedian, well known to experts in 
such matters, and one whom audiences should delight to honour; and 
of three new singers introduced, two, at least, have (in the native 
tongue of one of them) “ come to stay.” 





To say that Mr. Alfred Murray (in conjunction with whose name 
that of the late Mr. Farnie appears on the book) has excelled him- 
self, would be to do him an injustice. His songs have the usual tepid 
ring, and his simple minded humour tends largely to puns of a 
mechanical nature, such asa play upon “affairs of state,” with an allu- 
sion toa “ state of affairs,” andsoon. Tito Mattei’s music, however, is 
tuneful always, and not more “ waltzy” than seems to fit the stereo- 
typed requirements of the class of piece. He seems to spread himself 
upon his finales—that to the first act being very effective, and that to 
the second, if a trifle lengthy, ambitious and by no means unsuccess- 
ful. A pretty duet in the first act struck my fancy, and there are 
others which promise to breed admiration with familiarity. 


Mr. ALEC MAksH’s fine baritone tells to the usual advantage, and 
Mr. Joseph Tapley, whose voice has greatly improved of late, was in 
great favour, and deservedly so. e is one of the few tenors I 
thorougaly enjoy listening to—I don’t know what you think, Mr. 
George Sinclair's voice is of much value in the concerted pieces, if 
he does show some anxiety to get through his spoken dialogue as 
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THE CRITERION,—* CAst(R.”) 


quickly as verge Mr. Capel hasn't a very humorous part, and, 
up to now, does not seem able to make it so. 

MDLLE. SARA PALMA is likely to be found particularly acceptable 
y a general audience, and is certainly a capable and well trained 
ocalist, with a voice and style pleasant to listen to, Miss Amelia 





Gruhn is, perhaps, even more pleasing. I believe she is something 
of a novice, and I’m sure she was nervous, both of which circum- 
stances are sufficient to account for an occasional touch of flatness, 
Her voice is sweet, and she has the advantage of good looks—as, 


indeed, both ladies have. 





Messrs. H. GRATTAN and STANLEY BETJEMAN do yeoman service 
in small parts. Miss Alice Lethbridge tantalizes us by wandering 


through two whole acts before she gives us a dance. The scenes are 
above Avenue form, and a number of graceful young ladies dispose 
themselves to advantage in a number of brilliant costumes from the 
experienced and tasteful hands of M. Alias. 


Nops AND WINKS.—I’m very fond of gossip—theatrical gossip— 
but I don’t like it mixed. Some of it has got a bit mixed over 
The New Corsican Brothers. The truth about this piece is that it 
was planned by Mr. Cecil Raleigh, wholly and solely alone, and all out 
of his own head, in the summer, the plan submitted to and accepted 
by Mr. Arthur Roberts “later on,” and the dialogue and lyrics 
written—and uncommonly funnily written—by Mr. Cecil Raleigh 
(again wholly and solely alone, and all out of his own head) fur Mr. 
Arthur Roberts, and set to music—and remarkably pretty music—by 
Mr. Walter Slaughter. There you have it all, except that (negatively) 
neither Mr. Arthur Roberts nor Mr. Walter Slaughter have had a 
finger in the dialogue—whether this will always be true of Mr. Roberts 
is a matter for pensive and not unpleasant speculation.—The plans 
for the new Harris-Watkin-Roberts theatre in Shaftesbury Avenue 
are finished, by the way, and, when the L. C. C. have quite polished 
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THE CoUuRT,—* ARENT JACK.” 


off the music halls, they will have an opportunity of sitting on that. 
—Mr. Charles Fawcett is writing a three act play for Mr. Forbes 
Dawson, which is to be played at a matinée at Terry’s, under the 
management of Mr. Brickwell. Mr. Fawcett has a vein of humour 
with no disposition to fawce it, and Mr. Dawson has earned many 
encomiums (and had them paid) as an actor which I have much 
pleasure in en~lawson. Luck to the shoes, 


OUR extra special deputy under sub examiner has been looking at 
A Man's Shadow, The wonderful perfection of the entire thing has 
struck him as forcibly as the rest of us, and he says he’s going again, 
and as often as he can persuade Mr. Tree to let him in for nothing, 
and perhaps after that he will even spring a two-and-sixof hisown. No 
play was ever better acted he is convinced, and he recognizes the 
absolute reality of the court scene with the conviction of an old and 
trusted criminal.—As an antidote to the gloom, which, from its 
reality, oppressed him after Mr. Tree’s play, he had a look in at the 
Strand, where Our Flat is making crowds scream as per usual. 


Mr. THOMAS ELWELL gave a Dramatic Recital from Shakespeare 
in the French Chamber, at St. James’ Hall, on the 14th. This is a 
kind of entertainment that always oppresses yours truly with some 
gloom, particularly when Shakespeare is the well-spring from which 
the flow of words is drawn. I think for proper enjoyment of the 
bard, either the full dramatic action of the stage is necessary, or the 
silence of the study. The compromise of recitation for whole plays 
does not commend itself to me. It is a good deal a matter of taste, 
of course, and Mr. Elwell acquitted himself of his task with a goo 
deal of success. He has a good memory and a pleasant appreciation 
of “the text,” NESTOR. 
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SOME TYPES OF POPULAR PERIODICALS.—No. 5. 
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FRUM HOUSEMAID TO DUCHES3; 
OR, 
THE MYSTERY OF THE BOUDOIR PANTRY. 


CHAPTER I. 

THE Duchess of Doomsday frowned impatiently. She would have 
bitten her lip, but her teeth were false and slightly out of repair, and 
the experiment might have proved dangerous. Passion is akin to 
vulgarity, and the dignified calm of this stately wearer of the 
strawberry leaves was not to be ruffled by an emotion of the baser 
ind. Noblesse oblige ! 

“TI repeat,” she said, frigidly, recovering her sang froid, “ you must 
marry. It isa duty you owe to society.” 

Lord Knozoo inclined gracefully. There was a pale smile, almost 
a sncer, upon his aristocratically chiselled features as he replied, with 
e ual frigidity, “It is not the only debt Iam unable to discharge. 

“Pshaw!” ejaculated the Duchess, superbly. _ oo 

“In addition to which,” he continued, “I believe it is an ancient 
custom of the ducal house of Doomsday, never to recognize a creditor. 

“ Parbleu!” said her grace, scornfully, but with emphasis ; 
making a delicate meue, and speaking with that exquisite accent and 
classical finish only to be acquired in the most select circles of 
Clapham haut ton. , : 

At that moment a fairy-like form, with a strange light a 
in her limpid eyes, and a small hand-broom and dust-pan tightly 
clenched in her quivering fingers, entered the boudoir. “ Please, mum,” 
she said—“*I beg parding, I mean, your ladyship ; the nips, gone 
culed for his money, and says he'll be blowed if he stirs a peg unt! 
he gets that fifteen bob you owe him!” 

There was a dead silence. 

* * - * * * 

The soft light of an early morning sun tinged the ducal doorstep 
with a roseate hue, as the fairy-like housemaid daintily dipped net 
slender fingers in the pail of aromatic liquid, with which she ges 
the coldly insensible marble. Uneven footsteps were heard —— ae 
ing, and Lord Knozoo, returning home with the milk, fixed The 
admiring gaze upon the graceful form of Seraphina Scrubs. Ae 
magnetic beauty of her presence unloosed his heast-strings, © e 
coldness of his patrician caste melted; he loved madly, wi 4 
instantaneously! Besides he had had a bad night at baccarat, anc 
his tongue was as the Desert of Sahara. a baie 

“ Divine creechur!” he began, unsteadily poising himself ogre 
the friendly area railings; when, chancing to cast his eye upon the 
open doorway, he encountered the scornful gaze of the haughty 
Duchess of Doomsday ! 

(To be continue d in OUT Tle at.) 


never to take to tobacco in his lifetime, or mine. 
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Masks for Faces. 
(Humbly suggested as Encore Verses for Miss Vital Spark.) 
[Fashion's latest inventions include Artificial Dimples, Cheek-pads and Tcilet 


Masks for ladies.] 
AtR.—“ Masks and Faces.” 


WE knew Society wore a mask, an 4 la mode disguise, 

But this new artificial plan quite fills us with surprise ; 

It seems that ladies now adopt false.dimples and false cheeks, 

And of the brand new Toilet Masks full many a journal speaks. 

The dimples must be cut, it seems, and not without much pain, 

The Cheek Pads, too, may fall away and make girls look quite plain ; 
But the Toilet Mask is quite the rage—'tis bought, with great delight, 
By vain and foolish damsels who wear them night by night ! 


Chor ws. 
You see a charmer softly spin 
Around amid the ballroom’s din, 
And fervently you crave to win 
A girl so full of graces ! 
But closer glances oft reveal 
Her darling dimples are not real ; 
And she’ll pad her cheeks and her aze conceal 
In those Toilet Masks for Faces. 


That beauty only skin-deep is, philosophers insist, 

And we also know that fleshly charms cannot for aye exist ; 

But it is rough to dupe us with such cheek—such padded cheek— 
And to draw us on with dimples that were only made this week. 
If this keeps on when men propose the question of Love’s life, 
And ask some blushing damsel to become a loving wife ; 

’Twere best to scrutinize her well (O most ungracious task !) 

And see if all her face is real—or simply pad and mask ! 


Chorus.—A charming girl will, etc. 








Our own “stern parient” is decidedly against abolishirg corporal 
punishment. He says there is the authority of tradition in its 
favour, it having always been “ handed” down from father to son. 
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Mrs. Honeudove.—* 8o sorry to learn your engagement with Jack 


Jolliboy is broken off, Mabel.” 


Mabel.—* Bad job, (lear, but I had to make my choice and give up 


the boy or the "bacco, so Omne exit in furno. Have a cigarette, dear?” 


Mrs. Honeydove.—* No, pou horrid girl! I've promised Edwin 


Ethel.—* But surely, Angelina, he can’t wish you, in care you are 


the survivor, to forego your widow's weeds, 
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A CLASS OF MALEFACTORS. 


THER is a large Class of amiable and unhanged evildoers who consider it “ unkind” to give the true character of a servant, and hold it a worthy thing to deceive, 
Tig cries 2 yee bring calamity upon unhappy employers who have never harmed them, 





COOK. 
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Amiable and Unhanged Une,—“I'm sorry we have to turn cook out of the house at a moment's notice because she is drunk, and swears. and is filthy, and lazy, and 
dishonest, and so forth: but we won't say any of that in her character, as it wouldn't be kind.” 
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Joy of the next employers who engage the cook (on the strengt): of the character given by the Amiable Unes), after the cook has removed most of the property from 
the premises, smashed all the windows, filled the house with dirt, roused the neighbourhood with howls, and gone away in delirium tremens, 
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Amiable and Uuhangel One,—“ Look hers, the man I met down the road has given me this black eye and broken every bone in my skin.|}Never offended the creature in 
my life! It was that fellow whom cook went to whenishe left us,” ; 
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Verses, p. 184. 


[See Cartoon 
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WOMEN, TOBACCO, FOOD, PERPENDICULARITY, 


Anp OTHER MATTERS. 


IT is very curious how history repeats itself! There’s that problem 
about “Women and Tobacco” (or “ Tobacco and Women,” as our 
Special Curmudgeon puts 
it) wort p20 up again in 
a daily paper. Why, 
bless your soul, that was 
one of the very questions 
which the Committee of 
Ways and Means asked 
before the start ! 

“What was the Com- 
mittee of Ways and 
Means, and what was the 
start?” Dear us! have 
you never heard of those 
things? Why, at the be- 
ginning of the world, 
when primeval man was 
most primeval, quite new, 
and just arrived on the 
earth, of course he had 
to hold a grand Social 
Congress to decide under what conditions the world should be carried 
on. It wasn’t likely he was going to start haphazard and higgledy- 
piggledy, and tumble into society anyhow. 

So it was decided that the best plan would be to start a daily 
paper, and thresh out all the social problems by writing letters to it, 
in just precisely the same way as it’s done now in another paper, 
which doesn’t appear to know it has all been done so long before. 
Well, among the earliest problems started was 


“WOMEN AND Foop.” 





The question asked was, “Shall Women Eat Food?” and here isa 
letter on the subject : 


To the Editor of the “ Primeval Inquirer.” 


Sirn,—I have read with no little surprise the extraordinary 
question put by your correspondent “ Simplex,”—a question, as it 
seems to me, 80 utterly unnecessary as to call for no reply. There 
are certain fundamental se ape which, from the very nature of 
things, are foregone conclusions, and need no discussion whatever, 
and of such, as I submit, is the Women and Food subject. The mind 
which can, for one single instant, entertain without a shudder the 
notion of woman—fair, delicate, refined woman—engaged in so un- 
becoming an occupation as the consumption of food must indeed be 
a strange and abnormal one ! 

Let me ask you, Mr. Editor, to conjure up before the eye of your 
imagination such a scene,—a woman, perhaps a fair, delicate woman, 
with rippling golden hair and blue eyes, a slim ethereal form which 
appears rather to float in the ambient than walk upon the coarser 
earth—imagine such a being, I say, sitting down to fill her mouth 
with vegetables and suchlike, grinding them between her pearly 
teeth, and then gulping them down, possibly half choking herself in 
the process! Imagine such a being scooping up handfuls of water 
from a brook, and filling herself with it, as if she were a tub.* and 
I venture to say, sir, that you would absolutely shrink in uncon- 
trollable horror from the vision. 

But we need be in no alarm about such a state of things. There 
is, I rejoice to say, a pure sweet instinct born in the feminine breast 
which shuns with horror 
and loathing the coarse 
and the repulsive, and 
we may trust to that 
instinct to teach woman 
that to eat is not her 
province. Woman will, 
in this as in all things, 
be true to herself, and 
we need not look for- 
ward to a calamitous 
“day when our mothers, 
sisters and wives will 
tear, rend and devour 
sustenance, voluntarily 
descending to the level 
of the wolf and hyena, 
degrading their own 
sweet natures, and 
alienating from themselves the trust, affection and respect of men. 

}I am, sir, yours shockedly, DELICACY, 


* An article of domestic nse decided upon in a previous dircussion 








Then there was the Vertical Position Question. There was much 
division of opinion on this subject—some holding that the vertical 
position was the one suitable for mankind, while others contended 
that such an attitude was most inappropriate to the species. Here is 
a letter extracted from another number of the Inquirer :— 


THE VERTICAL POSITION. 


S1r,—Surely your correspondent, “ Perpendicular,” whose letter 
appears in your issue of to-day, must be of a humorous turn of mind, 
for his suggestion that mankind should stand, walk and conduct the 
affairs of life in general standing on their hind legs, with their fore 
legs hanging uselessly and meaninglessly in the air cannot surely be 
anything but a joke. ; 

t me ask “Perpendicular” one pertinent question :—For what 
were our fore legs intended if not to support a part of the weight of 
our frame ?—and let him answer it if he can. 1t is obvious that they 
were not intended merely as flappers with which to catch hold of 
things (though their prehensility is undoubtedly useful, and a part of 
their functions), or they would have been shorter. Then there is 
another question which “ Perpendicular” appears to have neglected to 
put to himself, and that is, How are we to keep our balance with only 
two of our feet on the ground? If “ Perpendicular” has any doubts 
on this point, let him try to walk half a mile in such a position, and 
I venture to prophesy that his back will ache with a severity which 
will at once and finally cure him of any further predilection for the 
position he advocates. 

Further—how are we to carry burdens—particularly our children, 
in the vertical position? Is not the back of the father or mother a 
seat beautifully and beneficently arranged by Mother Nature for the 
accommodation of our young ones? Are we to carry our children on 
our heads? Then let us imagine a man in the absurdly insecure 
and hazardous Vertical Position, walking along a narrow path at the 
edge of a precipice, and we have a picture quite sufficient to bring 
home to every rational mind the utter impossibility of such an 
attitude. Then how about the pressure upon the heart, and the 
draining of the blood to the lower extremities? These attempts to 
upset the arrangements of Nature cannot but end in catastrophe. 
Apologizing for taking up so much of your space, 

I am, sir, yours, etc., ALL FOURS. 
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HAD HIM THERE. 
Conductor (on receipt of four farthings for penny fare ).—* Don't 
take farthings for fares.” 
Old Party.—“ Then you'll jest ‘ev to ci’ me a penny for four 
fardine, for I ain't got no more money.” 
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New Leaves, | 

“ THE Aldine Reciter,” by Alfred | 
H. Miles (Hutchinson and Co.), | 
A good reciter may be a pleasing | 
public and private entertainer, and | 
also a fascinating friend of the | 
family. But to bea good reciter | 
requires the possession of many | 
qualifications, which are in this | 
work “recited” in a way that will 
not only benefit beginners, but be 
of value to the more professional 
practitioner. The collection of 
“pieces” is sufficiently extensive 
to form an almost inexhaustible 
supply of every kind conceivable 
for choice and use.—“ The Al Re- 
citer,” part four, by the same Editor 
and Publishers, is also a careful, 
useful and capacious collection. | 








Grosvenor Gallery. 

THE Second Pastel Exhibition 
does not compare favourably with 
the first. We find so much that 
is far below commonplace that it 
would. have been better to have 
had only one room instead of five, 
and, assuming that discretion and 
art knowledge had been shown in 
the selection, such as the Grosvenor 
has been remarkable for in time 
past, thereisenough thatis passable | 
to have made a fairly good show. | 


Among the really notable works | ” ' 
are a portrait of Herbert Vos, by | “Fe 
Emile Wawters; “The Poet,” | at 


Florence Small; “ Barking Nets,” 
Henry Tuke; “ Polar Bears,” J.M. | 
Swan; and “Little Rose,” Geo. | 
Clausen. 
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Spareneck.—‘“ Why, old boy, fancy seeing you. Rumour had it that you knocked off hunting, by 
particular desire on the occasion of your marriage !” 
Bulifinch.—* So I did, old man ! 


Sol did! But this ain't the occasion of my marriage, is it?” 








Court Carols.—No. 5. 
A MASS OF MARTYRS, 

{The Police Courts have this week reeked of cases of cruelty to wives and children.] 
WE'RE a lot of fine fellers most cruelly lumbered,— 
Along with mere felons and sech cattle numbered, 

1f you asks us for why,; 
We are bound to reply 
That we, who with wives and with kids are encumbered— 
Simply wallopped the same while they laboured or slumbered, 
And for merely a-maulin’ small children as cries out, 
And for merely a-knocking our missises’ eyes out, 
We're to have a slight fill 
Of the bloomin’ mill. 
If at whopping your wife or your woman Law flies out, 
No wonder as civilersation dies out ! 
Chorus. Still, while we're away 
We tries to be gay, 
As we works on the stepper so pat, 
When to stone jugs we slink 
It consoles us to think 
We ain’t got to cop the Cat! 


We have cause, you'll allow, for to show indignation, 
For when we’ve the sulks, or ineberiation ; 
Why should brats go and squall, 
Or women-folk bawl, 
Jest because, by our loafing and jollification 
We've dragged them all down to a state of starvation? 
Can you wonder that either we boot ’em or bash ’em, 
Or jump on their chestes, and strive for to smash ’em ? 
(No! Us you can’t blame 
For you'd do jest the same.) 
And at times when this way we can’t properly thrash ’em— 
With knives and with pokers and sech things we gash ‘em ! 
Chorus. Still, when we’re inside 
Through them creatures so snide— 
Our sperits don’t get wery flat, 
For the Law is sech rot, 
That, when us it has got 
It don’t dare to give us the Vat 


KNIOCKNAOKS. 


LYDIA HEWLETT, of Homington, Wiltshire, has been bewitched, 
and is accompanied all over the place by mysterious knockings, which 
are vouched for as authentic by canons, ministers and police in- 
spectors. The only conclusion we can arrive at is that they have all 
been knocked silly. 


Dr. MCDONALD has been giving a lecture on Dante, in which he 
observed “that most Englishmen got as far as the middle of the 
Inferno and stopped there.” We were not aware that Englishmen 
were singular in this respect. We thought that most people who 
were unfortunate enough to get into the Inferno, were in the habit 
of remaining there, 





Weary Traveller.—* How far is it, my man, to Goose Green?” 

Village Wit.—* Better nor four mile.” 

Single Minded Son of Toil._—* Four miles? 
talking about, it’s under two miles.” 

Village Wit.—* Well, that’s better than four, ain’t it?” 


Whoi, what’s ‘ec 
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HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1890. 


Containing contributions by 


Messrs. G. MANVILLE Fenn, J. F. SULLivan, Goprrey Torwer, Dewar 
WiLLocK, James Hewson, W. F. GoLpperc, Launce Lez, Joun Nontu- 
corr, H. M. Pavitt, CHartes 8. CuertyaM, A. T. Pask, CHARLES J. 
DunpuaiE, H. T. Jounson, JOHN NORMAN, Percy Reeve, J. W. Hovonton, 
ARTHUR M. BrnsteaD, Leopold TorNgeR, Gronor DaLziet, Sen., SAMURL 
Rerp, Frank A. CLemenT, E. J. GoopMaN, Pau. Menirt, RicharD Henry, 
Byron Wesper, CLO. Graves, and G. R, Sima, 
Pully [ustrated by 
Gorpow Taomsoy, J. F. SuLtivay, J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE, FREDERICK 
BARNARD, Hat LupLow, M. Greirrennacen, Matr Sraetcu, Exnest 
Geiset, Lucren Davis, ALYRED Gray, J. W. Hoveston, H. P. Dotimay, 
Geo. GatcomBe, Witt T. Truk, Warwick Reyxoips, H. Tock, Tuomas 
DALZIEL, AND G. G. FRASER. 
OFFICE, 158 FLEET STREET, E,C, 
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Bygone ‘“Events Cast 
their Shadows” Behind ! 


A TALL and handsome form is mine, 
A form of comely grace : 

My face was always deemed a fine 

And prepossessing face. 

| My noble forehead’s broadand high, 

My cheeks nor fat nor thin, 

| I glory in a bright blue eye 

And richly rounded chin. 

I sport a sportive gay moustache 
I’ve well pomaded hair : 

I perpetrate a vigorous mash 
With maiden sweet and fair. 

But ere upon the flirting game 
I start with ardent zest, 

I take good care to clothe my frame 
Allin my Sunday Best ! 





A big and brawny Dockman I, 
With stalwart shoulders broad, 
Inured, since I was three feet high, 
To lift the ponderous load. 
My bread by honest toil I eara, 
My cheese by honest sweat, 
And nightly, as I homeward turn, 
I'm rather black, you bet! 
The togs I wear at work are not 
(Juite princely robes to see ; 
3ut when each evening home I’ve 
got, 
And when I’ve had my tea, 
Just wait until an hour goes by,' 
And what a blissful, blest, 
And beauteous change takes place 
when I 
Assume my Sunday Best ! 


A 


2 ee 
SA 
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This coat and vest and bags to get 
I “ parted” three-fifteen, 
Nor grudged the brass: for never 
yet 
A smarter suit was seen. 
And, what with golden watch and 
| chain, 
| And new silk gloves as well, 
| And silver studs and jewelled cane, 
Oh, I’m a perfect swell ! 
Nay, HAVE BEEN, let me rather 
say : 
For all my heart is sore 
To think that now—alack-a-day !— 
My flirting days are o’er. 
Our Dockmen’s Strike has pinched 
me so 
That I’m with debt oppressed, 
Till, like or lump it, I must go 
And pawn my Sunday Best ! 














THE LION COMIQUE OF THE FUTURE. 
Song.—* They're all right when you know ‘em,—But you've got to know ‘em fust.” | ELECTION JNTELLIGENCE.—Re- 
Ido no object to dar - I do not t to! rdo] ect mic singing” (cheers and la turning the Gladstonian at Peter- 





TORF CUTTINGS. 
TO THE EDITOR OF “ Fun.” 


S1R,—Once again I sit me down (of course I have returned to town) to 
treat, with all becoming zest,a theme of public interest. The theme 
to which I thus refer will to your mind at once occur, unless you happen 
to be what I do not think,—an idiot! In point of fact, you will 
require a tip about the Cambridgeshire and, as is proper, right and fit, 
I'm by these presents sending ™ 


Few can look, without regretting. Only one (or so I make it) 
(On the horses in the betting. (‘an exp et or hope to take it 


| or, though many ure Included, Others (need it be repeated ) 
Nobody wil] be de] le d All are doomed to be defeated ? 
Into distantly believing Is this not a thought of sadness. 
Each can be the prize res elving. Grief and melancholy madness I 
But t Ww y r care upon the win! and listen to the bard 
He \ bn the W nne nh it tax ' 


; hte Be 
f London at St. James’ Hall. borough. 








And though it’s very possible he’s failed you in the past, 
He's pretty sure to drop upon a decent thing at last. - 


So lay away on Primrose Day, but do not hope to win with it, 

And Philomel will serve you well, so mind you keep well in with it, 
Though Zanzibar and Danbydale may keep you out of debt a bit, 
While Davenport, I rather think, is good enough to get a bit. 


Then Claribelle (you cannot tell) all foes may quell who hear the bell : 

And Ronda, too, may run so true that shiners do accrue to vou: 

If nothing block Caerlaverock, it should be cock of all the stock. 

And will, I think, receive “ the chink,” and so I wink and take a drink, 
As with this race, my youthful friend, I feel the season at an end 

(although a straggling race or so will drag it on awhile, you know), 

It will not stir you much that I should, for the present, say “* Good- 


bye. rhe parting needn't give us pain, for we, of course, shall meet 
igain (supposing that we care two pins) when racing once again 
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a Home Rule M.P. widout them, there’s been no bearin’ the shtuc! 








INCIDENTS IN THE BATTLE OF LIFE. 
(1) “‘Shure it’s an ilegant shillelagh ye have there, Mrs. Donovan!” ‘‘ Faix, it is, then. It’s'just Donovan’s walkin’-shtick that oi've been decoratin’ wid 
uails to knock some etiquette into Mrs. Cassidy wid when she comes past the doore. Ivver since Cassidy pawned his throusers and the bhoys tuck him for 
k up crayture! She cut me this mornin’, begor’ !”’ (2) Hard-Worked Bargeman, — 
‘There yer are, Bill! If ever I leaves the water, that’s the game as I shall foller! Bless yer, none o’ them fellers knows wot it is to do a reg'lar hard day's 
work such as we're a doin’ on. And they're well paid an’ all! Make their fifteen bob a week easy.” 
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AN IMPORTATION. 

So we are going to have the lath and plaster Bastille brought over 
from Paris to here, are we? Well, that doesn’t matter over much, 
anyhow. Yet a real prison or two wouldn’t do much harm, I should 
think. I went to see the storming of the Bastille the other night at 
the Lyceum. I didn’t much care for that particular part of the show. 
I liked to see the guillotine, though. What a splendid thing it would 
be if we had a Reign of Terror in England! What a number of 
beastly bores could be got rid of. If some beggar like Jones would 
persist in telling you stale old japes out of sub-edited country papers 
you'd only have to go and denounce him as a traitor to the country 
and the sovereign people, and in all likelihood there would be an end 
put to him precious soon. 

Then, think how the guillotine would settle all the local bores on 
County Councils and School Boards, and all that sort of thing! 
Splendid, I say. 

We could do without a few tons of these would-be big men very 
easily, And as to the Bastille itself, what a splendid institution it 


was! I’ve always hated people who worry me with clacking about 
politics whenever you come across ‘em. People in France in the last 
v4 Irv we) n't ill wed to talk 7 e48 3 rif they ti eq .+ + ey v ‘ 



























them company. He! he! Fancy that Jones sitting on the damp 
stones in a dungeon trying to teach a rat to balance a straw on its 
nose! That would take something out of the beggar’s talkee-talkee 
if anything would. 

If we only chose to take a common-sense view of things we could all 
of us do with a few less people in the world, whether worked off by 
guillotine or shoved away in dungeons, People are always talking 
about live and let live. J say let most people die. It would be all 
the more comfortable for the remainder. A Bastille’s just the thing 
we want, only I'd prefer having the real thing! 

If we're going to have any more things over from Paris, though, I 
shall get pretty sick of the whole business, [ can tell you. I don’t 
want any real Parisian cafés over here. People drinking beastly 
brandy and smoking beastly cigars and squabbling over dominoes, 
and I don’t want any more of the open air business listening to 
bands. A hurdy-gurdy and an organ were thought quite good enough 
for the open air when I was a youngster. And I don't want any 
light beer drinking to become general. Who cares if a workman 
does get too much to drink? I don't. ’m sure. And if he does beat 
his wife—b sh ! All the b *tter ‘for her, it'll stop her nh igging, and 
she'll vet the man a good dinner instead of tinned meat and pickles 

t DIOGENES TUBBS, 
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Autumn Leaves. Ah, windfalls of autumn! ye rece ntly took | For Erin a very nice off'ring must be 
(SEE CARTOON.) Three separate leaves out of Vie tory’s book | Her foes to befool ; 
. ro gladden his heart ; | And thereby encouraged, she certainly can 
THE leaves of the autumn are coming down And if Peterborouch’s appear'd to excel. Look forward with trust to that governing 
fast, Yet Elgin and Nairn’s the same story could | plan, 
And so are the hopes of the Tories at last, tell, | To be compass'd, ere long, by her Grandest 
Beholding the way While that from North Bucks perform’d Old Man. | 
Whereby the elections have lately display'd equally well | Oh, good old Home Rule! 
The fact that electors are turning to aid Its spirite | part. | er 
That cause which our Gladstone's great efforts es salts 
have made Three leaves form a shamrock, and these | So the schoolboys have struck. In FUN's 
Triumphant to-day. special three | boyhood’s days the masters did that. 





otamer ane Supper Daioties, Clever 
Rectpes are Given Away 
With every Packet of Bud's Custard Powder. 


This Admlrable Sub at tute for 
q Fgxs is most enjoyable with 

Tinned and Preserved Fruits 
and provides an endicss varity 
ol Choice Di.hes. | 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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Caughl in his (rap. Yea The Chevalier ina race. The Judde and ET 


, ' E : ' da sever le 7) I ly ron oy! slgva (tha » . 
(1) Mr. Harrison Weir's big Cat Show ; (3) An alleged commercial traveller (5) If Lady Guides, in London, should (7) A bold brav’ Belge Chevalie r bashed 
had a catalogue, not dreary tried to be a sham detective indulge in an estrangement, bystanders with his * brolly 

’ : @ orn bir , ears shee t.% , 
Une never findshim Harrassin’—his | And would have swindled traders, Tis apt to be, for Frenchmen, Hix deed was not (che)-valier-nt 
work doth never Weir-y but his method was defective Moun-seerious arrangement. so they fined him for his folly. 
tortionate old boat an} piled 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
THE GLOBE.—The arrival of an Amierican actress amongst us Uun- 
heralded by anything remarkable in the way of advertisement has a 
freshneas about it which may fairly be described as exhilarating. It 


' 





lHK (1 LOBF. [AS KEFUL FOR LI MA MEKUY, 


true that Miss Loie Fuller, the lady in question, has thought it 
advisable to bring prominently to our notice statement and proof of 
her right to the play in which she appears, but this is an ethical 
juestion with which a general audience is so little likely to interest 
itself that it can scarcely be credited with any advertising value 
whatever. [Tam at least safe in observing that no one in England 
(at anyrate) is at all likely to dispute Miss Fuller's entire right to the 
intellectual work she has submitted to our notice ! 


THE story of Caprice is the familiar one of the “gentleman” who 
marries a trusting rustic, subsequently discovers that her grammar is 
defective, and consequently nevlects her until she is goaded into 
running away, performing a rapid act of “ education,’—ie., discard- 
ing the unaffected bad grammar of humble life for the affected bad 
vyrammar of the “ upper suckles,’—returning to overwhelm him with 
her acquirements, and to live with him “happy ever after.” It isa 
subject which, with delicate handling, can be made fairly plausible, 
if not very eonvineing. The Unequal Match is the best stage form 
of it lam acquainted with, though it was left for an artist like the 
author of The Princess of Thule to make it absolutely natural and 
wholly acceptable, It will be observed that Mr. Black’s heroine is 
neither uneducated nor un- 
refined, which relieves the hero 
of the suspicion of mild idiocy 
which otherwise might attach 


Lo him, and obviates the 
Ly rol tha remarkable 
lueational feat which robs the 
mracte it COUSISLEHCY unial 
Phi latter incident 
may be somewhat condoned in 
/ a/ Vat h tol thie 
e of the dramatically efi 
live cere Which is the resuit 


of it-—Cap affords us no such 


Opport inity. 


LHERE Was one sweetly 
natural touch in = the piece— 
whether due to the author or the 
staye-manaver, | am unable to 
judge—which Ido not think met 
with due appreciation. The 
reason for the heroine's leaving 
home was, no doubt, the system- 
tic grumbling of her snob of a 
husband; but in these things 





it 


THik GLOBE MeKCY \ 


itisnecessary to haveaclimax of 
some kind to produce the explosion, This is very ingeniously brought 
about by Mercy’s method of placing the easel ready for het artist 
husband's return. Lhe culpabli rmorance of unvone who would 
expect a man to paint comfortably with the rnt at his right hand 
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effect. I think I trace the hand of the stage-manager, Mr. Maltby 
(himself an artist) in this happy touch. The genius of it is a cut 
above the author. 


MISS FULLER’S acting is worthy of much better opportunities. 
Her modesty of announcement, I confess, predisposed me in her 
favour, and although the first sight that greeted me on approaching 
the theatre was the familiar sun-bonnet of the American domestic 
drama, a few minutes’ experience of the lady’s performance was suffi- 
cient to counteract the shock. I rather fancy Miss Fuller’s personal 
attractiveness covers some small defects—there is a sort of bright 
eyed, cheery intelligence about her which is very captivating, and 
envenders uncritical friendliness. I think I could do with something 
more natural than the galvanic jerks with which she sometimes 
expresses the coyness of maidenhood. I could dispense with some of 
the sotto voce singing (though [ am content that it should not all go), 
and [ entirely object to the unbecoming costume worn in the last act. 
For the rest, [hope Miss Fuller will stay with us—awhile, at least. She 
has a marked sense of humour, pathos, true and unexaggerated (no 
mean gift), and a ready but quiet appreciation of dramatic “ points.” 
To the cleverness of her art, and that of her associates, was due the 
patience with which the audience, though occasionally restless, bore 
the terrible strain inflicted upon them by Caprice. 


THE cast 1s almost entirely “native talent.” An exception 1s Mr. 
l.J. Herndon, who pl ived what I expect will turn out to bea eleverand 
entertaining bit of Yankee character, under special disadvantages. 
He has a humorous eye. Mr. Alfred Maltby and Miss Susie Vaughan 
almost contrive to invest thei ; 
dialogue with an air of comi- 
cal Ly a bit of a triumph in | \ 
its way. Mr. Aubrey Bouci- 
cault is too noisy. Mr. J. G. 
Grahame plays the hero with 


\ 


judicious eare : and what else re- \ 
mains to be done is well done \ 
by Messrs. J. Maclean and 
Fuller Mellish, and Misses Marie \ 
Linden and Nellie Lingard— 

the latter lady’s part consisting \ 
of a whistle and nothing else. 

I cannot bring these remarks to a 
conclusion without paying a tri- 

bute to the intelligence and 
ability displayed by the cow in 

the second act. I have seldom 

seen a small part so well done ; 

the “business” with the ears a 
and manner of making a meal 
off the adjacent paint are worthy —— 
of the highest admiration, 





Pik (LOBE. THERE WERE THRE 
Pie AVENUE.—A smart little PISHERS—'THIS IS ONE, 
duolowu “by ALCLC.,” ealled 
Caught at 1. txt, Ww opens the ball at this house, It is Spirited 5 
played by Mr. H. T. Grattan and Miss Isabel Ellison, and serves mor 
than ordinarily we is a prelude tothe now better digested humours 
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NoDSs AND WINKs.—For the seventh time the “ Prinece’s Cinder- 
Cilas, i ile ! e funds of the Chelsea Hospital fol Women, Wl | 
bn dat the Ha n Piceadilly. The dances commence on 
Wednesday, the 14th prox., and tinish on February 6th, 1890, and as 


the tickets f admission are issued under some wise restrictions. 
which rendet mn difficult to procure, there will no doubt be a rishi 
for then Phe 2th of November is the date now fixed upon for the 
production of Messrs. Cecil Raleigh’s and Walter Slaughter’s .Vew 
Cursican Brothers at the Royalty. It is expected that a large 
proportion of those desirous of being present at the first performance 
will tind accommedlation on the doorstep only !—My extra-special - 
sub-deputy-substitute-understudy has had another look at Paul Jones. 
He says he has crown a deal older since he first saw it, but age doesn’t 
seem to have affected the piece much, beyond making it mellower, 
perhaps, and the jocularities more spontaneous. Miss Huntingdon’s 
sit ivois as charming and her acting as serious as ever. Miss 


Wadman, Mr. Monkhouse, Mr. Wyatt, Mr. Ashley. and the rest all 
still find entertainment of the best for us. and whatever 


may be the ~ follow ‘s contemplated bv Mr. Sedger, it is clear 
that it will not be required just yet. The same young gentle- 
man has al Oo rece ntly paid his respects to Her Maiest Vs. The 


, | | , 
Pron s here are very much ¢t taste ay e the. smok ne room, con- 
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CHAPTER I. 

A BLOOD red glow in the western sky bathed the nose ‘of--Sir 
Mango Wurzel ina crimson flood, dyeing its native purplewith a 
still richer tint. Reclining, weed in hand, he gazed at nothing, 

There was a movement in an adjoining shrubbery. Snake-like 
along the ground, writhed a repulsive form; the baronet’s chair was 
reached : then—a flash of light—an upward thrust—and the unhappy 
victim sat calmly enjoying his cigar, apparently unconscious that 
thirty-six inches of the finest Sheffield steel protruded from his vitals. 

Sut this could not last! Three hours later Sir Mango Wurzel was 
a lifeless corpse. x % % * , 

The deed had not been unobserved. Standing a few yards distant, 
and shrouded in a sombre cloak, a stern-faced man had been a silent 
spect itor of the ohast ly crime, When all was over he slow ly advanced 
towards the recumbent figure. | 





A small object, half hidden in the 
grass, lay at the back of the chair; with a cry of joy, he threw 
himself upon it. 

“A clue!” he murmured; “A clue!” « » , 

“You will, of course, bestow your hand and fortune on whomsoever 
discovers the murderer of your husband?” queried the pale-faced 
stranger, with hawk-like glance. The sad-eyed lady looked at him 
with scornful contempt. “ Can you doubt it?” she replied. » x 

Fifteen years elapsed. Black Joe was behind tne counter, when 
a stranger entered hurriedly. 

‘Six of tripe!” he said, curtly, disappearing into the private 
supper room, As the smoking luxury was placed before him he 
uttered a loud exclamation and sprang with a bound from his seat. 

“ At last, villain!” he shrieked, seizing Black Joe by the wrist with 
a grasp of steel. “At last we meet. Fifteen years ago you basely 
assassinated Sir Mango Wurzel. In withdrawing the knife you, either 
by accident or design, severed the little finger from your left hand ; 
I have it here—with me!” and he-tapped his vest pocket. “ Night or | 
day you have never left my sight since that foul deed was:done! 
But at last we meet!” and, throwing open his cloak, he added 
" expect no mercy! Iam Dedworm the Detective!” = + ¥ 

Standing in prominent position upon the mantelpiece of Lady 
Wurzel’s drawing room is a small shrivelled object, inclosed in a 
plain gold case, richly studded with diamonds. As she clasps her 
mabe she points towards this object. and. + | it} ©’ Cc 





nd husband's hand. 
' red ™m rr 1T’sS soft i . Phe F ngel of ite! 
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Court Carols.—No. 6. 
SUFFERERS’ SAUCE, 
POOR WOMAN fo HACKNEY RELIEVING OFFICERS, etc. 


O, GENTLEMEN, before you now I plead 

For my dear husband, who no more can work ; 
His sufferings are terrible indeed, 

For fell disease in his poor frame doth lurk. 
They tell me that he can’t much longer last, 

And that the Infirmary’s shelter he should share ; 
His hours are numbered, he is dying fast ; 

O take my dying husband ‘neath your care! 


Chorus of Relieving Officers, ete. : 
Ono! Not much! Whatsauce! What cheek! 
In some other parish relief you must seek ; 
To some other Union to die he must go— 
Ho, ho, ho, ho!: 
To mere moribund strangers no care can we show, 


The LOCAL MAGISTRATE, 


Come, come, the man is dangerously ill— 
Surely you'll take him—see his pleading wife !— 
Into your Infirmary Ward until 
Death, fast approaching, cuts his thread of life! 
Remember, you're responsible, if he 
Without this needful smal] relief should die, 
So, come, be generous—be ruled by me— 
Give the dying man admission! No? 0, fie! 
Chorus of Parochial O flicials : 
We scorn your views. For the law, you see, 
Is e’er on the side of such as we! 
He doesn't belong to our Parish, and so 
Let him die somewhere else.—either sudden or slow,— 
Ho, ho. ho, ho! 


Now who dares to grumble at Bumble and Co, ? 
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DIVIDED ATTENTION. 
Miss Flirtington (who has heen spooning with Charlic Cherri- 
chappi to Herr Spoutz, who has been reciting).—* Thanks sO very 
ne recitation, Herr. it was so touching It neat ly 








much for your charm 
made me cry.” 


Ilerr Spout I ntended 
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AFFINITY. 
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black dress. 


Smiffkine dances first with Mise Jones, who wears a And this is the design his glove prints on Miss 8.'s 
back for the rest of the evening. 





TI. 
And then with Miss Smith, who wears a white one. 

















After the Battle. 


\ WARNING WARBLE FOR Music HALL MANAGERS AND ARTISTES. 








































WELL, my music hall friends, all is over— 
All is over, at least, for a year; 

So, again, ye may play on in clover, 
And eren in sketches appear! 

You have all had an anxious time lately, 
The Mc Dougal! a nightmare has been ; 
tut his clique has been sat upon greatly— 

So, pro tem., you are now all serene. 


Spoken.—Y es, dear boys, and your Old Friend FUN rejoices greatly 
that his efforts in your cause have not been in vain. Ah, yes! your 
0. F. F, fought bravely for you in cartoon and carol, that time he 
ittacked Paul Pry McDougall. But you brought a lot of it upon 
yourselves, don't you know? And now- 


(‘horus, You've escaped by the skin of your teeth, dear bovs, 
Though it went ’gainst the Mc Dougal! grain, 
As I've told you before, 
You with “ blueness” won't score ; 
So don't let it happen again ! 


The mien has not been too courageous, 
Which you in this matter have shown ; 
After being exceeding “ rampageous,” 
You tried toe repentant a tone ; 
But let bygones be bygones—no sneering— 
FUN bears you no malice, be sure ; 
Besides, since this last interfering, 
Your songs will not be so impure. 


Spoken.—Well, dear boys, let's hope 80. Eh? There was room for 
improvement, I fancy! What do yew think? But still you know it 
was FoN—good old FUN, who was among the foremost to fight for 
you against injustice and partiality—and don’t you forget it! 
Meanwhile, be thankful that—— 

Chorus, You escaped by the skin of your teeth, dear boys, 
Though it went 'gainst the McDougall grain, 
Also Rosebery's sense 
Was for you a defence— 
So don’t let it happen again !* 


ST lie - 4 ux 74 , . + 
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KNICKNAOCOKS. 


Smith.—* Wonderfully alike those two clerks of yours are, take ‘em 
for twins any day.” 

Brown.—* Yes, you might, well, you see, they are corresponding 
clerks, perhaps that accounts for it.” 


A DAILY contemporary stated that, in a collision which occurred 
lately, a certain ship was struck on the fvre quarter. The editor must 
have thought it was a sheep instead of a ship. What a lamb he 
must be. 


IT must have beena disappointment to our American cousins, after 
all they've read and been told about the faultless dressing of the St. 
James’ Company, to see the Kendals make their first appearance 
before them in A Scrap of Paper. 


Spifias.—* That bridge over the channel is a gigantic and far- 
reaching scheme, isn't it?” 
Spofiins.—* Yes, indeed! About twenty-two miles, isn't it?” 


“SERVIA right,” as the Czar of Russia observed when he heard 
that two English newspaper correspondents had been expelled from 
the little state. 


Mr. Jones.—* 1 see, by the paper, that the kilts are in Paris.” 
Mother-in- Law.—* What do you mean by ‘ the kilts,’ John ?” 

Mr, Jones.—* Why, a Highland Gathering * 

Mrs. Junes.—* Nonsense, John! A kilt is pleated, not gathered ! 


what ignorant creatures you men are, to be sure.” 





Mrs, Masterman.—* Now you hare come in, Mr. M., perhaps you 
will not find it tee much trouble to read the newspaper to me.” 

Mr, Masterman (who has been detained late at the office—ahem ! ) 
— Yes, my dear. Le’mesee, oh, yes, Shipping Disaster! the barque 
Horsa was in tow of the tug Hercules, when the hawser parted, and 
the Horsa began to drift up channel, Capt. Wilson of the Horsa 
was struck by the hawser, when the Horsa hy 

Mrs. Masterman.—“ Thank you, Mr. M., that is quite sufficient, 
thank you, and since you cannot even read straight, the best thing 
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substantiated. 


THE CAUSE CELEBRE OF MICHAELMAS SITTINGS. 
hg port of the allegation of cruelty the petitioner gave evidence that ati last Henley regatta the respondent ousted her Blenheim spanicl 
from vt av 


ourite chair and, occupying it himself, refused to surrender it. ..°. . . The jury were of opinion that the charge of cruelty was 

















Mary, Dear Mary. 


[ AM not prepossessing of form or of face, 


I've a temper that's scarce either gentle or 


kind 
I'm too lean to admit of corporeal grace, 
And too lazy to crave an intelligent mind. 
To the drink and the weed I’m a dead-and- 
gone slave, 
And-to vile Kendal Brown an attachment 
I bear, 
But.if Dryden sing sooth, [m essentially brave, 
For I’m really a demon at winning the fair. 
There be some who in love with my rakish- 
ness fall ; 
There be some who adore my superlative 
Wea dress; 


f 





Some:-admire my moustache: but I think, 
most of all, 
It’s the “gift of the gab” that insures me 
success, 
At this moment, no less than ten damsels I 
know 
Who to gain my proposals have anxiously 
striven, 
But of these there are nine who to Putney 
may go, 
For to Mary—dear Mary—my hand shall be 
given { 


Desdemona—that’s One—I am bound to ad- 


mires 








As the airiest, fairiest dancer on earth, 
And to Sarah—that’s Two— many suitors 
aspire, 
For she’s far more fair-made 
Maid of Perth. 
Sophonisba—that’s Three—has of learning a 


than the Fair 


store, 
But in vain for her favours the scientists 
sigh , 
And, like Byron, while out with Jemima— 
that’s Four— 
‘“T have basked in the beam of a dark- 
rolling eye.” 


Pretty Lizzie .—that's Five—all creation can 





spank 
Ate xpressing her thoughts in a humorous 
vein, 
While Matilda—that’s Six—has an exquisite 
ank 
I mean waist—that not Venus herself would 
disdain. 
Henrietta—that’s Seven—who's a schochuih. 
tress fair 


Would her children train up in the way 
they should go, 
And sweet Kitty—that’s Eight—with her 
prudence and care 
Would be really an excellent housewife, I 
know. 


Should I open a fish-shop,—by Sukey—that's 


Nir t-— 








Many good business bargains, I'm sure, 
would be driven : fdlecline, 
But their hearts and attractions I firm) 
For to Mary—dear Mary—my hand shall 
be given ! 
Now, my Mary—that’s Ten—may be passably 
fair, 
But by Sarah—that’s Two—she's com- 
pletely outdone : | bear 
She can dance, but she dances the dance of a 
As compared with the lithe Desdemona— 
that’s One. —shoe,”’ 
As to knowledge, I’ve heard her spell “s, h, 1, 
So she’s somewhat behind Sophonisba 
that’s Three : [ thirty-two) 
And the waist (since my Mary's is just 
Of Matilda—that’s Six—is more graceful 
to see. [bright eye— 
Wifely care—common sense—a smart wit—a 
And some slight business talent—she owns, 
I opine, 
But she can't in these desiderata come nigh 
Number Eight, number Seven, numbers 
Five, Four and Nine! [ yearn, 
Yet for useless accomplishments scorn I to 
And my heart with no worldly-wise feel- 
ings is riven : 
It's because, while we're out, she stands treat 
in her turn, (be given ! 
That to Mary—dear Mary y hand @haii 
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ANOTHER BRITISH WORKING MAN. 
And very tired you must be of them, Reader, dear, 
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H® was a nice, careful workman, and always took proper precautions, “If you'll jest put out all t’\e fires and ‘ave the gas and the water cut orf, miss, I 1] be back in 


twenty minnits, to start on the job,” said he. 
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Then, for weary years while awaiting his return in twenty minutes, the family abstained from washing themselves, and ate raw meat in the dark, in the depth of 


1} 


winter, withouta fire. Till they died out, and the house fell into disr pairan lyvotu re pntation of being haunted. and becamea docrless and windowle ss, ivy-clad'ruin, 
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Then one day the careful workman returned ‘and was met in the hall by the resident ghost. “Got the fires out and all that ?” he said, “then, I'll start on the job.” 


“What jot murmured the puzzled spectr 
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AS TO MUSIC HALLS AND PROPRIBTY. -- 


THERE can be no doubt?;that the Licensing Committee of the 
County Council for London:has given rise to greatly varied criticism 
on all sides. We have 


does, the conclusions ar- 
rived at by a deep and 
mature thinker on the sub- 
ject : and the following i« 
a verbatim report of the 
conversation between that 
gentleman and our re- 
porter :— 

Reporter. I have the 
pleasure, I believe, of ad- 
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dressing "En ‘Opkins,: Esquire ? 

Exeter po Mle —pim Of "Olloway, late of ‘Oxton, and 
formerly of "Ighbury ; the same. ‘Ow are you, ole pal? 

Rep. I thank you no less for your condescension than for your 
courtesy, and am well. May I have the advantage of afew words 
with you on the subject of the late Licensing proceedings? 


E.O. Ugh! 
Rep. I your ? I understood you to say? 


E.O. I sayed, “ Ugh!” 

Rep. Meaning that——? 

E.O. That licences is all rot ! 

Rep. Am I, then, to take it that you would abolish al/ licenses? 

E.0O. Yes, I would that. 

REP. You disapprove then, ix teto—— 

E.O. In wot? 

Rep. Entirely. You entirely disapprove of all such entertainments 
"E. ry with foolin’! Wot I entirely disa of is 

.O. Garn rs ot I en pprove 

licences and Prscae malt and County Councils, and sech tomfoolery. 

Rep. You are of that the true censorship of the conduct 


of our places of entertainment should lie in the h instincts 
of the manager, by the unerring perception of a broad and 


discriminating opinion ? 
FE poi vee do , hold that, rule, the tendency of 
EP. oa do not as & 

our music halls is in the direction of a from those rules of 

ae WS cae which a nation must relapse into a state of — 
0. Wot? 


Rep. You don't think they lay it on too ? 

E.0. Not a bloomin’ ha’p’orth! Not ‘arf ernuf! They’re a jolly 
sight too pertickler and squeamish—that's wot they are. Wy, look at the 
“ Judge an’ Jary”—now that was wot | call proper. Not as I ever 
seed it in ite prime—not me: but my guv'nor used to tell me about 
it; and it must ha’ bin 
larks, and no error, Ole 
Baron Nicholson — eh ? 
He, he! Wy there wasn't 
no censership, or wotever 
you call it, then, and 
things went on all right, 
didn’t they? Then there 
was the “ Posry Plas- 
teeha”™ : they wos a cough- 
drop! But nowadays — 

, you carn't so much 
as hout, in the 
ennythink as is di 
i feelin’s, without 

a-threaten- 


in’ to yer with ob- 
sene I'm sick 
of it, Iam! 

Rep. But, I put it to 
you, as a frequenter of 
music halls—— 

E.O, Git hout! You ketch me at music ‘orls. 
Rep. Oh, I see. Your remarks are dictated by a broad and 


disinterested philanthropy, and are in no way the outcome of a selfish 


advocacy of your own particular tastes? 








E.0, Wot? 

REP. I say you speak for those who enjoy music halls, for which 
you personally ‘so not care! 

EB. 0O. Oh, don’t I? Make no error! W’en I can git 'em spicey 
they're jest my pertickler. But you don't think I’m a-goin’ to sech 
goody-goody as they all are now? 
= Rep. Then, you consider the “ Troc.”—— 

; E.O. Milk and Water—might as well be a bordin’ school! 

Rep. And the Aquarium ? 


- 


0. Ugh! A regler chapel for mealiness—carn't git up a good 
proper blush over the ole show, yer carn't. No, wen J wants amnuee- 
ment I goes down to our club at the “Jolly Blaggards,” and we shets 
the doors, and we de’ave some songs there—ar, proper. We don't 
‘ave no Licensin’ Committee sniffin’ abart ! 


’ 
o 





A Mem. for the End of the Month. 
In Octo(ber) Syllabie Measure. 

OCTOBER 30—that’s the date 
When Scotch girls seek to know their fate. 
That is to say, re Hymen’s Tie, 
They then into the Future pry. 
Thus Highland Eyes, of sweetest sheen 
Become just then All Hallow E’en! 





County COUNCILLOR McDOUGALL appears to possess a good 
many of the properties of the bluebottle. No matter how pure an 
entertainment may appear to one of the ordinary public, if there is 
the slightest approach toa taint about it he pounces on it, and under his 
careful manipulation it speedily becomes a mass of corruption. An! 
doesn’t he buzz over it ! 


For Janus-Joseph. 


Surry Joseph C., of “ Brum,” more unpopular has become 
By his false remarks on Gladstone, whom he’s spurning ; 

But it matters not a jot, there’s a proverb, is there not ? 
"Tis a long Chamber-lain that has no turning. 
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A CREDIBLE HYPOTHESIS. 
Bob,—* Oh, I say, mother, I’m so frightfully hungry !” 
Mother.—“ You are always grumbling, Bob. Look at dear Grandma, 

we never grumbles ; and a contented mind is a continual feast. you 

now. 


Bob.—* Oh, then, perhaps that’s the reason dear Grandma is 


, oy vy fat 
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If. | “FUN’S” COMPLETE GUIDE TO COOKERY AND CARVING. 


A LITTLE word: yet Shakespeare | 
said, 


To guard or hurt you, 
An i and f, when they are wed, 
Possess “much virtue” ; ) 
I might have rowed, in Pleasure’s | 


Upon Life's river, 
And had a high old time—that’s if 
I'd had no liver. 


Then Johnson might have settled | 
down ' 
To wedded blisses, | 
Mias a might have smooth- 
his frown 
With loving kisses ; 
Life’s battle might have been more 
stiff 
To him, but better, 
And far serener too—that’s if 
He’d only met her. 


I might be waiting for the crown 
Jones wished to borrow, 

With promises to pay it down 
Upon the morrow ; 

I might have had with him a tiff 
When he had spent it— 

For morrows never come—that’s if 
I'd only lent it. 


As Wordsworth said : I might have 
sung 
With Shakespeare’s magic, 
On playful themes the changes 
rung, 
And eke on tragic ; 
I might have scaled Fame’s top- 
most cliff, 
All dangers blind to, | 
Like him I might have done so—if_, 
I'd “ had the mind to.” | 


Brighton Amenities. 

WE are glad to have received an 
assurance that Mr. Gerald Loder 
did not liken his opponent toa 
rotten worm-eaten apple, on the © 
ground that there was nothing in 
him—he was simply empty Peel. 
On the other hand, it is satisfactory 
to learn that Sir Robert Peel did 
not really declare in public that, if 
it had been his painful duty to 
call one of Mr. Loder’s chief sup- 
porters bad names, the latter had 
Ritchie-ly deserved it. 


THE HareE—How To CatcHu, Cook, aND CARVE. 
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AMONG THE BREWERS. 


Now, why on earth should I particularly want to go among the 
brewers? Yet that lunatic Jones did lug me up to the Agricultaral 
Hall all the same. Why should I care whether old beer could be 
made as good as new or not? Yet it is doneall thesame. And 
what do I care about special sorts of aerated waters? I never drink 
‘em, as a matter of fact. I used to live a good bit on the Rhine, and 
— often watched the beggars putting the cases of Apollinaris off on 


_ I don’t care a rap about brewing, or one whatever to do with 
it. I'm getting sick, too, of seeing all the Lager beer rammed into 
the country. I was a lad such a thing was never heard of. 
But now anyone who likes can have his mug of Munich or Tivoli, and 
eat his chunk of sausage like a regular or irregular German. German 
beer indeed! Who wants any of it here, I say? The people to drink 
beer though, are those German girls who go playing about the conti- 
nent in trou can put it away, I can you. They’rea 
sight enough to drive Sir Wilfrid Lawson mad. : 

I used years ago to like to have my mug of beer at a roadside ale- 
house with some bread-and-cheese. You can't get it now like you 
used todo. All beer’s more or less bitter, and all bitter’s more or less 
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ral bar with a girl all powder and false hair handling the pump- 
engine handles. As to the brewers, I don't care much about them. 
They grind down half the wretched publicans into dust. And then 
they make fortunes and go in for being philanthropists. A parcel of 
stuff and nonsense and all the rest of it. And as to wor men 
drinking too much beer, it’s all bosh, Isay. That never hurts ‘em— 
it’s the adulterated stuff that om get into their unfortunate insides 
that does wil, dade ~ 

does it? can y see very much harm 

only get more $0068 Si <hs SEe e e Boer, indeed! 
it’s quite as good as anything drink, 4 

nothin at all. Only I don’t happen to esoie E what's 
more, don’t mean to Bah ! 


— 


Young Sponger.—* Got any loose cash about you this morning, dear 
bo ? ” 

Wunsbitt Twishigh.—* Loose cash, old chap? No, money's tight 
to-day !” [ Bveunt Severally, 











Poor Mrs. Podmore is laid up. She is black and blue with bruises, 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 38. 





Here you have her mentally exclaiming what a noisy, irritating 
child her neighbour's is; he’s only crushed his finger in the doorway 
and yet he must whimper about it ! 





And here she is thoroughly enjoying the high spirits of her own 
dear little blessing as he makes the universe hideous. 








Miss P, 
Miss D. 


Miss D. 


Miss P, 
Miss 


Miss P. 
Miss D. 


Miss P, 
Miss D. 













Mise P, 
Miss D. 


Mias P. 


Mies. P, 


OOMEDIES OF EVERYDAY LIFEH.—No, XI. 


os 


“WHEN LOVELY WOMAN STOOPS TO FOLLY,” 


(Miss PeveRiL, of the Spiridion Theatre, and Miss DUNBROWNE, 
late of the “ Handicap Company on Tour,” mect in the Strand.) 


Miss PEVERIL. How have you got on—on your tour, I mean? 
Miss DUNBROWNE. We've donethe greatest bus'ness ever seen !— 


In ev'ry town—no doubt you've seen it state l— 
The company was literally /¢ted, 
The piece was, everywhere, a certain draw, 
And such press notices you never saw ! 
Oh, yes, dear, we have been a great success ! 
I heard your manager was in a mess. 
And so he was, dear, for a week or two; 
And eould not quite pay all the salaries due. 
S fact, I think vo ee not paid them yet— 

e says, through ng some large sum to get. 
I don't well know to what it all amounts, 
And he, it seems, has not kept accounts ; 
But I've no doubt he'll settle when he can— 
He's such a very gentlemanly man, 
It isn’t true, then, that he ran away 
And left you all your railway fares to pay ’” 
Well—that's a way of putting it, you know. 
He did, in fact, away to London go 
Improperly, as everyone repeats. 
And carried off with him the night’s receipte. 


D. In doing that he was not right, I fear ; 


But, otherwise, so gentlemanly, dear! 
I never saw him go into a rage, 
Or heard him use bad language on the stage. 


Of course, with our immense success, it’s strange 


He did not in some other way arrange. 

It did not so much inconvenience me 

As it did others of the company : 

For my e ment specially expresses 

That 1 not be paid—and find my dresses— 
I had it drawn so, quite at his suggestion. 

Of that, my dear, 1 don’t make any question ! 
So gentlemanly, dear, in all his ways, 

I could not. bear to keep from him that praise. 
aes your purse you could not bear to keep? 
He did not dip into it very dee 

It pained me so to see him in 

For money, in the midst of his success— 

And he so gentlemanly ! 

(aside), Canni prig! 

( . Of course, in all the bi 
Delightfully! I'd lovely portraits, too, 

In all the windows !—lI'll send one to you. 
Thanks, dear. You-were the leading lady ’ 








Is your name was-big? 


Miss D. No. 

The company was not arranged quite so : 

I was—— 
Miss P. (aside). The blush of innocence! and sweetly ruddy ! 
Miss D, I was the leading lady’s under-study. 
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Two IN A BAR. 
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The Reward of Honesty. 


[A poe found - a railway pre 
pot silver ina a note ad- 
dressed to an im 
it was care 

r received, as a reward for his 
onesty, ‘one shilling ! 

As Britons ’tis our pride 

To enlist on virtue’s side, 
And to honour all our great 

men—when they die ; 

All virtue we admire, 

And endeavour to inspire, 

In our children, ‘a strong love 
of honesty. 


We are honest, we are strong, 
We do to no man wrong, 
We are gen’rous in a very 
high degree, 
We reward a man that’s good, 
Though, be it understood, 
We punish crime in whomso- 
e’er it be. 


Now, ’twas just the other day, 
Or so the papers say, 
That a porter founda parcel 
in a train ; 

He opened it and found 
Some forty and odd pound 
Quite enough to turn a poor 

man’s brain. 


But the owners’ names were 
there, 
So he sent it them with care 
(They were modest so their 
names do not appear) ; 
But they were a wealthy lot, 
So they sent him on the spot 
A shilling, which would buy a 
pot of beer, 


Let us sing their praises, then, 
Who delight in honest men 
And gen’rously their honesty 

regard, 
And smilingly exclaim, 
While they reckon up the gain, 
‘Tis well known “ Virtue is its 
own reward.” 








Youthful Acumen. 


A CORRESPONDENT writes 
that, having latterly taken 
home a copy of our paper on 
Tuesday instead of the day fol- 
lowing, the clever boy of the 
family, who looks eagerly for 
the weekly treat, marks the days 
off as follows: Sunday, Mon- 
day, Funday. 





_ OUR girls say they don't be- 
lieve in this new-fangled smoke- 
less powder. _Powder’s no good 
to them without a puff. 
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GOOD OLD FOOTBALL! 












We meet dhe Neriiaes 





We are the Mufftoreugh 
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Mr» KpGar BRINSMBAD. is-like Edgar of .Ravenswood, “a man 
eg , History.” Mr. Brinsmead’s Bistery. however, is that of the 

noforte, w book has just reached its Thi 
Rathor ic Mirai Ecol our es heart, for he can, when he likes, be 
discreetly FuN-ny. Thus, in answer to the question—* Where do all 
?”-he replies, “To pieces.” This, of course, does not 
apply to the Brinsmead Pianos, which are admittedly “the perfection 
of touch and tone.” Under the circumstances the book might have 
been printed on heaVier toned paper, it would have been more 


the pianos go 


agreeable to the touch. 


Thirtieth Thousand. The 








“T PEEL down in the mouth,” as the young lady said when she had 


just been kissed by the young man with a budding moustache. 











Hardly a Wren-Ovation. 
. Walter Wren, M.P., an invalid, for addresing | ‘® political 
ren away by same Brighton Bain 8£age 
O BRIGHTON, be proud of your Forea = 
For truly they must be braye men > er 
For being so near, they, without the least fear, 
Shook the invalid, W. Wren ! 


did! He deserved it, of course, : 
For he was too ill to move then— | 2 
So, those Bobbies let’s love, who had cdurage to “ shove 
That crippled M.P. Walter Wren! 





Tue LIBERAL PARADISE.—The Sweet Bye and Bye (Election). 
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The Fame Old Game. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 

HERE it is the same old game, 
Which they've play’d in court of 
With interminable jaw 

Such a while, 

That one wearies of the name, 
Wishful that this yreat Commission 
Would, with utter expedition, 


(‘hanve its style. 


lhere they tr) thie meicre tnirec— 
Weariny Wie SO ’ ‘d, 
Anxious to impress the world 
By their acts, 


Tonga 


The Specific for NEURALGIA. 


‘Tonga maintains its reputation in the treatment 
amet 

‘lovaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has proved 
etiective in all those cases in which we have pre- 
scribed it. Medical Press. 


2s. Od., 4s. 6d., & Lis. 


] ] 
nicely curi 
7 


f Neuralgia.” 


Of all Chemists. 


law 





FUN. 








OCTOBER 30, 1889. 





Youre 
' 
_ 


Se 








Rak * 


WAY ~ q 
‘ff IK Wa . 4 | 

, \w 
LN, 
‘ | 








ANOTHER HYDE PARK DEMONSTRATION P 
No! It's only the inhabitants of Little: Hecklington going to interview their New. Curate, who is blissfully unconscious of their approach. 


Looking solemn as can be 
As they try with all their might 
Off and on to get a bite 
At the facts. 


It will end in time, I trust; 
And, indeed, ‘twould be a boon 
If it ended very soon, 
Because then 
Many sober men and just 
{ ould. without the sl 
But with intinite relief, 
Say, ‘‘ Amen.” 


A MAYOR'S NEsT.—The Mansion House. 


Blithe, if Bird-ensome. 
STACY MARKS’ Painted Bird Show, 
Isn't really an absurd show, 

And, if you should go that way, see— 
You will very likely stay,—see— 
Thus by ornithological larks 

This R.A, makes his (Stacy) Marks. 


Vice Versa. 


Motto for the London County Council .— 
* Liberty. not licence.” 

Motto for the Trocadero.—* Licence, not 
liberty.” 








AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS 


C.BRANDAUER &C*S 


PonteDE ENS 








CADBURY'S | 
COCOA Ce 


ABSOLUTELY PURE. 
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Placing them in a very 
uncomforlable posilion 



























































* a —— November ross again. a. gh and May 
© . 


vneaninet M 
Looking Fox Sar Weller. nf mind rhem ; af ( 








say the 











WEE re hunhing Season has commenced. 


5) Tl you aifle 7 jloomsbu 
In St. Luke’s.some church robbersa | (5) Thomas Prince,a young wauiet, t (7) In I r ry, 
aie t —— town bravely strode, play at peace, 
“ set og hould be ar A great many le Because there's a plentiful lack of 
Of his deeds there shou! @ an é reat man) , 





1) One fired, from behind a big mask, 
ata Jew— 

Which Was scarcely a mask-uline sige ed 

action to do, : Edition de Lukes. on ther 

i} r streets t 6) A poor lunat 


burglars and bands 


foot-Prince he made | 
ad police. 
f | (a Happy huntemen find (now they their 
. > 





‘ . £8 of ; ; es on ‘ Piand ¥ ic again in 
. . DAtCh OF Diackmaillers at looting 4) | nd Fog is again 



























































198 FUN. 


NOVEMBER 6, 1889. 





SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Happy is the country without a history (someone has been before 
me with that observation, but I can’t help it—I wasn’t born in time 
to prevent the occurrence). Non-historical felicity has fallen on the 


ton! AS IF 
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Toke Lynic.—“THet READ’ Hvssar!” 


theatres during the week of which I now treat. Fortune has largely 
favoured recent productions, and they have settled themselves down 
to enjoy its favours while they last. Upheavals and eruptions in 
some quarters are foreshadowed for the near future, but for the 
moment no movement is reported. A disturbance in the neighbour- 
hood of the Westminster Aquarium, where Samson certainly proved 
himself to be the strongest man (in the matter of excitability)— 
scarcely comes within my range. All I have to notice isa slight 
eruption at a 

THE GLOBE.—-And when I call it a “slight eruption” I mean 
nothing offensively personal to Mr. 8, Loyle Lawrence, the author of 
the small piece in question. <A Promise, the author calls it, and one 
may very readily accept that description, and wait patiently (and 
with some hope) for the fulfilment of that of which it is“ A Promise.” 
I reckon Miss Ford, who appeared as a young lady unable to fix up 
her emotions with permanence, didn’t altogether elevate the chances 
of that piece, and Mr. Fuller Mellish seemed also a bit at sea. Mr. 
Lawrence's style is a little strained, but it doesn’t appear particularly 
smooth, for all that. It is good enough to say, “try again,” on, how- 
ever, and so we say it, me 

THIS is the last week of Dorix at the Lyric, and soon The Red 
Hlussar will—no, I am not going to say “march into quarters,” or 
“take up his billet,” or “hold the fort,” or anything of that sort. 
content myself with saying—“take possession” (though I've no 
reason to suppose that this particular hussar is a sheriff's officer). It 
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THE GLOBE.—“A PROMISE!!" 


18 by the two S.s. as you probably know, and report speaks very highly 
of Mr. Stephens’ libretto and Mr. Sol mon’s music. Sut this is 





“ report’s” invariable habit with regard to unproduced pieces ; but, 
then, “report” is only “ hearsay,” and hearsay isn’t evidence. I have 


no personal knowledge in the matter, and am quite content to wait 
until the piece is produced, or even after. But the concocters of the 
ever popular Billee Taylor have a good record, anyway. 


IT is matter of gossip (and, therefore, entirely untrustworthy) that 
Mr. Buchanan has invented a clever little mechanical contrivance, 
with a paste and scissors action, to facilitate the accomplishment of 
his stupendous self-imposed task of adapting Richardson’s (Clarissa 
Harlowe to the stage. I understand that, by means of this useful 
little machine, he is already well through the four hundred and 
thirty-seventh volume of the slight but entertaining novelette in 
question. I fear, however, that considerable allowance—I may say, 
Harlowe-ance—must be made for my informant’s imagination. 


NoDs AND WINKS.—It is settled, I believe, that the Princess’s re- 
opens early in this month with a new play by Mr. Brandon Thomas, 
entitled, 7ie Gold Craze. With such a sound author as Mr. Thomas, 
and a cast which includes Miss Amy Roselle, Miss Fanny Brough 
(only, how about The Royal Oak?), and Messrs, Barnes and Cart- 
wright, it would seem that bright days may yet be in store for this 
(latterly) somewhat dismal abode of the drama.—Mr. F. J. Potter, 
whose friendly face I sadly miss from the Gaiety portal, is spoken of 
as the probable custodian of “ the front,” when the Tivoli Music Hall 
starts business. Should this prove fact, it is one in favour of the 
show.—A new play called The Witness, by Mr. Dabbs, may be wit- 
nessed at Terry’s on Thursday afternoon. Let’s hope it will come 
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TERRY'S. ~* THE WITNESS!!!” 


well out of its cross examination!—When Mr. Benson produces 
A Midsummer Night's Dreamat the Globe (appropriate house, rather) 
Miss Kate Rorke will, I believe, be his leading lady. If the rest of 
the cast is engaged in this spirit, we are in for a good thing!—We 
are on the verge of a new Gilbert-and-Sullivan opera, by-the-way,— 
Mrs. Langtry will open the St. James’ Theatre and the New Year 
with Esther Sandraz (possibly), giving us Anthony and C'leopatra 
in the course of her tenancy of ‘one year certain.” As You Like It 
is another possibility, I understand, but she is said to have several 
other pieces “up her sleeve,” (the latter of a new design, specially 
invented by a most expensive dressmaker), 


SOMEONE, who has kindly spent some of his valuable time in ascer- 
taining the sole striking facts, informs us that there are one thousand 
English actors fulfilling engagements in America, and drawing 
salaries averaging £7 a week. In about a year there will be one 
thousand and one of them. Mrs. Bernard Beere purposes to swell 
the throng and take her—eh ?—£7? Well, perhaps not precisely that 
sum. Meantime she is (with the rest of them) rehearsing La Tosca, 
which is to follow The Profligate (just what La Tosca might be ex- 
pected to do) at the Garrick. So fare you well for the present, 

NESTOR. 
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THE LORD MAYOR has declined Barnum’s offer to run his show. 
Naturally ; Lord Mayors have been longer in the show business than 
even the immortal Yankee himself. Not even the attractions of the 
latter’s stuffed animals could make His Worship budge, he knows a 
trick or two in that line, and he is going to give a practical example 
of how he stuffs animals at the Guildhall after the show—and he is 
going to do it with something better than straw 
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“Great Scott!” panted Lady Gwendoline ; “ this—this is the demi-god for wh-m my 
hungry soul has long thirsted !” 


A SCORCHED HEART; 


OR, 
THE LOVE THAT FRIZZLES. 


CHAPTER I. 

LADY GWENDOLINE was dying of ennui. She had not always 
been a lady—of title. Her childhood, enshrouded in gloom and 
mystery, had been spent in the courts and alleys that environ the 
chaste precincts of Drury Lane, but beyond this nothing was known. 
As she now sat, almost overpowered by the gross perfumes exhaled 
from a thousand rare and costly exotics, her soul sickened. How she 
yearned for a healthy, invigorating sniff of the odour of fried fish, or 
the more subtle perfume of the whelk stall round which she had 
gambolled in her youthful days. There was an aching void in her 
heart—a sense of utter contempt and disgust for everything and 
everybody ; and even when she had rung the bell and ordered a soft- 
roed bloater for her tea, she felt but slightly relieved. 

Who were these guests that had but lately arrived? Must she be 
for ever bored by inane phantoms continually flitting through the 
stately halls that called her mistress? These were her thoughts, as 
rising, she strolled upon the upper terrace, when, mechanically 
descending a wide flight of marble steps leading to the lower apg 
she suddenly paused and stood as though rooted to the earth ; het 
heart throbbedl—her bosom heaved with wild emotion—the blood in 
her veins seemed changed to molten lava. 

Leaning carelessly against a marble flower vase, in an unconscious 
attitude of unstudied grace, stood a superb being, evidently belonging 
to the sterner sex, who, by means of a bobbin attached toa silken 
cord, toyed negligently with a kitten. be ae 

She had seen men of every rank and description ; she had er 
coldly upon the greatest masterpieces of antique sculpture ; nay, -~ 
had beheld, unmoved, the magnificent,though monotonous, tout ensem 0é 
of a West-end tailor’s dummy, clad in fashionable garb, and wearing on 
its breast an ornamental card bearing the mystic legend—* In this 
style 39/6”: but this was something different. Here was her fate: 
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“Great Scott!” panted the Lady Gwendoline, “this—this is the 
demi-god for whom my hungry soul long thirsted !” and, obeying 
rv irresistible impulse, she bounded forward and threw herself at his 

eet. 


“T love you!” she gasped; “be mine—be mine. Iam the Lady 
Gwendoline!” 

Gazing at her abstractedly, he murmured, in a tone of polite 
astonishment, “ Good morning, have you used——?"” Then, seeming to 
grasp the full force of her wild appeal, he added, in a slightly altered 
tone, “ But I am married already,’ 

Her reply was a superb gesture of disdain. “ Vows avons changé 
tout cela,” she hissed between her clenched teeth. 

He smiled wearily. ‘“ You were about to observe 
when, like an outraged goddess, she rose to her feet. 

“Scorned!” she ejaculated, as though speaking to herself: 
“Scorned!” and by a married man!” The words seemed to stick in 
her throat. The absurdity of the situation was obvious to them both, 
and, with a glance of lofty contempt, she swept haughtily away. 

There was no bloater ‘eaten for tea that fated afternoon. Lady 
Gwendoline lay writhing on her couch in direst agony. Kveryone 
respected her grief, though no one—not even herself—knew its cause. 
For twenty-five long years her scorching heart smouldered slowly 
away ; until one morning, while reading the divorce intelligence (her 
only amusement) in the Daily Telegraph, she flung the paper from 
her with a mighty sob and turned her face to the wall. The follow- 
ing afternoon there was a melancholy smile of polite grief on the 
face of the family undertaker as, with a deferential cough, he rang 
the front door bell. 





* he remarked, 


THE END. 








“A Ghastly Fraud,” 


THE above is the title of the “ Round Table Annual” for 1890, and, 
goodness knows, the most sensationally inclined could not have a 
title more to their taste. But the title is child’s play as compared 
with the story itself, which is from the pen of Mr. H. T. Johnson, 
who has certainly scored a big success. It isa book once taken up 
must be gone on with, even if you do faint two or three times during 
its progress. Private tip from FuN—keep the sal volatile and 
smelling salts by you all the time. George Gatcombe’s pictures and 
cover are quite as clever as the story, and altogether it will take a lot to 
beat this remarkable shilling'sworth, 
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OH! 
Ist Super-—“Now, Joey, what's the difference between our 
dinner and the Lord Mayor's Banquet? ak 2 
2nd Super.—* A blessed lot I should say—but I give it up. 
Ist S.—* Not mu h. ours is a bloater and his isa blow-out ‘er. 
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ON DOING IT THOROUGHLY. 


o not carry out the art of making believe in a really successful manner by reason of a want of 
CONVINCING THOROUGHNESS, 





THER are too many tradesmen in this country of ours who d 
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For instance, there's a haberdasher of our acquaintance who never can put a proper face on it. When a customer, inspecting a fabric of unalloyed cotton, asks, 
“T suppose this is all wool?” he sniggers feebly, and forces a pale and undecided smile of reassurance. Suspicion of his good faith is at once awakened in the 
customer, and that unfortunate tradesman is now bankrupt for the third time, and pretty well done for. 
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Now, how different is the art of another tradesman we know. Staring boldly at the customer, and with a brick wall grin of unabashed assurance, he remarks of a 
tin article set with broken glass, “ There—that tiara of the purest gold is set with rubies which formerly belonged to the King of Burmah—the only rubies he ever 
really cared for!” His customer jumps at the bargain, and goes away murmuring, “ That man is incapable of deceit—a most candid, straightforward person!” 
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And he cherishes this article he has bought of him, and keeps his bill in his bosom; and idiotic experts and analysts come in vain and assure him that the 
ingredients are pure tin-plate and glass. “No!” be says, quietly, “that tradesman would not—could not—tel] such a wholesale falsehood as ‘hat /” 
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| - oF RIVAL SHOWS. 


Barnum, to Lord Mayor-Elect.—“ GUESS, OLD HOSS, WE’D LICK CREATION IF YOU'D ONLY LET M# BOSS YOUR SHOW.” 
[See Cartoon Verses, p, 206 


ee ee 
MESA Woe 8 











on 








Mg sa 


ye a 
és nie 
awa 





Qe ere eee pare 























NovEeMBER 6, 1889. 





THE POLICE COURTS. 
PRACTICAL WAGGERY WATER COMPANY +. BROWN. 


Se cor HIS was a most 
4 EP. interesting case, 


involving, as it 
did, the powers 
of the Metropo- 
litan Water Com- 
panies over the 
souls, as well of 
the bodies, of the 
consumers. 

Jones Robinson 
Brown sued the 
Practical Waggery 
Water Company 
for having 
illegally, and 
without just cause, 
cut off the water 
supply from the 
premises in the 
occupation of the plaintiff, contrary to the provisions of the 
Water Companies’ Act. Mr. Joker defended the company, and the 
plaintiff was represented by Mr. Rongbox. The solicitor for the 
plaintiff stated that the water supply had been, quite unexpectedly 
and without notice, cut off from the plaintiff's premises, although 
no arrears of water rate had been owing at the time; in conse- 
quence of which plaintiff had been compelled to come to the 
Court without washing his neck and behind his ears, and with a 
splash of mud over one eye, supplied by an omnibus the previous 
week. He had to eat his potatoes raw, having no water to cook 
them in, and was obliged to drink his toddy without water. 

THE LEARNED MAGISTRATE. What reason had the company for 
their high-handed proceedings in cutting off the water. 

Mr. Joker submitted that, under clause 93428611 of the Water 
Companies’ Act, the company were not compelled to give any reason 
whatever for anything on earth which they might choose to do. (The 
clause in question was then handed up to the magistrate.) 

THE M, (to plaintiff's solicitor). What have you tosay to this, Mr. 
Rongbox ? 

Mr. RonGsBox. I cannot dispute the clause, your worship; but I 
appeal to the fairness and consideration of the company to—— 

Mn. JoKkER. Under clause 77751849 of the same act, the company 
are not bound to show any fairness or consideration. (The clause in 
question was here handed to the magistrate.) 

THE M. What have you to say against that, Mr. Rongbox. 

Mx. R. Nothing, your worship; but if the company would be so 
merciful—— 

Mu. J. (like a condescending providence). Oh, well—look here ; 
just as a great act of mercy I will tell you the company’s reasons for 
their very moderate and right minded action. There is another rate- 
payer, of the name of Brown, who dares to owe the company a weck’s 
water rate: and, to give salutary evidences of their displeasure at 
the conduct of the Brown in question, they have decided to cut off 
the water supply of every other individual. of the name of Brown, 
within the Metropolitan area. They are emj owered to do this by 
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magistrate) 

THe M. Well, 
Mr. Rongbox, have 
you any objection 
to urge to 

Mr. R. No, your 
worship; I admit 
that the act 
gives the powers 
referred to; but if 
the company, in 
the exercise of that 
mercy for which it 
is renowned and 
beloved 

Mr. J. (after 
the manner of nine condescending providences rolled inte one). Well, 
as you put it that way—what do you entreat us to do? 

Mk. R. Well, 1 submit that it was rather—I only say rather— 
unkind to estreat my client's youngest child as a hostage,and to send 
the company’s officials to take off all my client's doors, and smash all 




















his looking glasses and his best hat, and to kick him down his own 
stairs, and further, to go and confiscate his balance at his bankers—— 

Mr. J. By clause 545319982 of the Water Companies’ Act, the 
company is empowered to take these steps in the maintenance if its 
rights. ( The clause in question having been handed to the magistrate) 

THE LATTER. Well, look here; I don’t seem to have much of 
a look in in this affair, and as the water company seem to have power 
of life and death, why, perhaps I had better get down and give up my 
seat to Mr. Joker. 

This arrangement having been effected, 

Mr. R. (to Mr. Joker.) The power of life and death, your autocracy, 
is just what I was coming to. I really must beg you, with tears and 
sobs, to take down that great black gibbet which your inspector has 
erected in my client’s front garden, which is intended, I fear—— 

Mr. J. Exactly—for the execution of your client Brown. We 
have put up a similar structure in the front garden of every blessed 
Brown within the Metropolitan area. By clause 1234567890 
of the Water Companies’ Act, we are empowered 











Put Forth for the Fifth. 


AT table everyone well-bred 
Must, in lieu of fingers try forks ; 
And yet, just now, it must be said 
We're more inclined to “ Guy” Forks, 





Siz EDWARD WATKINS’ London Eiffel Tower Project doesn’t 
sweetly and nimbly recommend itself to all the critics. Some express 
the hope that “it won’t be more of an eyesore than can possibly be 
helped.” Well, if it is, it will at anyrate be an eyesore which will 
enable people who are fond of that sort of thing to soar high. 





A MONEY-BOXx.—A prize-fight. 
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A RECOMMENDATICN. 

Miss Prettypert.—* Hallo, Tommy, so they’ve put you in knicker- 
bockers. Do you like them?” 

Tommy.—“ Awfully, They're lots better than frocks; why don't 
you take to em?” 
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After Summer 


Winter Comes. 
Rondeau. 


WHEN first we met the day 
was wet, 
I lent her my umbrella’s 
shelter, 
For in her hat fair flowers 
were set, 
And, woe is me, the rain 
did pelter 
When first we met! 


She spoke her thanks and | 
deep regret 
That she should rob me of | 
my shelter ; 
And said she never could 
forget 
My courtesy, whichseemed | 
to melt her. 
I sce that sweet smile lin- | 
gering yet ; | 
She could not frown, 
though wrong was dealt 
her, 
When first we met. 
When last we met—I see her 
yet, 
I've seen the sky with 
anger lowering : 
I’ve seen the sea with wild 
storm fret ; 
And on the mountain, 
tempest showering ; 
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But these were poor, mere Mi.” ‘ Ne, 


baby play SANZ 


To what that soft-eyed EXULTATION!—SHE HAD SO OFTEN HAD THE BETTER OF HIM. 


Miss Fieldfare.—* Aren’t you going in for the brush to-day, cousin Tallboys?"” Cousin Tal/boys,—* No, not to-liv.” 
Miss F.—“ What have you put yourself in pink for, then?” 
Cousin T.—“ I’m expecting a fellow from town to paint my portrait.” 

A BASE Co1n.—A Bottom Miss F'—“T thought you said you weren't going in for the brush?” 
Dollar. Cousin T. (triumphantly).—* No more I am : it’s the brush that’s going in for me!” 


sweet did say 
When last we met. 
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THEATRICAL SO-SO. 


ANOTHER theatrical scandal! Well, how can that possibly con- 
cern me or any other sane individual, I should like to know? Why, 
I’ve been hearing about theatrical scandals ever since I was five 
years old or so. J’re never felt a bit better or a bit worse for them, 
so far as I know. I’m sure I don’t particularly care whether a 
viscount marries a burlesque actress, or whether he doesn’t. Do you? 
I’m sure I don’t know how it concerns you, or anybody else. Idiots 
are always so much concerned about the stage. Why, the life of me 
they should be, I’m sure I don’t know. Supposing an ordinary indi- 
vidual gets divorced, who cares? Nobody, I should think, but his 
relatives, who have to put up with the scandal, and the solicitors, who 
put their costs in their pockets. 

But, then, when it's a theatrical affair, what a hullabaloo there is 
directly, that for the life of me I can’t make head or tailof. Why, 
quite two centuries ago there was a lunatic book published about a 
lot of stage yarns. Nobody, though, troubles about Colley Cibber 
nowadays. Why should they trouble any more about modern stage 
scandals than about old. It’s a parcel of rot altogether. 

For my part I never go to the theatre at all, unless I have been 
dining (I never go to a music-hall unless I have been dining a great 
deal too much), and then I’m sure I don’t care a rap personally about 
the people that are on the boards. I like a little music and tum- 
tumming, and a bit of fiddle playing. And I like to see nice looking 
young people on the stage ; but what business of mine is it to inquire 
all about their private affairs? J don’t want to know whether my 
butcher breaks his walking-stick over his faithful spouse, or whether 
he doesn’t. Why, then, should I bother my head about the actor that 
I go to see? it only goes to make him a hanged sight more conceited 
than he is already; it only goes to make the whole lot more con- 
ceited than they are already—and they think quite enough of them- 
selves, heaven knows! I’m really quite sick and tired of hearing 
about these theatrical scandals, and all the rest of it, that I am! 
Bah |! DIOGENES TUBBS. 








“A Bott rrom Tak Brire.”—The Music Hall managers hasten 
to explain that they will in future eliminate impropriety from their 
“ince ay | lann 

O¢ al dances, 
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Bouleversement. 
(Arn upside down Verse on a Wobbling Week.) 


THIS week has seemed a rum one—especially to someone— 
(Said “someone” is, of course, the present bard), 

Certain topsy-turvy mitters, making some seem mad as hatters, 
In the papers of the week you may regari. 

A Bishop praising gambling, with denunciations rambling 
’Gainst the principles that rale the Christian creed, 

And prayer in various churches, for one whoe’er besmirch2s 
The aforesaid creed—that's upside down, indeel! 

Welsh parsons turned boycotters, 'gainst non-tithe-paying plotters, 
And demanding all farm tenants right to choose ; 

And a parson who most sage is, on music hally stages, 
Smoking “ weeds” and coaching mammoth comique crews ; 

A pair of so-called actors, in divorce affairs chief factors, 
Coolly prating of exchanging each’s wives. 

sritish medical statistics for worldly men and mystics, 
Stating drunkards live the very longest lives. 

Other items we could show you, but we don’t care to throw you 
Into weariness, so farther we'll not speak ; 

Sut, from what’s enumerated, quite safficient has been stated, 
To show a very topsy-turvy week ! 


























JUST OUT. Price One Shilling. Post Free 1/2. 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1890. 


FULL OF HUMOROUS STORIES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 








The Ladies’ Pictorial saya :—** Hool’s Comic’ this season mingles powder in our 
jam, and the chances are ten to one that if our lips are laughing our eyes are wet.’ 
The Sporting Life says :—“All the world and his wife should purchase a vy ke for a 
perusal of its contents is bound to tickle their rixible faculties, cnd banish dull care 
from their hearts and homes,” 
Pall Mall says:—* Exceptionally well supplied with stories by dramatic 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 39. 








Here you have him in his neat, spic-and-span, oiled and brushed 
week-day form. 














And this is how he balances matters on Sunday. 








Court Carole.—No, 7. | 
LAUGHTER IN COURT. 
IN the Law and Police Courts much humour is found, 
There many a sally doth travel around— 
And especially after some lawyers have “ clowned ”’— 
Mighty guffaws shake every rafter,— 
From divorces, and drunkenness, cruelty, crime, 
Much merriment’s gained—yea, enjoyment sublime. 
And some days the Courts will resound all the time 
With (laughter) 
* Sensation in Court!” and laughter. 





Chorus of Specimens, 

“ He bolted, your worship, away with my wife!” (Laughter.) 
* The prisoner slashed the poor child with a knife!” (Laughter.) 
“In Waterloo Place, she used language obscene !”’ 
* Piccadilly a Hades-on-Earth long has been.” 
“ Of the since-fled seducer no news can we glean "— 

To each of these lines add (“ Laughter” 

“Sensation in Court.” (Loud laughter.) 


Divorce, highly spiced, always giveth much mirth, 
And of drollery there will be seldom a dearth, 
In a case that concerns illegitimate birth, 
When the mother comes suing—after. 
The unsavoury details of sorrow and sin 
Always raise in some hearers the giggle and grin, 
And often the jury and judge will join in— 
With “ Laughter.” 
“ The Court was convulsed with laughter.” 
Chorus of more Specimens, 
“ Respondent went off with the parlourmaid, Jane.” (Laughter.) 
* Defendant had said he the child would maintain.” (Laughter.) 
“ The parson eloped with a girl in the choir.” 
“ The prisoner, while drunk, put the child on the fire.” 
“ This old woman, while tipsy, lay long in the mire,” 
To each of these lines add (** Laughter”). 
Ha, ha, ha, ha! loud laughter. 





ALL good and gentile readers who took FUN’s tip some time ago, 
and acquired Mr. W. Davenport-Adams’ fascinating little volume, 
“ Byways in Bookland,” will rejoice to learn that almost ere these 
lines appear in print another convenient collection of already popular 
literary, social, and theatrical essays, by the same hand, will have 
become part of the Elliott Stock-in-trade in Paternoster Row. No 
— FUNNITES’ library can be considered complete without these 
voiumes, 





A Squib. 





AT this season no end of fine fireworks are seen, 
And if our good Sov'reign would come out again— 

The most fitting firework to honour the Queen, 
Would be (you'll confess it) a new Golden Reig 


New Leaves. 

“THE Fables of John Gay,” edited by W. H. Kearly Wright, 
F.R. Hist. Soc., with illustrations by William Harvey (Frederick 
Warne & Co.). This new and revised edition of the delightful fables 
of John Gay, with a profusion of charming pictures by the most 
graceful and accomplished illustrator of his time, and the most care- 
ful and complete Life of Gay yet written, forms one of the latest 
vols. of Messrs. Warne & Co.’s splendid series, ‘‘ The Chandos Classics.” 
—From Messrs. Trischler & Co. (late Hansom Cab Publishing Com- 
pany), we have four books: “ The Blood White Rose,” by Mr. B. L. 
Farjeon, which is written with all the author’s well known power and 
pathos. “ My Weird Wooing ; a tale of Australian Life,” by T. Vicars 
Foote—the tale is not nearly so weird as the title, it is replete with 
interest, and not without the required amount of sensationalism. 
‘‘True Detective Stories,” by Inspector Moser—all of these being 
more or less startling, but it is no disparagement to suppose that the 
strange experience of our detectives would enable most of them to 
relate hundreds of stories equally exciting; and “The Humours ot 
Paris,” by J. O. Gallighan, which is a collection of smartly written 
sketches by one who has seemingly done them all “from the life.”— 
From John Walker & Co. we have two children’s toy books: “The 
Enchanted Shirt,” by Col. J. Haig, with pictures by J. Sinclair. The 
oem and pictures are about on a par—if anything, the pictures are 

tter than the “poem” (?); and “The Little Gingerbread Man,” 
by C. H. P., illustrated by J. Sinclair. A gingerbread lot—but the 
gingerbread is very nice. 

The season of the “ Hardy Annuals” (Hardy old joke) is upon us. 
First and foremost is ‘“ Hood’s Comic Annual,” issued from our own 
(F uN) office. For obvious reasons we cannot sing its praises as loudly 
as we hope it deserves ; but we may fairly invite our readers to purchase 
and judge for themselves if this twenty-second issue is not equal in all 
respects to any of its predecessors.—‘ Diprose’s Annual” (Diprose 
and Bateman). This is one that “ Age cannot wither, nor custom 
stale.” Its infinite variety keeps it ever fresh and green. The open- 
ing story, “The Bells of St. Clement’s,” from the able pen of Mr. 
John Latey, Jun.,is both powerful and pleasant, and forms a striking 
prelude to other strong and sensational stories. 








A Suggestion.—So(ap) please you ! 
CHARLES TWO (nicknamed Old Rowley, 0), 
Of vices had an olio ; 
His fame was black, nay, coaly, O, 
For proof, see Pepys’ folio— 
In short, to cleanse Charles wholly, O, 
Would even tax Is advertised 
No end of packs And highly prized, 
Of that affair And rightly claimed 
Which everywhere As justly famed, 


Of course, we mean SAPOLIO! 


To be the best 

To stand the test 
Of all who scrub 
In house or club— 





WHy Is Mr. AUGusTUS HARRIS A UNIONIST ?—Because he objects 
th t} e lisn en herment of ‘6 The Empire ag 
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ON POLITICAL EDUCATION FOR 





(6.) 


(1) Last night the Little Hogswill Radical Home Rule Conservative Workin 
Mudslide Row. In the absence of Lord Salisbury and Mr. W. E. Gladstone, Mr. Upper 


Man's Club met in their new premises at the “‘ Piebald Hunchback” in 
3 (the a —— ye soy om: oor 2 Pee 
He said, * o speaker.” (Hear, hear.) ‘Gaze on these labour-stained ‘ands, and you will see that I come before you to-night in the 
character ee et (Cheers.) ) “ey Fen? say, gentlemen, a son of toil—er—that is—I am —cr—that object so despised aad ate: by « bloated 
haristocracy—a soshical cobblist radler!” (A voice, ‘Dry up!") ‘I mean, a Radical Socialist cobbler. I—er—er—I—I—that is—1——”" (“ Chuck it! 
“Chain up !”) (3) At this point a regrettable mishap vecurred. A member on one of the back benches thoughtlessly flang a bottle of stout at the talented 
speaker, with such unerring aim that he was unable to resume his remarks, owing to the loss of several teeth. (4) eo — ro ya po tl, : 
comic song, in character, satirically descriptive of the life of a West-end “ masher, which was ably rendered by Mr. m7 DOY, ana muca app 7 4 th oe of 
the political significance of the performance was perhaps too subtle. (5) Then followed some really very graceful alc pee po re y on o 
the members, which was enthusiastically received. (6) The propinquity of the refreshment bar was undonbtedly a awed oon, t on mo os os ~~ oub 
the advisability of Mr. Fourale’s generous plan of supplying all liquor free, in honour of the occasion. (7 ) The Process ings a ood < Be . soon ne 
this morning, when, after making a really very creditable bonfire with the furniture, in the centre of the long room of the inn, the members separated, an 
returned home in a quiet and orderly manner. — £ztract f u pape 
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re A FEW POSSIBILITIES. 


Pank ‘ourt, remarked to a bankrupt pork butcher, “ Are you the person who sent me some sausages? You really must not do it. Tre 
I we ane ~ take ong est I fase toe cm to send inom aoe ~ sees They were extremely good, but you must not do it; yon really must not.” Now 
he “ bags of mystery” have led the way, other offerings may be looked for. They need not be monopolised by judges only. 


| Some splendid (Jinkles 








and a pin have reached 

me. of am noT aware 

thal they emanaté from mt 
ht 

the Linkle Verdor now \\ 





















y tty 
7/4 _— it 
dA 

/ whit } 
' t 
| 


‘ Bi 
| i} ly 
} i i 








rmnost 















sucewlenT’ 












Seen . \\ ‘A \ \ 
of hope you , de did nofallof’me these 
shares in your Company. off you dd, ,you are & 


very naughty man! faut have no proof of (#50 








eS shall appropriadé thern. . 
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frus prisoner; thal ifis nol gone of your swag 7 vy , 
Not knowing, J shall Sick 16 it! 














capa! Saal 


pl poesilive, Plan HPP. 
Thal if was not you who sent me Thar bouquet 


and that charming photo. of? eyourself® fut 
don't do iT again,my love! 






plore : 
of yours “—? 
Mr Phle ME, eI shall relun if, for Jin sure 
you wold nol Serve an R.A.on the Aa NGNG 
Commiffée in Tis way! 





favour, % 
Mr Would-be M.P. Peeling cerfain you did 
nol send 1% secure my volo) have cashed 'T! 














Rival Shows. | Walk up, walk up! Don’t mind the crush! | And freaks of nature by the score,— 
(SEE CARTOON.) | Barnum, to whom e’en monarchs rush, The biggest “ boom” in Christendom. 
WALK up, walk up, through thick and thin! | Here puts his rivals to the blush , Walk up, walk up, to either show ; 
The Lord Mayor's Show you glory in | The Prince of Humbugs welcomes you. They're each splendacious, as things go, 
Is just a-going to begin | Here's food for wonderment and mirth ! But if amilgamated—oh ! 
Its annual performances. | The grandest show in all the earth, | They'd whip creation totally ! 
Uncquall’d pageant for the street, | You're sure to get sous money's worth, | 
Unprecedented walking feat, And more, by stepping into it. NEEDLEWORK EXTRAORDINARY.—When 
Rich costumes, armour, all complete, Such sights you never saw before, a sea captain kxi/s his brows and hems! the 
What fool won't come and look at ‘em? Wild and tame animals galore, sailors kuow that he is going to darn their eyes. 
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Piccadilly, 
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Sy TL RR SR PRR ON , 


re eee > : 
Wife , exciledly— Tames , There are 


buralars in The house. 
Nusband <oally hee Never mind, dear. it S 


all insured, You know. (sleeps on). 
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(1) A groom walked off a mighty cheese, | (3) A most courageous constable here (5) Barnum'’s beasts, both wild and | (7) The Serpentine is. source the place 
to wolf up which he’d built on, | claims your kind attention, otherwise, march vid Piccadilly, to wash your dirty linen, 
But the owner thereof groo(m) mo- | For this rescue he deserveth more To try to Picea-dilly-gence while And when (ts lady did it a police. 
rose, and said ‘twas “Not the | than “honourable mention.” they went by were silly. man deemed it sinnin’. 
Stilton 1” (4) Our ‘Arry (drawn above) an ‘Arry- | (8) This cabby sought a station-house, 
(2) A girl who presented her beau at tang pensée is recalling 6) Insurance ‘gals st Flat Burglary ls umd fas lita pal 
at J 46446 hy 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


| , . ** i | . 7 - 
Ip this goes on much longer, the “ noticer” will have to look around 


for a new business! Such wide-spread prosperity 
world is phenomenal and embarrassing. Nearly fifty theatres “on 





™ + wince 


t f < staying powers that aimost three 
. - . . . . 
@@KS Nave elapsed wit it the prod iction OF @ singie new piece | It 
wonta at all ind In spite f the knowledge that three-an 1-t enty 
~ ie 
Terry's matiné ire in store To! -to say nothing of those of the 
. 
Strand, Va f of Wales , and other ho 1ises—we a not 
v ‘ T sifua t eqgquaniu t ‘ Tr mys I in vit Ot the 
Z 

barré eas of ft strior land, I turned n last weer to the 

variety re ind «1 tan eve! >within the gilded v 3 and « 

tne cu oned seat — 


Kdward Swanbor h smiles so prettily, or because he s es sucha 
good cigar (while I smoke the other). or because the sight of his face 
always takes me b to boyhood’s happy hour and the front row of 
that wonderful old Strand gallery.and all the delights I’ Vitnessed 
from it, /ut (I feel this is a rather long sentence, but,don’t be afraid 
t Will come to an ¢ i pres itly), although tar from an ent isiastic 
aimirer of the ordinary variety entertainment, I always feel at home 
and jolly in the “Pav.” The exhibition of some w mderfully well 


trained boar hounds, accom panied DY a CO ipie of canine ** 


clowns to 
the circus,’ in the sh ipe Of poodles, was what I went specially to see 
heard tell of them” in various quarters, I've always a 
ns of trained animals; I can’t get over (per- 


haps unmerited) suspicions of the road the creatures have had to 


travel to reach the dexterous heights they often attain. I’m bound 
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THE PAV.—WELCOME! 
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and smart in person as she is incisive in style). Miss Emily S; 
1d SMart 1n person a8 She is incisive in styie). Miss EMluy Spl 


(awtf'llvy glad to meet her again, haven’t seen her for an age, si; 
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Bagh SOME TYPES OF POPULAR PERIODICALS.—No. 8. cituation. This done, the missive was placed in an empty bottle taken 
ina With Bh Pre i Hate quit! from the bag, and having safely corked, sealed, and addressed the 
oes parcel to“ The First Lord of the Admiralty, London, S.W.,” the 
hee young Admiral, standing erect and gazing thoughtfully at the warring 
adi elements, mechanically dropped the bottle into the seething billows 
Then, putting up his umbrella, and seating himself upon the rock 
: as comfortably as circumstances would permit, he calmly awaited th 
? course OT events, 
— (To be continued in our nert.) 
—~ 27 
ZA oR THE LADS OF THE UNITED 
Vo..27.N0.607 DECEMBER.7 1889 One Penny The Institute of Painters in Oil Colours. 
a = aaa ALTHOUGH the distinguished President and many other favourites 
-— are absent, there is a really good show of competent work, and 
| amongst the most prominent are those of John Fulleylove, G. G. 
| Kilburn (father and son). Edwin Haves (and also his son), Claude, 
whose * Daddy Darwin's Dovecot” is a powerf il bit of colour, Val 
| Davis, and Harry Hine, “Tide Seven Miles an Hour,” is perhaps the 
| most plucky bit of work in the entire collection. The Vice-President, 
| Frank Walton, does good service in three remarkably fine contributions. 
| ssncaniiaelitinaipaaaciaeiaenia 
: People we have not met. 
I THE Artist who never indulged in the pleasures of the Palette. 
| Phe Pe et who wrote his verses by gaslicht so that his Metre m 
t nait, 
lhe Banker who did not worship g t only ired ¢ 
The Soldier who had served so long with : irs that Was 
uit e prepared to Dye for his country. 
rhe Policeman whose heart was alwars< on the Beat. 
The Letter Carrier who was continual! y driven f1 rto I 
The Clown Cricketer who kept his ti: ip Witha Harlequin’s bat 
= 
ung thought sully THE BEsT PLACE TO LoDGE CoMPLAINTS.—At the Hospita 
° mechanically 
J 1 the bot ething hillows.” 
a "4 
THE BOY ADMIRAL; ' 
x, OR, 
y} THE HERO OF HAMMERSMITH BRIDGE. 
LA Engrs 
CHAPTER lI. 
7 : : Rt “i IT was a glorious spectacle of 
ai _ national felicity. Banners waved, 
ic sounded, church bells pealed, and excited crowds thronged the 
~treets. anxious to pay homage to one of England’s noblest and 
vest sons—one of those mighty spirits who occasionally flash, 
t-like, through the realms of historical space, burning with their 
fiery tails indelible signatures upon the pages of the book of Fate. " 
Roberto de Smythhe, or, to use the familiar sobriquet by which he ? 
is known and loved—the Boy Admiral—was but ten years of age, 
t already his name appeared writ in huge capitals upon the scroll 
Fame, Battle after battle had been placed to his credit in the 
essing national ledger—the word defeat had been erased from every nautical 
—r. lictionary, and now, fresh from a glorious victory gained over some 
" piratical bargees who had long infested the neighbourhood of Ham- | 
rsmith Bridge, he basked openly in the sunshine of popular | 
“Suddenly a Horse Marine reined his sweating charger at the door | 
f our hero's carriage and placed a sealed packet in his hand. A single 
slance was sufficient to master its contents, Waving it triumphantly 
- his head, he turned to his immediate followers and shouted, | 
losea! To sea!” Two hours later the white cliffs of Albion | 
| silently awav in the cathering darkness ¢ f approaching night. | 
* * * * * . 
; It was impossible the ship could live in such a gale. She had | 
; lready sprung several hundred leaks; the last wave had swept 
‘ iWay every living soul to a watery grave with the exception of the | 
id Boy Admiral, who stood with folded arms upon the maintop gunwale, | 
eee. gazing impassively around. To remain longer was useless, nay, 
: re sa (angerous ; so stepping quietly down into the state cabin and taking | 
pager asmall vlack bag, in which he placed his despatches, a brush and 
ra a comb, tooth brush.and several other small necessaries, not forgetting 
te the his umbrella, he returned to the deck, and throwing himself into the 
ae boiling billows, left the sinking ship to its fate. —_— AT HALF TIME. 
=t It was no child’s play swimming = such a sea; gigantic psy let Captain.—" Of course you men have got the wind 1 i 
hundreds of feet high, broke over him at every stroke; and when een wf , 
Kear eight or ten hours later he felt land beneath his fect, the — "ond Ca ttain.— From the way you were puffing, I you didn't 
was far from disagreable. It was no great catch after all, being wsiiabie, tie “ai iny at all.” 
emall roe ky island with a surface a yard square, A wy ae | Lat ( aptain.— Never mind, we sha nt let this mat ; 
, a few fer t} s level, yet such refuge as ita le . fey 
at the finish if we can help it. . 
The Three-Yuarter Back,—*"'No® 
7 . 
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THE STRIKE EPIDEMIC. 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 216. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


A VERY DESIRABLE STATE OF THINGS. 


INQUIRER. What an exceedingly happy person! He appears to 
be suffused with a contentment which the word ineffable but feebly 
describes. 

INFORMANT. It is s0 
indeed. He is Mr. Twad- 
dier, the newspaper 
writer. The theme 
which excited his 
brimming jubilation is 
the continued increase 
of the population of 
Great Britain. Let us 
address him — Good 
morning, Mr. Journalist. 

Mr. TWADDLER. 
Good morrow, and tral- 
-lal-la! Oh, joyful day ! 
Shall I read you my 
article on the Increase 
of Population in the 
British Isles? Nine 
thousand births yester- 
day in the Metropolis 
alone! What a rate 
we clo increase at, to be 
sure — particularly the poor. Here's my article :— 

“Whatever may be the case with other communities—whether 

they be stationary in point of numbers, or actually on the decrease, as 
is, alas! the state of things with some nations—we Britons may con- 
gratulate ourselves upon the fact that we, at anyrate, show no falling 
off in the multiplication of our race. 
“So far from any tendency—deplorable as it, of course, would be— 
to decrease, we have the comfortable assurance, based upon the 
various official returns, that the rapidity of our national increase 
grows daily greater and more marked, to the unbounded envy of 
other, and less favoured nations.” What d’ye think of that? Isn’t 
it joyful? And the most reassuring part of it is that the increase 
among the poorer classes is even more rapid than among the richer : 
there's a comforting reflection for you! Why, only this very day, a 
libourer—a common labourer—has been presented ,with four little 
ones, all doing well! That says something for the future of the race, 
eh? Let us brim over with unfeigned joy and triumph! 






















* ” a . * * 


Ing. What an exceedingly depressed person! He appears to have 
the troubles of the whole world on his back, 
Inv. Yes; he is somewhat despondent, He is our friend Mr, 
Twaddler, the newspaper writer. The theme which bas so cast him 
down is the overincrease of the population of Great Britain. 
Ing. Eh? What? Who? Why, that was the very theme which 
so filled him with jubilation only yesterday afternoon ! 
In¥. Oh, ah, yes. That was in his professional capacity. He is 
at present in his private capacity. Let us address him. Good morrow, 
Mr. Journalist ; a right fine day ! 
Mr. T. Fine? There will never be another fine day in Great 
Britain ! 
Look at the 
smoke, sir ! 
Just think 
of the daily 
increase of 
it! Butit’s 
not the 
smoke that 
troubles 
me, ‘6ir— 
it’s the 
ghastly 
increase of 
the con- 
founded 
population 
that’s the 
matter 
with me. 
And just reflect a moment on the rate among the poorer classes— 
why, it’s awful, positively awful! Why, here, a labourer—a common 
labourer (out of work, I'll wager; or spending every farthing of his 
earnings in drink) just become the father of four new children— 
OUR! Who's to keep'em, sir? That's what I want to know. 

INQ. Is is not incumbent on the parents to-—— ? 








Mr. T. What! Incumbent on the fiddlesticks! It’s incumbent on 
the ratepayer to——that’s the victim, sir. Now, look here! I have 
been paying for years a heavy poor rate to afford that labourer out- 
door relief ; then, while that’s going on, he is good enough to present 
me with four new children, whose education I shall have the privilege 
of paying for. Then, very shortly, there will be a new Act, by which 
I shall enjoy the compulsory privilege of providing them with food, 
followed promptly by another act entitling me to clothe them, and so 
forth. After that, I presume, I shall be favoured with a further act, 
by which I shall be requested to supply the parents with a substantial 
subsidy to spend at the gin shop. J don’t know what it’s coming to. 
A nice sort of country Great Britain will be to live in in another ten 
years. Why, there won’t be room to walk for other people’s children, 
mostly paupers ! 

Ing. But as to your article, Mr. Twaddler? 

Mr. T. Oh—ah—that article; oh, yes! I’m just going to send in 
another in the same vein. It gave the greatest satisfaction all round 
and formed a basis for a dozen sermons last Sunday. I have had 
one thousand letters of congratulation from clergymen on account of 
that article. 

INQ. Oh, then you are not wholly mad,—you are all right in your 
private moments? This is a great relief! 








HE always was an ass of a fellow, and when a friend said, “ Will 
you go to the banquet?” it was hardly thought peculiar when he said, 
‘Bank wet !—ah, then, I sha’n’t sit on it.” 
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A TWENTY THOUSAND DOLLAR COMPLIMENT. 


Colonel Coppers ( U.S. A.).— Of course you ascended to the top 
of the Eiffel Tower, when you were in Pari, Miss Lilian?” 

Miss Lilian (absently—her thoughts gravitating in the unknown 
direction of her cousin Phil, who ought to have been, but was not, 
there to take her down to dinner ).—‘‘ Oh, yes—of course.” 

Colonel C.—“ You may credit me, Miss Lilian, when I tell you I 
would have given twenty thousand dollars te have been with you at 
that elevation.” 

Miss L. (with really charming vagueness ).—“ Why, Colonel?” 

Colonel C.— Because it would hare been well worth the money to 
have been able todine with you so near to the recognized dwelling 
place of the angels.” 
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rh Ca ANOTHER CIVIL SERVICE REFORM. 
¢ Austrian Government insists on ite Civil Servants wearing uniform. Why shouldn't ours too? Some very distinctive attire might be 
fashioned for various grades and branches of the service. 
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“Gaze on this Picture, and on That.” 

AT the petty sessions, Sevenoaks, Henry Crouch was charged with 
stealing a small quantity of coal of the value of three pence, also 
with assaulting Police-constable Pritchard whilst in the execution 


New Leaves. 
Scribner's of this month begins with a portrait of Emin Pacha and 
an article on ‘Where he is,” or as, perhaps, might now be said, 
where he is not. It is followed by many papers and pictures of more 














than ordinary ,interest. “The Seven Sleepers of Kphesus,” a fine | of his duty on October 30th. When assistance arrived the prisoner 
poem by Lewis Morris, opens the number of The English Illustrated | hada firm grip on the throat of the policeman, who was then lying 
—and throughout the number the illustrations vie with the text in | on his back in the ditch. The justices fined the prisoner five pounds 
interest.—In The Leisure Hour, The Sunday at Home, The Boy's and costs, or in default a month’s hard labour for assaulting the con- 
Own Paper, The Girl’s Own Paper, and Friendly Greetings, there stable, and committed him to gaol for seven days with hard labour 
is maintained an even level of excellence,—some of them have highly | for the theft of the coal. A fine for half killing a policeman, but 
coloured frontispieces.—Longman’s will be found full of the usual imprisonment for three pence worth of coal! and judging by the 
high class matter, but it is a fact that most of the reading is fiction. punishments, policemen must be cheap at Sevenoaks, for as an article 
—The Elocutionist contains a portrait of Mrs. Albert S. Bradshaw, a worth three pence produces seven days’ imprisonment, and half killing 
lady who has recently, and with some success, exhibited her talents the constable only a month, the justices apparently only value his 
in the capacities of an authoress, actress and elocutionist. life at two shillings? Oh, happy constable! Oh, sapient justices ! 
“The Scout’s Head,” by Frederick Langbridge (Frederick Warne 
and Co.).—This will be a capital gift — _ — a orf owing “Girls of To-day.” 
full of the exciting, paver ee ishaie 2 é he - * 90 much Fun has a particular pleasure in drawing the attention of his 
pp ag te eg aoe pw _ pe whe ee readers to the above title which forms “Judy's Annual for 1890,” 
RAGE SEERA) UE APSE RE because he feels that rarely, if ever, has such a galaxy of real beauty 
io tt be wor ae appeared in a shilling book. More than that, girls of all sorts, but 





all beautiful—with man carefully omitted altogether, thank goodness, 
are te be found in this really original book. The drawings are by 
J. Bernard Partridge,'and the storyette accompanying each girl is! 
Arthur T. Pask, and awfully cleverthey are too. When this Annus 
is once seen, there must be a big rush for it, so “ get ’em while you can. 


I DIDN’T hear the commencement of the conversation, all that 
caught my ear was the voice of the young lady saying, in great 
indignation, “I don’t know what you mean, and if I did I shouldn't 
understand it!” Then the “last touch of the brogue” was hardly 
necessary to convince me of the nationality of the speaker. 











HUN. 





NOVEMBER 18, 1889, 














SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 40. 





























to borrow a “ fiver,” a long and severe lecture on the folly and wicked. 
ness of thriftless ways. 











Here you have him delivering, to an impecunious friend, who wants And here you have him leaving a surreptitious “tenner” behind 


him as he departs, the inconsistent, soft hearted old chap ! 










































Court Carols.—No. 8. 
WorK IN VIEW; OR, CONSOLATION FOR CRIB-CRACKERS, 
[Police reports, etc., show that the Burglary Season has now commenced in real 
earnest.) 
O COME, my covies brave, and chant a bloomin’ stave, 
For no longer shall we all be out o’ work ; 
Nor, by blowens more be chaffed, for havin’ not no graft ; 
No, soon we shall be lively on the lurk. 
Then let’s look up our tools, and attentive be to rools, 
Espeshly as to swag as can be fenced ; 
Take down your skillinton-key—and come along o’ me, 
For the Burgulary Season has commenced, 
Pompitty pom ! 


Chorus, Then your little lanterns seize,— 

And your bunch o’ skillinton keys— 
And your shoes wot soft to tread is, 
And your jemmies and your neddies, 

And your barkers, lest with bobbies you're incensed ; 
And be off upon the track 
Many a good swell crib to crack— 
And cop, with not no parley 
All the jools and the dinarly, 

For the Burgulary Season has commenced, 


We haven't had no bunce through all the summer monce 
We've bin resting—like another kind of pros., 
’Cept when people went away—we seldom had a lay, 
So, our makings wasn’t much as you'll suppose, 
But now the nights is dark, trade is better, you'll remark— 
And us artists all will soon be recompensed— 
So, we cast away all care, for we soon shall be all there,— 
Now the Burgulary Season has commenced. 
Pompitty pom! 
Chorus, So bring a decent bag, 
In which to put your swag, 
And skillinton keys in batches, 
And a case of silent matches, 
And have your artist-feelings well-intensed, 
Round some manshun slily scoot, 
And collar all the shoot— 
Or from some suburban viller 
Sneak the real (not ‘lectro) siller, 
Now the Burgulary season has commenced. 





Doctrinal. 


IT was a Sunday evening discussion, and the reverend gentleman 
finished up a succession of posers with: “ At anyrate, there is one 
thing man cannot do—he cannot create.” “ Oh, yes he can,” said one 
of the un-regenerate. ‘Indeed, sir!" said the parson, adding (with 
an air that said “ Now, I've got you’) “and what,—may I ask, pray ?” 

“ Why, sir, he can create—a disturbance and an obstruction.” 





The curate collapsed, Is it 


The Show as She Is Shown! 
AS the pageant progressed on its glittering way 
’Mid the cheers of a numberless crowd, 
We o’erheard a poor innocent countryman say 
(And his accents were boorishly loud,) : 
“’Gad! Those chariots and horses are splendid, that’s flat, 
And the clowns from the top to the toe 
Are well dressed : Can you tell me whose circus is that 
Which turns out such a beautiful Show ?” 
At the Show, at the Show, at the Show 
Overwhelmed with a multiple blow 
Was the ignorant cuss who had dared to speak thus 
Of Our Annual Mayoral Show ! 


The “ Preacher” of old on creation looked round, 
And his soul was exceedingly pained, — 
For in mortals (himself not excluded) he found 
That ubiquitous Vanity reigned. 
But the fierce “ Vanitas vanitatum” that told 
His reproachful contempt, would in no 
Wise express his disgust could he only behold 
Our sublime, supernacular Show ! 
Oh, the Show and the Show and the Show ! 
And alas! that our bosoms should glow 
With a boundless delight at the tawdry-gay sight 
Of Our Annual Mayoral Show! 


The job is no doubt beneficial for trade, 
Sending money to left and to right, 
jut we think that the brass might the fountain be made 
Of a far wider spreading delight. 
The procession but lasts an ephemeral space, 
It is gone with a puff and a blow: 
But let Charity step into Vanity’s place 
And her work will leave something to show ! 
Oh, the Show and the Show and the Show! 
It would banish much trouble and woe, 
If to poor people went all the money that’s spent 
On Our Annual Mayoral Show! 


Yet, per contra, we cannot deny that a class 
Of poor people in London there be, 
Who still welcome that day (since much wealth they amass 
On that day) with more durable glee. 
Ah! the night is passed sweetly in revelries gay 
By “ The Dodger and Fagin and Co.” 
For the fruits of their thrice-honest toils of the day 
Make a pleasing and praiseworthy show ! 
Oh, the Show and the Show and the Show! 
It’s no difficult matter, you know, 
The poor noodles to fleece who are staring like geese 
At Our Annual Mayoral Show! ! 
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“Oh-tto think of it!” 


{King Otto of Bavaria is afflicted with 
a peculiar form of mental aberration. He 
frequently orders glasses of beer, but never 
drinks the liquor, throwing it away the 
moment it is placed in his hands,—Press.] 


WITH all the fierce impassioned 
skill 
Of P. Virgilius Maro, 

I’ve sung of human weal and ill, 
Of creatures foul and fair, 0! 
Betimes, deep-brooding o’er my 

desk, 

I’ve penned the serious canto: 
Anon, made ultra-Barhamesque 

My mirth-provoking rant, O ! 
But since my verses first appeared | 

It ne’er has been my lot, O! | 
To sing a song so strange, so weird, | 

As this about King Otto! | 





Of two things, one. For either we | 
Must take the tale cum grano, 
Or deem Bavaria’s King to be 
Undoubtedly insane, O! 
Yet I, who’ve now been wont for 
years 
On good four-ale to thrive, O !— 
Whose password through this Vale 
of Tears 
Is still “ Dum bibo, vivo /”— 
Can scarce believe there lives a 
man 
So wholly off his dot, O! 
As to adopt the senseless plan 
Imputed to King Otto! 


Small wonder if,'desiring drink 
More cheering, generous, strong, 


Some thirsty mortal down the sink 
Should pour his Onfa Congo! 
Nor would one be surprised to hear 

Of banished milk orcream,O! | 
But who on earth would waste good | 
BEER? | 
Oh! surely, surely, Nemo / 
The rumour merely comes from vile | , 
Tomassio di Rotto; | 
And, while he’s thusly ‘slandered, 
Til 
Stick up for good King Otto! 





He shouts all day, the gossips say, 
For foaming beer and black, O! 
Then throws the glorious stuff away, 
An idiot freak, per Baccho! 
Erelong the tale, I think (don’t 
you?), 
Will be denied in toto: | 
But if, perchance, we find it true, 
Then I’ve a brilliant thought, O ! 
Since on this dreary, weary earth 
“Good Beer” is still my motto, 
I'll try for a congenial berth 
As WASTE PIPE to King Otto!!! 
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A Ballade of Biceps. 


A BATTLE of strength has been fought 
Between two men with muscles of steel, 
And Sandow a lesson has taught 
To Samson, who fear did not feel ; 
He had pride in his prowess and zeal, 
But pride al ways does have a fall ; 
T’other S. has the best of the deal 
And the Strongest has gone to the wall. 


Advertisement, maybe, was sought 
In this startling encounter so real ; 
Anyhow, a good “ad.” they have caught, 


And their light they don’t yearn to conceal ; 


To the D. 7. both athletes should kneel, 
For its puffing produced them a haul ; 


And we noteinow another appeal 


From the Strongest, who went to the wall! 


W ho, for all this wild woe, gets the weal ? 
Are they both on the job? Happy thought ! 


For, mayhap, each muscular chiel 


To each other in “ turns” will be leal, 


And re-battle at business’s call ; 


| 

Now, all this rude wrath has been wrought, | added expense of “getting there,” will keep 
| 
| 


And where hoardings their pictures reveal, 
Both the Strongest will go on the wall ! surrounded by etreet arabs, 


ENVOI. 


Fun! “gate” is the ointment to heal, 


Whate’er disappointments befall ; 


And fortune will load well the wheel , 
For these Strongests who're stuck on the wall. Full of Humorous Pictures and Reading. 


7 


8 not bind himself lo acknowiedge, return r pay 


for Contributions, In no case will they be returned uniess 


accompanted by a slamped and direct lenoeiope. 


WE think the genial showman Barnum has 
made a mistake in not having a shilling 
admission to his show. Two shillings, with the 


thousands away who would plank down their 
“ bobs” with regularity and dispatch, but 
“two bob,” we fear, will be just the figure 
“to bob” his receipts. 


— 








A LaDy GuYED.—A drunken apple woman 
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A GREATER MISFORTUNE. 
Ist Huntsman.— Yes, we were crossing Fallow Field Gorse in full view. It was a lovely burst for about ten minutes, and he and I were 

in the first flight, when his mare crossed her legs, sent him a‘ purler,’ and broke his collar bone.” 2nd Huntsman,—* That was bad.” 
Ist Huntsman.—* Yes, But the worst of it all was, I pulled up to see him right and lost my field.” 











“The Strongest Man on Earth.” But Grand-Old-Man-Sandow is stronger than he, 
(SEE CA RTOON.) As the veriest tyro 18 able to see; 

And when once a pitch’d battle these rivals begin, 

SAMSON and Sandow were two pretty men, One can't feel any doubt that the latter will win. 

Who stood on the stage when the clock struck ten ; 

When up jumps Samson, and shouts very high, | 

“ Here, Master Sandow, your strength I defy; , rr 7 sams = ' 

I'l] waver a hundred, ia mite of your brag, | JUST OUT. Price One Shilling. Post Free 1/2, 

That you can’t meet my challenge and collar the swag.” 


cada ilies «* Saicndien Va —HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1890. 


But for all your assertions I don’t care a fig: 
. ¥ phx, FULL OF HUMOROUS STORIES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 


You loudly declare you're the strongest on earth. 








“po , 
But I'd ust int to te Wi! it that kfateme nt as VW rth: 
be ing sure that | vi rol aw much pow r as Vou. The Ladies Pictorial says :—“* Hood's Comic’ this season mingles powder mm OW 
| take up your challenyve, so go ahead, do! oa. und the lance ire ten to one that if our lips art anand, JF ete. oul CFCS OES Wels 
. The Sporting Life says “All the world and his wife sh ld purchase a copy, for @ 
, f ite aontente ic na + > } le f ltiga i} ic) full care 
A contest between them soon follow thi. ' perusal utents is bound to tickle their risible faculties, and banish dull car 
Irom thelr | iris 40a hon ° 
And marvellous feats were ace my msn a bY each, The Pali Mali says :—" Ex ve ption lly well s ipplit 1 with stories by Gramasic 


For both possess'd muscles abnormal in size ; authors. 
The Entr'acte says :—”" More than ever, and better.” 


But Sandow in time was awarded the prize, The Literary World ; ute — ee 
ri: . , " ’ , “ erar| orid says -— he illustrations are notonly humorous, but exceiecny 

Whilst Samson, defeated, was made to look small as specimens of art.’ : 

Through findiny a mightier man after all. The Sportsman says :—“ I have before me about the best shilling’s worth of humour 


with a dash of the serious in it by way ol contrast, it has been mj good tortune to 
: - 


Come across ior many a day. 


Now, Salisbury-Sameson of strength has no lack : 
5 ' ’ The Pe nny lliustrated says :—“* Hood’ is an exceeding] delectable literary and 
And appears to be bound on a similar tack ; artistic olla podrida.’ 








Gold Medal Awarded, Health Exhibition, London. _ 


Bencer: Gumtree [ A p p | RY’ e 
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BENGER’S FOOD @ Sold In Tins at 1s. 6d., | W rife ac mn thiw aca lead per l. neither ratch n r spurt, 
2s. 6d., and 56., by Chemists, &o., Everywhere, | the ts being rot by a New Pr \ At is 


MOTTERSURAD © CO., | ir remy l co tater tee “ ABSOLUTELY PURE. 


7 EXCHANGE STREET, AND OTTER WORKS. MANCHESTER 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE CRITERION.—The first matinée of the season came and went 
without doing much harm to anybody. Her Own Witness, another 
view of La Sonnambula, plus “The Missing Heiress” business, was 


Good Creninc, M* BURGLAR, jJusT TAKE A SEAT & 
MAKE YOURSELF COMPORTARLE, PRAY DON'T 
WRAY ToGo, Li OROER SYPPER AT ONCE. 





Spc aeereeeeltblalhtaer: 


ut) 


THE STRAND (morning). —“SToP, THIEF !’ 
: 


not bad enough to act as a torture, nor good enough to foster fears of 
ite reappearance. It had some merits of compactness in construction, 
and showed some stage-aptness, too. Moreover, it gave an unknown 
actress ‘her chance,” and very fairly she availed herself of it. Miss 
E. Robins is no longer “ unknown,’ and being endowed with that intan- 
gible but valuable quality, which enables its possessor to pass 
triumphantly and even impressively through “dangerous” scenes— 
the sleep-walking scene herein, to wit, is not likely to “revert.” 
Miss Robins has much to learn still, however. 


A LITTLE one act piece, called A Flying Visit, by Mrs. William 
Greet, opened the ball. It is bright and interesting, just the sort of 
airy, fanciful trifle to suit its purpose, but—I wonder if Mrs. Greet 
ever saw Messrs, Clifton and Dilley’s Cousin Grace? 


THE STRAND (morning).—I'm afraid Mr. Mark Melford is nota 
careful man, He has done one or two exceptionally good things. He 
has also done one or two things which are pretty fair for badness. But 
in nearly all of his “ bad shots” (I am tempted to say in a//, but the 
catalogue is not sufficiently clear in my memory for me to venture the 
neuclus of a good idea is observable. Mr. M.seems, in these instances, 
to get his idea worked off at any price, as soon as possible, and to lack 
patience to make the most of it. This is the view I take of Stop Thief ! 
produced at this house on the l4thinst. I’m not prepared to say that 
there is anything particularly new in the “ motive,” which has been 


% 





THE ACTING MANAGERS’ CLUB.—Ist A, M. fo 2nd do. 
next week. He had one from Tom last week, and one from Joe the week before.” 


: A . M. No, 2.—* Yes, and one from me this week. He's going the rounds, the dear 
0Y. ’ ; 


“Says he wants a box for 


familiarized to us in a work called The Paper Chase, and the, perhaps, 
even better known Scrap of Paper—and I am prepared to say that 





some of the lines and suggestions are unnecessarily vulgar, neverthe- 
less, there is some genuine fun in the piece, and with better construc- 
tion and more thoughtful handling, there might have been a good 
deal more. 





NOTHING can be said against the author’s acting, which was self- 
contained and dryly funny, though instinct with practical admiration 
for the method of Mr. Willie Edouin. Mr. Melford was perhaps 
pardonably desirous that the manager should “see himself” in the 
part! The members of a rather long cast had little opportunity for 
distinguishing themselves; though a youthful actor, Mr. Victor 
Eversfield, succeeded in making a distinct impression with his natural 
sense of humour. 


Nops AND WINKS.—The title of Mr. Haddon Chambers’ new play, 
The Boquét,is rather suggestive of “flowery” dialogue, but if Captain 
Swift (the author’s best known effort) had a merit (and it had some, 
I believe), it was the directness of its language. The Boquét, however, 
is probably only atemporary title-—The Comedy, at present closed, will 
reopen on or about the 28rd inst. with Pink Dominoes.—The three act 
comedy called The Jachal, with Miss Gertrude Kingston, “herself 
again,” therein, will appear at the Grand on the 28th inst.—Professor 
Attila’s pupil, “Sandow” (whois (S)andowed with a very fine physique, 
at anyrate), is exclusively and specially engaged at the Alhambra, He 
was to have made his first appearance on Monday last, and I have no 
doubt those who enjoy that kind of exhibition mustered in force. Long 
may they wave' and enjoy their little“ fancy.”—Mr. Alfred Balfour 
gives a big concert, at the Horns, Kennington, on the 3rd of next 
month. Mr. Balfour,will appear in his latest impersonation, The Victin. 
A tremendous list includes the names of Misses Maud Milton, Ada 


hi 





AT THE “ PAV."—WELCOME THE COMING (AND THE “ PARTING”) GUEST. 


Blanche, Sismondi, Grace Murielle and Minnie Inch; and Messrs. H. 
Randall, W. Munroe, Johnny Hanson, Tom Squire, Newman and 
Latimer, J. Kay, and the Brothers Griffiths ; and Iam assured that 
‘they will all appear.”—“ The London Acting Managers,” a circular 
informs me, “ have, in meeting assembled, decided that they should 
havea club of theirown. Mr. C. Morton has been asked to be their 
first president.” Then follows a list of officials, from which I gather 
that the acting managers’ club will be pretty well all officers (like the 
American Army), at least, I don’t quite see where the rank and file 
are coming from; but perhaps that’s no affairof mine. The combi- 
nation somewhat threatens the dead headindustry, I fear. If youask one 
acting manager for boxes there’s no knowing how many others will 
see the application.—Miss Clo. Graves (who, Iam happy to say, is 
recovering from the serious illness which has lately been causing her 
many friends considerable anxiety) has sold the dramatic rights of 
Death and Rachel (published in “‘ Hood’s Annual” for this year) to 
Miss Laura Villiers.—Reports of the production in Liverpool of The 
New Corsican Brothers are by no means so encouraging as I had ex- 
pected ; a good deal of the fun, however, is “ metropolitan,” so that 
a more or less cool reception in the country may not be a bad sign, 
after all. General opinion is favourable to the music. The piece is 
due this (Wednesday) evening at the Royalty, and next week I will 
tell you what it is real/y made of.—Mr. and Mrs. Samuel L. Hasluck 
gave one of their excellent Dramatic and Musical Recitals at the 
Gresham Hall, Brixton, on Thursday last.—Mr. E. C. Stafford, one 
of the smartest and most genial of acting managers, takes a com- 
limentary benefit at Toole’s on the 12th prox. As Mr. Stafford has 
not been “placed” for some time, and as this is his first offence in 
this way, a “bumper” is the least we can wish him. NESTOR, 





Re 


; 
i 











ft 00 fade 





Pre 























NOVEMBER 20, 1889, 


EUN. 219 





SOME TYPES OF POPULAK PERIODICALS.—No. 9. 
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“Perforated with arrows, he 
threw himself into an attitude of 
British defence, and ‘aced his 
yelling Joes.” 


BLACKYEREYE; 


OR, 
a == MG THE BOY CHIEF OF THE CHUCKEROUTS. 
Ws =e Sze bo 

2. CHAPTER Il. 

OuT on the edge of the rolling prairie stands a rough log hut. It 
is inhabited by Mike Doolan, who, with his wife and son had, some 
years earlier left their native home in the Seven Dials to seek fortune 
in the far West. They will shortly find it. 

Darkness envelopes the scene. Not a sound is heard save the 
melancholy cry of some dismal night bird. The inmates have long 
since retired to rest; the hour is midnight. A dusky form rises 
apparently from the earth in front of the solitary cabin, then another 
and another, until there is quite a dense mass of silent humanity 
flitting toand fro. Suddenly the hoot of an owl is heard close at 
hand, and, as though it were an expected signal,a fiendish yell, 
horrible in its prolonged intensity, bursts from a hundred savage 
throats. There is no mistaking that sound—it is the dreaded war- 
whoop of the Chuckerouts. The cabin is fired, Mike Doolan and his 
wife tomahawked, the son—young Tim—made prisoner after a 
desperate resistance. Then morning dawns upon a smoking mass of 
ruins, in the midst of which, fastened by an arrow to a lump of 
charred timber, is a strip of deerskin, covered with strange Indian 
characters. Translated these hieroglyphics read, ‘‘ The Chuckerouts 
have again resumed business. Orders executed with punctuality and 
dispatch.” 

* ¥ % * * * : 

sound to the torture post stood young Tim Doolan, gazing with 
fearless eye upon the yelling crowd of painted warriors who heaped 
pile upon pile of faggots around his captive limbs. They were no 
niggards, these redskins, when they had a roasting order on hand : 
and the winter’s store of fuel was ungrudgingly brought forth. The 
brushwood arranged to their satisfaction, a dozen stalwart chiefs 
took up a position immediately facing the captive, and began dis- 
charging their arrows with a freedom and gusto perfectly astounding 
to the unfortunate victim. The first arrow pierced his brain, the 
second his diaphragm, and as the feathered messengers of death sped 
on their fatal mission, the shrieking squaws chortled with fiendish 
delight. This was more than flesh and blood could stand. Gathering 
all his strength into one mighty effort, he burst asunder his bonds, 
and, bounding forward perforated with arrows, threw himself into an 
attitude of British defence and faced his yelling foes. A wild cry 
of dismay greeted this daring act, and in a moment they were upon 
him. Then began a fearful struggle. Wrenching a tomahawk from 











the grasp of the nearest savage, he hurled himself into their midst, 
dealing destruction right and left. Warriors who were old enough 
to have known better fell dead as if by magic beneath the force of 
his conquering arm; heads, arms and legs flew about in terrified 
confusion. Still onward he pressed, death following in the wake of 
his ensanguined weapon, until at length, breathless and exhausted, 
he stood triumphantly erect, the victor of that bloody fray. 
(To be continued in our next.) 








New Leaves. 


“ENGLISH IpyYLs,” by P. H. Emerson (Sampson Low, Marston, 
Searle and Rivington). There isa tender beauty and picturesque- 
ness about these prose idyls that is perfectly poetic. There is a 
gracefulness of outline, a richness and mellowness of colouring that 
proclaims the author to be an artist.—“ The Pride of the Loom,” 
“ Disowned ; or the Outlawed Jewess,” “Wedded to a Spirit,” and 
“ Honour Bright,” are the titles of four numbers of “The Excelsior 
Library,” published by John Heywood (London and Manchester). 
Kach contains one complete story, with incident enough for a full- 
blown novel, without the padding. The publisher is evidently both 
ready and willing to give as much for a penny as others give fora 
shilling. 

Christmas is Coming.—The standard of excellence attained by 
Messrs. Hildesheimer and Faulkner in the production of illustrated 
books, booklets, and Christmas cards by the employment of artists 
highly competent and fully experience in these directions, is most 
completely sustained by the unsurpassable beauty and charm of their 
this year’s novelties, which are suitable for all tastes, however diverse. 
—Messrs. Raphael Tuck and Sons also have achieved eminence by 
their costly elegancies of the same or similar character, and seem to 
exhaust every available source of sustaining their high reputation 
by the superiority and pleasure giving properties of their produc- 
tions. 





Mrs. PODMORE went to visit her dear friend, Mrs. McGillup, in the 
Hospital, and returned quite upset by what she saw there. To use her 
own words. “ There was a young Jew suffering from Iky Moses (does 
Mrs. P, mean an Echy mosis ?), a nice old gentleman insensible from 
serious apoplexy, and the sweetest young thing you ever set eyes on, 
with her right arm decapitated.” 








DEFEATING HER OWN END. 
Inquiring Stranger (to small child.) —“ Well, little girl, and what 


name?” ' 
ss Emall Child's Sister (who holds exclusive views).—*“ Mind your 


own business! B’linda Charlotte, don’t you tell her.’ 
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THE BRITISH WORKING MAN. 
ANOTHER TRADE TERM. 








vfbibtibiA: 
SELOULE 


SN 


Ww 


\S 
> a 





j 

MY 

4 

Yj) Ley 
’ Y 


~ 


* 


XS 


4 
4 


\iS 


“D'ye see, Polisher? 1 want you to clean off all this old varnish and polish and so on (youll ree it if you run your eye along it edgeways),— right down to the 


wood, and make a first class job of it. D'ye see ?—do it thoroughly, eh?” 
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“Ther:,sir! howllthatdo? Ive clewed it orf nicely. tnat’s what 1 call a good job, ‘* Vol thoroughly v'vaned ors, sir?’ Oh, yes; that’s what we calls ‘cleaned 


orf’ in the trade, d'ye see? Kind o° left on, as you mig/it say.” 
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“£h?—want me to really clean it orf—elean it orf in plain English? 'Ush! 1 dussent do it, sir; it's as much as my life ud be wuth. If it got wind among the trade 
as |’ done sech a thing ~made a s220nd’and thing e jnal to n0o—J shed disappear in an ‘orrible manner, an’ leave no trace! /” 
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OUR OWN BARNUM. 
MORE MONSTROSITIES. 
THE GREAT TWO-HEADED PARTY AND THE SMALLEST STATESMAN ON EARTH, 
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THE ENGLISH MANIA. 


LATEST DEVELOPMENTS. 

some days the traffic in the 
principal thoroughfares 
has been blocked by vans 
laden with provisions 
from all parts of the 
earth, and with choice 
wines from all the best 
known districts. 

It is understood that 
this is a consequence of 
an interview between the 
Typical Englishman and 
his Refreshment Con- 
tractor, at which the 
following conversation 
took place :— 

TYPICAL ENGLISH- 
MAN. Ah, good day. I 
am anxious to givea grand 
banquet, and I shall be 
obliged by your providing 
all essentials to that 





end. 
Kh EYRESHMENT CONTRACTOR. With pleasure. For what date: 
i | J On, ] don't know say as early as possible. 
RK. C. Oh, to-morrow if you wish it. 
rw. E Ab—wel], let's say the day after to-morrow. Fact is 
I might not be able to find the guest of the « vening by to-morrow. 
Rk. ©. May I ask who the guest is to be? You see I should suit the 


+tyle of cookery to his nationality. 

r. E, Oh—well, I can’t say I exactly know his nationality yet—an 
{merican showman for preference—fact is I haven't secured him yet. 
Theught I had better order the banquet first, and then look out for a 

est. I really must give a banquet to somebody—I don’t care to 
vhom. Perhaps you could sug gest somebody ? 

hk. (. Well—let me see—there’s myself-— 

I. k. Ob, you're an Englishman, you know ; there wouldn't be any 
fun in banqueting an Englishman. 

Kk. C. Oh, see. Well—let’s see—there’s Osman Digna—no, he has 
an engagement at Dongola. There's Burke, the man identified as 
having been brought from Winnipeg—no, he’s having his meals at the 
expense of the American Government. There’s—tell you what; I'll 
just go down to Liverpool and stand on the quay when the next 
ocean steamer arrives; and I daresay I shall succeed in catching 
somebody among the passengers who'll let me give him a banquet. 
Day after to-morrow, at seven-thirty, mind—keep to that. Say 
covers for ten thousand in the biggest hall you can get—see? Ta, ta! 
I'll find a gnest, 7 

7 7 * . * . 

INQUIRER. Dear me, how annoying these hotel touts must be te the 
passengers landing from these steamers! Just look at that fellow 
there, what a fever of anxiety he appears to be in tosecure victims 

INFORMANT. Bless your soul ! He's not a tout: he’s the Typical 
Kn rlishman on the look out for someone from abroad to whom he can 
rive a banquet. See how w istfully his eye scans the features of those 
who land, Now that haughty Australian black, who has come over 
fora week's holiday in London, prods him away with the butt end of 
his spear ; now your 
larrikin from the 
Bowery, N. Y., 
come over in the 
steerage, with three 
portmanteaux full 
of dynamite, let’s 
fly at him with his 
Smith and Wesson. 

Ing. It is most 
sad to see one, thus 
yearning, subject 
to these heartless 
and cruel rebuffs 
at the hands of 
those whom he 
would honour. It 
seems to be quite 
immaterial to him 
whom heentertains, 

Inv. Oh, perfectly, And the foreigners whom he thus importunes 
appear to regard him—perhaps rightly! who shall say /—as a trifle 
“ dotty.” See, he throws himself at the feet of the steamer's captain, 
and, tearing his hair, beseeches him to find hima guest for his banauet 











—any guest ; astowaway, a dynamiter, anything—something peculiar 
for preference—something with a hump, or three legs, or something 
remarkable. But if he hasn't that on hand, the most ordinary 
creature will do; so long as he can eat a banquet. 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER OV MR. BARNUM 
AND THE OLYMPIAN LITTLE GAMES. 


JoHN BULL he have return home from my beloved land of ze 
native. Pourguoi? Because la belle Paris she have shut up her 
Exposition, and all ze grandes choses have depart, and vit him I 
have return, and encore pourquoi? Because ze grandest of all shows 
have arrive upon ze shore vere ze poet Addison rode. 

I go call upon my friend Jollidogue. He tell me zat in ze morning 
he have been for to see ze box at ze home of zose rum birds ze 
Pelicans. I say, Allens, mon ami, come vit me,—lI vill take you to 
ze box vare you sall see ze still more of natural history. njfin, 
Jollidogue and I, ve are like ze chip of ze young block, who is not so 
green as he is call_—ve are each Von of a Crowd. And such ‘a 
crowd! I hear von ole party grumble because zare vare about ten 
shows going on at von time. 

Ven I behold Mr. P. T. Barnum as he make his bow to ze great 
publics of Great Britain, I sink to myself he is more to be N. V.d 
than P. Td. 

Ze performance begin. It is like a lady's letter—ze most impor- 
tant part is at ze end ; encere it is unlike, for ze letter is closed, and 
ze performance is,opened vit seals. I have seen ze seal in your deeds, 
but ze acting seal before, jamais. Zare is a jolly nice girl zat charm 
snakes as vell as ze audience. Vit herare ze Anacondas, her familiars, 
but, ma foi! zey do not treat her vit contempt. I ask M. Barnum 
her name; he answer, “Uno.” I reply gue non! if zat I did know 
how she vas call for vy sall I go for to inquire? I laugh at ze clown 
bear who has in life for a lot to grin and bearit. I am charmed vit 
ze transatlantic roller skaters. I recognize ze faculty of ze son of 
Columbia to get over obstacles ven I behold ze gymnasts who leap 
over four elephants, but ven I see la belle Américaine drill an 
elephant herJ I am carried avay vit a performance till zen unheard 
of. Ze “monkey” zat is put upon ze horse who races is von of zose 
sings about vich I have often read, but have seen nevare until to- 
night, but now rvi/d, zare are ze “ ponies,” and roi/a ze “ monkeys” are 
upon zeir back. 

Jollidogue is delighted vit ze young ladies zat trow Roman knives, 
and zare is some trowing of ze hatchet. I see many strange races to- 
night, but ze Aztecs zey are ze last of von of ze strangest races. 

Ve adjourn to ze museum. Ve gaze upon ze skeleton dude—ze real 
Yankee Dudell who, alzo he laugh,do not grow fat; ze lady who 
make hundreds of Guiness by being stout; ze little man who has 
greatness thrust upon him because Nature has made him si petit ; ze 
gentleman zat have no arm, but comes to none because, rei/a. he 
perform so many feats vit his toes; and ze von zat is ze ozzare 
extreme, for, rvi/d@. Nature has denied him ze ozzare extremities ; ze 
giant cowboys who are getting bigger boys now than even mon ami, 
Herbert Campbell. Ve leave ze museum—ve go to ze buffet. Encore 
a curiosity,—ze half-pint bottle of Allsopp for vich zey charge six- 
pence—vonce is enough to see zat! 

All roads zt ve 10am lead to Rome, so especially @ present does ze 
Road of Addi-on, vich is a Nero von; but, M. FuN, how can von find 
vords for zat vich take avay ze |breaf ? 


MUSICAL NOTES.—No. 9. 


TAKE THE REST 
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Poor Little Chaps. 


THEY were very little 
boys, and they had one 


penny between them; they 
invested it in a jam puff. 
They took a bite each, deep 
and wide into it, but did not 
strike jam. They went back 
into the shop and asked the 
proprietor if there was any 
jam init? He said “ Yes.” 
And out they came and 
again attacked the puff. At 
last the bite of one revealed 
the speck of jam to the 
other. “Ah, it’s my turn 
now,” and in taking it—he 
shook the jam out, and I 


+ 


saw it weltering in the mud ! 





Q. E. D. 

THE Shaftesbury Theatre 
has come in for a good deal 
of Queuedos for adopting the 
Queue system. But there's 
no novelty about it afterall, 
for from time immemorial 
all theatres have adopted 
the “cue” system. 


BILLIARDS is the most 
harmless form of gambling, 
for the wielders of the cue, 
after all, only play for 
* Pocket Money.” 








SADDLED WITH A LACK OF COURTESY, 
Impatient Sportsman to Brown, who 
you think you might have had the grace to take your horse with you ?” 





Gilbert's Inappellable “Ghost.” 

(Mr. W. S. Gilbert complains bitterly, through the Press, of the decision of Lords 
Justices Cotton and Fry in re“ Gilbert e. Boosey.’ He very natarally protests against 
being “compelled to shine with the /usre of another man's intellect !"] 

It was not, I admit, in my happiest vein, 
Since it came to the birth at a time 

When four ale had enfeebled and clouded a brain 
That is wont to be strong and sublime. 

Yet the verses were good, if not quite Homeresque, 
And the rhymester must live by his trade, 

So I offered my song, till my song on the desk 
Of twelve Editors’ dens had been laid. 

And from each of those Eds. I expected, in turn, 
A thrice welcome remittance of cash : 

But from each—woe was me !—I was destined to learn 
That my rhymes were most absolute trash ! 

Was I crushed and disheartened? No! Perish the thought! 

A more fierce resolution I made 
That my verse should by some one or other be bought, 

Since the rhymester must live by his trade. 

So to “sing-song” celebrity, music hall chief, 

And to domina prima divine 
I submitted my screed in the fervent belief 

That they'd snap at such talent as mine, 

But from each and from all I received the reply 
That my ballad would really not “ wash” : 
“We should not be unwilling good verses to buy, 

But your song, sir, is absolute trash !” 


Was I crushed and disheartened? No! Perish the thought ! 
For, if other devices shall fail, 

There’s a way to dispose.of the song that the “ pote 
Has indited while filled with four ale ! 

So, in nowise abashed by the frequent rebuff, 
I repaired to one Whooz Hee with joy, 

And I said, “ Will you kindly insert me this stuff 
In some play by the bard of Savoy? 

For Lords Cotton and Fry have arranged it for me 
That, if only you'll pay me the cash, 
You may force, nolens volens, on W. 5. G, 
All the FAME of my—ahem !—my 

LUSTRE!!” 
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INTELLECTUAL 








AMONGST all the Dock Strikes, we heard nothing about the Orthodox. 
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off at the only available gap.)—‘ Now then, you, sir! Don't 


Mk. GEORGE PALMER, formerly M.P. for Reading, not only bakes 
the biscuit, but for benevolence and generosity “takes” that usefal 
and much admired article of food. He has just presented the Borough 
of Reading with twenty-one acres of land for the purposes of a 
recreation ground, this being the second one the town is indebted to 
him for. Good grounds for gratitude, eh? A worthy way, says Mr, 
FUN, of disposing of his supertluous biscuit-tin, . 
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Worthy of G. O. Minence. 
THE new Gallery of Mystery, just formed in Oxford Street, 
Did on the sixteenth, open with one, Hercat—wisant neat ; 
This G. Q, M, should prosper and all rival tides should stem 
If it shows as much vitality as tother G, O, M.! 





JUST OUT. Price One Si ling, Post Free 1/2. 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1890. 


FULL OF HUMOROUS STORIES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 


The Ladies Pictorial saya:—“' Hood's Comic’ this season mingles powder in our 
jam, and the chances are ten to one that if our Lpe are laughing our qyes are wet 
The Sporting Life says “All the world and his wife ah ’ 


ill purchase i 1 ior «a 
perusal of its contents is bound to tickle their risible faeuntties, and baniah dull car 
from their hearts and homes,” 

The Pall Mall says:—“ Exceptionally well supplied with stories by dramatic 
authors,” 

The Entr'acte says :—"“ More than ever, and better,” 

The Literary World says :-—* The Ulustrations are not only humorous, but excellent 
as specimens of art.” 

The Sportaman says)" I have before me about the best shillings worth of humour, 
with a dash of the serious in it by way of contrast, it has been my good fortune to 
come across for many a day.” 

The Penny /lustrated says :—"* Hood’ is an exceedingly delectable literary and 
artistic olla podrida.” 

The Era says :—“ Altogether the number is fully up to the high standard to which 
the Editora of Hood's Annual has accustomed us.” 

Brighton Times says :—" Dirt cheap for One Shilling.” 

The Stage says :-—" The twenty-second issue is one of the best in the long series, 

The News of the Worid says “Is as buoyant and as youthful aa ever, 


NOW READY. PRICE TWOPENCE. 


FUN ALMANAC FoR 1 


Full of Humorous Pictures and Reading 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 41. 


STRIKER’S LOGIC. 











Employé —“ Executive says I'm to strike for two hours work and 
twelve pounds a week! Why, my master gives me all that.” 




















‘ Ah, well, if Tom’s master won’t give him the terms, of course me 
and my master’s got to suffer for it; that’s right enuff.” 






















































The Peculiar(-ly Puddle-headed) People. 


[An irquest was held at Suuthwark recently on a child that bad died in convul- 
sions, but whose life might,in high probability, have been saved, had the parents 
obtained medical assistance, Their reason for not doing 80 was that they belong 
to the “Peculiar People,” who“ pray to the Lord in cases of illness, and He 
watches over them !"— Vide ress, 

I HAD lived in the house but a week and a day, 
Kre I sent to my landlord a notice to say 
That beyond the next week I could really not stay 
Im a place so unmeet for my labours ; 
For how could my brain still genetic remain, 
Or my spirit conceive the symphonious strain, 
‘Mid the romping and ranting and raving insane 
Of the nine noisy kids of my neighbours? 
But down to my house came the landlord next day— 
_ Nay, now, come, my dear sir, you must not run away ; 
I’}l be bound, if a month you will patiently stay, 
That the grievance which now makes you weep'l] 
Be gone : all the children that cheerily roar 
Will by that time on earth be existent no more ;— 
Ha! you stare, but it’s true, for your neighbours next door, 
Don't you see? are ‘ Peculiar People !’” 


In the days when my generous Editors rent 
Into fragments nine-tenths of the “ copy ” I sent, 
To an office of Children’s Insurance I went, 
And secured me a touter’s vocation ; 
jut the manager, ere on my travels I sped, 
Handed over a list (to be carefully read) 
Of some houses, whereat if I called, so he said, 
I should forfeit my new situation. 
I asked in amazement why this should be so, 
And the manager's whisper was secret and low : 
“In a business conducted like ours, you must know 
That to dip in our coffers too deep'll 
Our dividends hurt ; so we're wary and sly 
To insure not such kids as are certain to die— 
Hence, these houses whereat you must nowise apply 
Are the homes of ‘ Peculiar People !’” 


In these days when the Avatar's pitiless band 
By a myriad devices spreads death through the land,— 
In this terrible era, when Azraél’s wand 
Never rests from its heaven-given mission,— 
Oh! is it not sad that poor children must lie 
Upon beds of affliction, and needlessly die, 
Because motherly love has been minimized by 
An upholy and mad superstition ? 
And the genial Fun, full of sorrow and shame, 
By these presents desires to the world to proclaim 
That he'll surely be false to his mirth-moving name, 
And with scorn most perfervid and deep'll 
Ne’er cease against “ Old Father Antic ’ to throw 
The thrice-venomous shafts of a satirist’s bow 
Till the “ Father” has saved from their sad status quo 
These poor witless “ Peculiar People” ! 





upset your stomach. Bah! 


SHOWING Ivf. 

Dip I gototheshow? Why, of course I did. Everybody, more 
or less, tries to make a fool of himself some time or the other. Of 
course I went there, and it was that lunatic Jones who made me do 
it. A lunatic I was, too. What’s the good, I should like to know, of 
sitting before an open window with the draught going round your 
neck? And what’s the good of sitting sandwiched between a lot of 
women drinking small glasses of bad sherry and eating sweet 
biscuits? When I was a boy, I daresay I liked to see shows. Well, 
so did I like shying stones at frogs. But I’ve grown out of that, I sup- 
pose; I’ve grown out of Lord Mayors’ Shows into the bargain. I 
remember the old men in armour going down Fleet Street. And I 
remember using a pea-shooter at their expense. And I remember 
my father catching me at it, and cuffing my ears in a back room, 

Some people would like to revive the Lord Mayor's Show by water. 
A nice business that, I should think. Blue nosed men in armour, eh! 

slue nosed ladies hawking, and all the rest of it. And the Lord 
Mayor would get a chill on his ‘liver, perhaps, and the Mayoress 
the toothache. I don’t, \after all, know that there need be any 
fuss. 

Well, would they do the show better on the Continent than we do? 
I’m not quite so certain about that. They’d set up a lot of bogus 
statues, shaped with canvas, with plaster of Paris thrown over it. 
Then they’d have art guilds of fellows in costume, and they’d have 
students, all more or less half-drunk, And then soldiers would drop 
the butts of their rifles on your toes, And then, when you were half 
trampled to death you'd go and drink a lot of wretched bocks and 
DIOGENES TUBBS. 


A MODERN SPARRING MATCH. 


——— amen —~ 
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ON THE DECEITFULNESS OF APPEARANCES. 
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AND WHAT THEY DO IF WE MAy 


WOMEN OF TO-DAY. 


3ELIEVE A LL. 
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Our Own Barnum. 
(SBE CARTOON.) 
HERE is another monstrosity ! 
Now, Barnum, what will you bid? 
Of “freaks” there's not any dearth 
In your vreatest show on earth ; 
But such a fine curiosity 
A handsome sum should be worth 
And its light ouvht not to be hid, 


Though it sounds like a fabulosity, 
Two se parate heads are knit 
Po this Union Party’s trunk 
(Which looks a little bit shrunk); 
And each head deals in verbosity, 
kspecially when in a funk 
Lest there happen to be a split. 


Dinner and Supper Daioties, Clever 
Recipes are Given Away 
With every Packet of Bird's Custard Powder. 


5 This Admirable Sulst tute for 
igys is most enjoyable with 
Tinned and Preserved Fruits, 
and provides an endicss varity 
of Chosce Dishes. 
Boki everywhere 
»64 Bosess fh- 
tent for 3 Pints; 
le 6B ues fur 9 
Mls 





Potitics 











Their goings-on much jocosity 
Will cause, as sure as I live; 
And the wee man Chamberlain, who 
Addresses those caputs two, 
When chuck’d in with this monstrosity 
Per) bps might enhance their screwy : 
Now, Barnum, what will you give? 
Notes and Queries. 
WANTED to know whether Gaol Birds sing 
ina Turn-key? 
Whether a Street Singer is anything to do 
Witha Syuare Dancer? 
Whether Pop-guns are 
Giinger Beer Barrels? 


furnished with 


THE BAKER'S STRIKE ?—Oh, good ovens! 





A Match-ure Meditation. 


‘TIS not always May, but ‘tis always a gay 


day, 

Whene’er for the world ‘tis a Bryant and 
May day! 

Yet this firm (‘tis no “catch,” no, this carol 
is catchless)— 

Though it makes many millions of Matches 
—is Matchless ! 


Mr. JOHN JULIAN JACKSON endeavoured, 
afew days ago, to obtain a summonsagainsta 
milkman for “yelling” and disturbing J. J. 
J.’3 congregation, but Mr. Plowden decided 
that the man had aright to sell his milk, and 
consequently J. J. J. could not stop his 
(s)creams, and had butter not interfere. 
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COCOA 





| ABSOLUTELY PURE. 


CADBURY’S 
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FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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TRe public—hpese of , 
Che pulare. 
A bi shop for landlord. | 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE AVENUE (Morning) :—IT is 
a curiously refreshing little 
entertainment the “ London” 
Juvenile Opera Company is just 
now providing for our afternoons 
at this house. Perhaps I am ar- 
rovating somewhat in using that 
pronoun “our”; [ am more than 
half inclined to believe that the 
show is not so much intended for 
the entertainment of adults as 
for “the youngsters.” Happy 
voungsters ! what times they do 
have nowadays! But, anyway, 
be the intention what it may, I 
take the liberty of being enter- 
tained in my own proper person 
to the full as much as any 
youngster among them, by the 
extremely dainty Belles of the 
Village (and their accompani- 
ments), in this case made and 
provided, 





THE AVENUE—CLOD-HOPPING—A 
BACCY-NAILY-"UN, 

AND who wouldn't be pleased 
and entertained? The “Juveniles” all appeared to be more or less 
nervous on Monday afternoon, and to this, no doubt, may be attri- 
buted a certain amount of woodenness, particularly in the earlier 
moments ; but apart from this, the incongruity between the youth of 
the performers and the grown-up nature of their sentiments and acts 
which is observable in this kind of piece, is sufficient to keep the 
entertainment alive to the end. There is intrinsic fun in the work, 
however, and individual merit to strengthen the effect. The three 
“ oldest inhabitants” partake of both these qualities, and the beadle, 
the two “ belles,” the dashing young officer (only of course, he doesn’t 
dash), the Jack Tar and the recruiting sergeant (the latter a particn- 
larly intelligent and “eary ” performance ) all contribute largely to 
the humour and yo. 


ONE little girl, at least, has a chance of future fame, if her friends 
will only take her off the stage for the present, and give her really 
beautiful voice a chance. Lizzie Dungate is the young lady I refer 
to. And another has something more than “a chance,” [ should say, 
as a dancer—Rose Kilner, the daintiest of miniature prima ballerina, 
The music is light and pleasant ; old favourites, mingled with, here 
and there, a newcomer; and I prophesy the Avenue afternoons will 
be popular during the coming holidays. 


THe Royvautry.—I'm just in time to catch the press with a few 
words about Zhe New Corsican Brothers: next week IT shall have 
opportunity to expatiate, accompanying my expatiation with some 
of my charming illustrations, Meantime, I'm obliged to confess to 
a disappointment. I thought the piece (from what I saw of it at 
rehearsal) was going to be a screamer, but—well, it isn’t. I’m really 
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PHeK AVENUK.—THE HAUGUTY PHUGHE KEFUSING ‘TO ACCEPT A LITTLE BIL! 
almost afraid it is dull! Several lines, however, that I had previously 


heard never turned up at all; perhaps they missed the train and 
got left behind at Liverpool—perhaps they were so good that the 











Liverpudlians (who know a good thing when they see it—or hear it) 
wouldn’t part with them. But why these p’r’apses! The fact is suffi- 
cient—too much. 


THE company worked hard to score, and some of them managed 
it. Mr. Arthur Roberts was unusually good. This looks invidious, 
as if he frequently wasn't good—but this is not thus. What I mean 
is that he played with an assured touch and a firm grasp of his 
resources very unusual with him ona first night. He played the 
parts proper exceedingly well, and the “ extraneous additions,” so to 
put it, were screamingly funny. His music hall imitations are 
particularly clever. Miss Kate Chard was in capital voice, and her 
singing yielded unalloyed satisfaction ; Mr. Deane Brand is excellent, 
too: Messrs. Clulow and Wilson contribute some good singing; Miss 
l.iddon, a quietly comical old lady, Miss Kenward a spirited and 
“fetching” dancer,and Mr. Augustus Wheatman very smart in a 
subordinate character. 


MR. SLAUGHTER’S music is full of character, always tuneful, and 
sometimes original! You may laugh, but it’s something to be 
original in these times! ‘*O, Morning Star!” ought to be twangling 
on all the pianos in Peckham before the week is out. The scenery 
(when they learn to turn the lights down during the changes) will 
leave no cause whatever for com- 
plaint. The Box Hill is one of 
uncommon beauty, and the way 
Messrs. Smith and Hicks have 
managed six heavy scenes in the 
small space at command is a real 
marvel. The dresses, if not very 
startling for originality of design ( / 
designed ’em!), have at least been 
richly executed by Madame and 
Monsieur Alias, and I feel under a 
personal obligation to each of the 
twenty or thirty beautiful young 
ladies who so pleasingly fill them 
with their shapeliness. But, as I 
have said, more next week, 


Nops AND WINKs.—One of the 
smartest topic songs I've come across 
fora long time has just reached me. 
It is called “The Topical Cookery 
Book.” ‘The versification is neat, and 
the music, which is by Mr. J. M. 
Glover, is catching and spirited to a 





degree considerably above the aver- Tite AVENUE, — THE DAPPER 
ah - a . LITTLE OFFICER WHO MASHES 
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age.—The 7th proximo is the pro ‘He VILLAG® Mein  ibD 

bable date ot the production of La OFFICER HIS HAND. 


Tosca at the Garrick. The Vaude- 

ville re-opens to-morrow (Thursday) with Joseph's Sweetheart, and 

the Novelty will emerge once more from its gloom with The Spy : 

A Dramatic Story of the American Rebellion, on the 30th inst. 
NESTOR. 





In Strict Confidence, 


} 


WHY isthe new Lord M iyor like a mesmerist? Is he not a mag- 


nate hich, sir. 





In what does Barnum resemble Apollo —Ile is the biggest “ show” 
man on earth. 

Why did Nero play the tiddle at the burning of Rome /—Because 
he delighted in . 

What science should Liberals study in preparing for the next 


General Election.—G.O.M.et ry. 
Why is my income—your income—anybody’s and every body's 
income—like Mr, Parnell ?—Because it is the principal home ruler. 
When many fog signals are exploded on your railway journey, of 
what Indian city do they remind you ?—Bangalore. 





“ THE weather,” said Jenkins, “is awfully lowering to the spirits— 
it upsets the liver.” Then Smith smiled sweetly as the crocodile on 
the banks of the blue Nile. “I should think,” he observed, quietly 
and calmly, “that it’s the lowering of the spirits, in the Scotch and 
unsweetened way, that upsets you a great deal more than the 
drop of the thermometer.” And now they speak no more as brothers. 


“IN business,” said Ishmael Isaacs, “a real man is all calm solidity ; 
a woman is mere bustle.’ Then Mrs. Ishmael uprose, and tried the 
strength of that husband beater in a way that the wicked world has 
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never known before or si! 
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SOME TYPES OF POPULAR PERIODICALS.—No. 10. 














ROMANTIC SCIENCE AND THE 
PHILOSOPHY OF THE IMPOSSIBLE. 











Vou.t.No.13.] 























Sir Septimus Scaljel having made an incision, slowlu drew out the heart, and, calling 
his patient's attention to the fact that several large brass headed nails had become embedded 
in tht organ, quietlu remarked, “ This is evidently the cause of your uneasiness !** 


DR. DIASTOLE: 


A DIAPHORETIC ROMANCE. 


CHAPTER I. 

Dr. DIASTOLE sat in his surgery, weeping like a child. There is 
nothing so terrible as a strong man’s tears (unless it be the third 
appearance of your landlord for his quarter's rent); they are the 
physical outpourings of mental agony—the distillation of soul through 
the floodgates of material grossness. And though the cause was trivial 
—merely the result of an experiment trembling in the balance—yet 
this man, a man who had calmly faced death in a thousand different 
shapes (at the bedsides of others) wept like a child at the possibility 
of being himself an undertaker’s next customer. . 

A pale-faced youth, bent double by the weight of buttons his 
narrow chest vainly endeavoured to support, announced, “ A gen'le- 
man to see you in the droring room, sir.”’ 

Mastering his emotion by a strong effort, his face regained its 
wonted composure, and it was with a firm step and nonchalant air 
he entered the apartment indicated. . 

* You are punctual, Sir Septimus,” he observed, holding out his 
hand to asaturnine visaged, white haired individual clad in black. 
The other smiled coldly as he took the proffered hand, and said, 
curtly, “ My time is valuable—to business.” Dr. Diastole made no 
reply, but, taking off his coat and waistcoat, he bared his breast, and 
then igniting a cigar, threw himself into an easy chair and proceeded 
to smoke calmly. His visitor, drawing a lancet from an inner pocket, 
tried its edge upon his thumb, and placing his left hand upon the 
doctor's breast, said, slowly and impressively, “ It may be dangerous— 
fatal! There is vet time to pause, Have you reflected—considered ? 
A whiff of smoke was the reply, and without further hesitation Sir 
Septimus Scalpel plunged his lancet into the naked breast, and having 
made an incision. slowly drew out the heart, and calling his patient's 
attention to the fact that several large brass-headed nails had become 
embedded in that organ, quietly remarked, “This is evidently the 
cause of your uneasiness.” —_ 

A slight change passed over Dr. Diastole’s countenance. ‘* Foo] !— 
fool!” he muttered, half to himself, ‘“‘ that brass 
“Exactly!” rejoined Sir Septimus, “that brass has 
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rather nourishing, in fact, than otherwise; but the brass heads!’’ 
and he made a significant gesture, adding, as he drew out his watch, 
“you have now about three minutes to live. Is there anything——? 
By-the-by I had better replace your heart just as it is, it may prove 
useful to the coroner.” And he did so. 

“ Listen!” said Dr. Diastole, “I have long been troubled at the 
curse of poverty and hunger that clings to certain classes in our great 
metropolis, and I imagined if I could invent a cheap food I should 
solve the problem of their regeneration. Seeing the absurd price at 
which old iron may be purchased, I conceived the idea of adopting it 
as a substitute for the ordinary bread and meat sustenance of every- 
day life. That I should have succeeded in demonstrating the truth 
of my theory admits of no reasonable doubt ; but through an unfor- 
tunate oversight, or possibly from false principles of economy, and 
merely because I had them in the house, I have for the last three 
weeks dieted myself upon those infernal brass-headed nails, other- 
wise—otherwise !" and he fell back in his chair, the three minutes 
and himself expiring simultaneously. 

Sir Septimus gazed thoughtfully at his watch. ‘ Another martyr 
to science!” was his inward comment as he rang for the youth in 


buttons. _— 
THE END. 








A Batch of Boons. 
[What with Sir Edward Guinness’ gift of £250,000 for building better houses for 
the strugeling poor, Sir Sydney Waterlow’s gift of a large park, and G. F. Watts’ 
presentation o! his pictures to the nation, this has been a week of windfalls, ] 


GUINNESS, Waterlow and Watts 

Deserve our gratitude in lots; 

For Guinness gives a mighty sum 

To house “ poor dwellers in each slum” ; 
And Waterlow presents a park, 

And so attains high-water mark ; 

While Watts his pictures doth bestow 
Unto the nation for a show. 

Great portraits G. Ff. W. limns— 

Yea, fine are Watts’ “ hers” and “hims”; 
"T would bless the world if (‘mid life’s camp) 
All rank were of the Guinness stamp ! 





ONE WHO SEEKS INFORMATION.—No. The Buddhists have 
nothing to do with the cultivation of Roses. 
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FROM OLYMPUS TO OLYMPIA. 


Gus Gushington.—“ Exquisite! How delightful it is to listen to— 
er—people who play with—er—their very souls!” 

Miss Prettypert.—“ Never heard anybody play with their soles ; 
but I've seen that man at Barnum’s paint with his toes.” 
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GIFT OF GUINNESS. 

80 £250,000 has been given to the poor, has it? Well, all I know 
is that were I a millionaire they'd get precious little out of me. I 
hate the poor, and I always did. That's straight enough, anyhow, 
isn't it? Supposing they haven't got houses to live in. Whose busi- 
nest is that but their own? I've seen plenty of poor tenements in 
my time. They always smelt of common pickles, tinned meat, and 
damp towels. Of course I hate the poor,—don’t you? If you don’t 
you haven't got a grain of sense, that’s all I've got to say. 

And it’s all got out of beer, is it? 1 don't see any harm in that, 
anyway. People have got more sense than they used to have years 
ago, and drink beer, I remember the time when a man wouldn't 
have dared to drink beer at a mess table. Now it’s all quite altered, 
and a good job too. Fellows drink beer now when they feel inclined, 
and would any beggar with a grain of sense prefer drinking Amster- 
dam claret, which idiots swallow as Beaune burgundy.—Logwood, 
sir, logwood! I've seen ‘em in my time cooking up the beastly stuff 
at the back of the Kulverstraat—making it up for th » English market. 

And if you are particularly anxious to do that sort of thing, why, 
you can make yourself a great deal worse or better than anything 
else. You go and try drinking a lot of audit ale. Why, it’s worse 
than drinking neat brandy. It flies into your head lik@an accountant 
on a winding up. Yes, beer’s quite strong enough for anybody. 

And the r again. I own it I don’t like the poor. I am poor 
myself, yet I don’t go fussing about myself. Supposing they don’t 
get a dinner every now and again—all the better for their livers, I 
say. A parcel of rot and nonsense! I admire Guinness, but I don't 
like all this stuff and nonsense about the poor, so I tell you. Bah! 
DIOGENES TUBBS. 
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HE Metropolitan Fire Brigade is a marvellous organization. Its 
h state of efficiency is little short of supernatural, considering it 
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The Dodger not yet Out-Dodged. 


(“A new style of glove for ladies, with a small purse adroitly fixed in the palm 
of the hand, is being exhibited by hosiers, with the descriptive headline, ‘ Pickpockets 
baffled by the Patent Parisian Pocket Glove.’”—Press.] 

THE pickpocket tore his uliginous hair, 
And the pickpocket battered his breast, 

And there fell a hot tear of distress and despair 
On the pickpocket’s seedy old vest. 

And “ This ’ere,” he remarked, “is the bloomin’est fix ! 
Why, I'll soon to the work’us be druv, 

If I don’t find some means o’ perventin’ the tricks 
Of this Patent Parisian Glove,— 
Of this darned Anti-Pickpocket Glove!” 


The pickpocket pondered the cons and the pros, 
Till he joyously went to his “ boss,” 

“Mr. Fagin, yule hev’ to pervide me noo clo’es, 
Or the business is busted, old hoss ! 

These ’ere duds was all right for to stand in acrush, 
And my hands into pockets to shove ; 

But they ain’t any good for to practise a rush 
On the Patent Parisian Glove,— 
On the darned Anti-Pickpocket Glove!” 


There’s a masher abroad who is handsome and young, 
And in garments superlative dressed ; 

There’s a masher abroad with an eloquent tongue, 
And a heart beating warm in his breast. 

There’s a masher abroad with a witching black eye, 
And he spares not its passionate darts ; 

There’s a masher abroad, whose mellifiuous sigh 
Plays the deuce with susceptible hearts. 

There’s a masher abroad, whose ingenious art 
Wins him many a fair damosel’s love, 

Ere she learns that his aim was to gain—not her heart, 

jut her Patent Parisian Glove,— 

Her supposed Anti-Pickpocket Glove ! 








The Bakers’ Strike. 


THE men only came out in “ batches,” as bakers should do, most 
of the masters having concessed. The baker, having got “ fair 
doughs,” his path should be a floury one, for he will have more time 
now to spend with those he loaves and fewer hours in the heated 
atmosphere of the bakehouse, which is oven injurious. So far, so 
good. There is no longer any fear of a rising in the yeast, discontent 
is bread no more, and through the whole trade the worship of 
Bakehouse will become universal. 









































Brown is keen on novelties. He is now trying the combined effect 


of all the stove in hie new hath , 
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A NON-PATENTED INVENTION. 
First Huntsman.—‘ WHY DO THEY CALL THEM BLOOMIN’ HEDGEHOG WIRE FENCES SHIVER DE FREEZFS?” 
Second Huntsman.—‘ WHY, BECAUSE THEY MAKES YER BLOOD RUN COLD ONLY TER RIDE BY *EM, YER MIGHT GO AT ONCE TO A 


PUBLIC HOUSE AN’ LET YERSELF OUT FOR A REFRIGERATOR!” 








Tips for Trespasser-Trappers. 


{Again there is a legal battle on between certain riparian autocrats and the 
public who desire to fish in, or boat on the River Mole.] 


ONCE more there is a fight about the public’s right 
To fish or boat along the River Mole; 
For riparian gluttons seize on most banks there, if you please, 
And even o’er the stream profess control ! 
These cormorants with cash at humbler people dash, 
And put up stakes and chains the Mole to block, 
And if you dare to boat, or to ply the bobbing float, 
You may haply soon be standing in the dock. 
Now, all this heing thus, and to enforce these glorious views, 
FUN suggests the following notice boards, from which sweet swells 
can choose :— 


‘Trespassers beware! No pedestrian must dare 
lo gaze upon the stream that runs hard by.” 


‘Imprisonment condign, with a very heavy fine, 
To all who on these daisies cast an eye!” 


‘“‘ Any passer-by who looks on these trees or grassy nooks, 
Or these flowers, or these meadows, or this hay, 

Will confiscate his goods to the owner of these woods, 
And for his natural life be put away.” 


These notices are useful, but, some stronger links to forge, 
FUN suggests a few more specimens to glad each glutton’s gorge :— 


‘“'Trespassers beware! A/l the neighbouring sky and air 
By the undersigned is stringently preserved, 

He who views or breathes the same will be sorry that he came, 
By stern punishment he soon will be unnerved ! 

Firstly, Tortured on the Rack, till his limbs are blue and black, 
Then Broken on the Wheel his sense to wake, 

Then scarified and scored, and guillotined and gored, 
And lastly he’ll be Roasted at the Stake!” 

Moreover, here’s a “ notice” for these autocrats sublime— 

‘ Ripnariar Rob! —_ ace O = o lay while the 








New Leaves. 


CHRISTMAS Numbers become more numerous and more noticeable 
year by year. The high literary merit displayed in The Ladies’ Pic- 
torial is accompanied by an ample show of artistic ability, mainly 
from the pencils of Messrs. J. Bernard Partridge and L. Raven Hill, 
though they have not all: the: merit to themselves. The coloured 
print, “ A Daughter of the Sun,” will meet with all the admiration it 
deserves, and “ See-Saw ” will especially please many a “Tom” boy, 
and many a “ Margery-Daw.”—In the Christmas Number of 7'he 
Penny Illustrated Paper, “ Little Sunbeam’s Secret Marriage,” by the 
Editor, Mr. John Latey, junr., forms a prominent feature. It is ably 
supported by stories from some sixteen other authors of established 
repute, such as George R. Sims, Archibald Forbes, H. Chance Newton, 
George Manville Fenn, Smiff, etc., whilst the pages are ablaze with 
“artistic merit” from the skilled hands of some dozen well known 
men, amongst the best being those of Mr. Maurice Greiffenhagen, 
Fred. Barnard, Harry Furniss and Hal Ludlow. The coloured 
picture is Mr. Burton Barber’s “ How like Grandma.”—Mr, Francis 
Heath's pictorial magazine, Jllustrations, will this year have its 
first Double Christmas Number. 

A new paper, Waverley—literary, dramatic and fictional—is just 
issued by Messrs. R. Arthur and Sons, of Edinburgh, under the editor- 
ship of the well known and able author, and editor of The Chiel, Mr. 
Harry Blyth, who will contribute “The New Mysteries of London ; 
or, The Old Bailey,” and promises to clear up many mysteries. 

“ Our College Theatricals,” by Lily Croft (Biggs and Debenham). 
This is a small and unpretentious book, which may serve its avowed 
purpose of helping juveniles by an innocent amusement,—* The Palette 
Painting Book” (Frederick Warne and Co.). This is the very thing 
for both girls and boys whose proudest possession is a colour box. 
Here are many coloured pictures, plain pictures for colouring, and 
plenty of them, with instructions what colours to use, and how to lay 
them on. Nothing could be nicer, so hurry on, young painters, and 
colour up. , 

The uniform excellence attained by firms devoting themselves 
to provide Christmas Card novelties is evidenced by those of Messrs. 
Sock] and Nathan. which are fully equal tw any by other pro- 
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THE CABINET’S WINK. " 


A (DouBTLEss QuITE UNFOUNDED) COMMUNICATION BY POLICEMAN Z 1,000,000. 
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“Well, as to the recent strikes, it jest proves how mistaken even a constable may be. I was on dooty, when I fancied things s emed to 1,ok like intimidation ; so I 
was about to interfere, in the interests of order, 
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“ When, happening to look round, I noticed the eye of the Gover'ment a-winkin’ at me violently, and I seemed to hive a feeling like something nudgin’ of me; so I 
look again, and then I sees ['d bin mistaken about inti. aidation—it was only reasonable persuasion, and quite orderly.” 
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“ lo ’ s 8 , , : " 

3 W ell, at the next election I was standia at the dvor of the polling place, w'en a feller I fancied I'd seen before comes up ito iwote. ‘J’m goin’ to vote for that 
ere mehr d ment as didn't see auy needcesity to take any ‘stordinary measures to preserve order in that strike.’ Then I cau 
was winking!" 





ght the eye of the Cabinet again; my! it 
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CHUCKED!—AN OFFER. | 

BARNUM TO THE RESCUE. | 

Phineis t») Dom Peiro.—*RECKON YOU'D BEST PUT YOUR DOLLARS IN OUR SHOW, AS THE SPOTTED MONARCH, WITH 
KINDER RED PAINT FIXIN’S, IT’LL PAY YOU BETTER THAN YOUR DARNED:OLD THRONE, YOU BET!” 

[See Cartoon Verses, 7, 238 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 





THE BEAUTY OF THE SYSTEM. 


INQUIRER, I understand that you English have not only realized 
the necessity for, but recognized a means of, stamping out that 
terrible disease, hydro- 
phobia ? 

PROUD INFORMANT. 
You are rightly in- 
formed. We have. 

Ing. You are, indeed, 
correctly described as a 
practical people. 

P. Inv. Your descrip- 
tion of us is perfect, 
but for one little omis- 
sion—you have left out 
a word—the word 
“joking.” You should 
have described us as 
a “Practical - joking 
People.” It’s the jocosity 
of this hydrophobia 
affair that is the 
Ingo of it. That’s 
the beauty of the 
system, 

Ing. I am told that 
—taking the matter of the muzzling of dogs—you muddled the 
thing a little to begin with. 

P. Inv. “A little,” sir! I beg your pardon—a lot! Why, we 
issued one police regulation after another, and people wouldn't obey 
em, sir; and we threatened the people, sir ; and we tried to punish 
the people, sir; and then we found we couldn't, sir, as the police 
regulations were not law, sir—not authorized by law—nor capable of 
being carried out by anybody, nobody having the slightest authority 
to enforce ‘em. In fact, it was the compulsory-voluntary-nugatory 
system—that was the beauty of that system. Why, sir, you could 
walk down a street and take note of how many dogs wore muzzles, and 
the proportion of dogs so adorned would vary from ten per cent. to one 
per cent, That was the beauty of the system, sir; there wasn’t any 
system, 

Inq. But now ? 

P. InvF. Ah,now things are different indeed, sir! Now we've passed 
an Order in Council, and 

Inq. Ah, I see; the result is very different. 

P. Inv, Eh? 

InQ. I say the outcome is wholly dissimilar. Now,I take it, no 
dog owner ventures to allow his selfish or insane proclivities to mili- 
tate against the safety of the public. Now, as I understand, no 
dog, to whomsoever he may belong, can be seen. 

P. Inv, When you have done telling these lies, sir, perhaps you 
will be good enough to make use of your senses—— 

Ing. O—o—oh ! 

P. INF. What ails you? If I can be of any assistance—— 

InQ. There—I say! I feel a pain in the calf of my leg. 

P. INF. I imagined that such must be the case. If you will do 
me the favour to glance in the direction of the part affected—— 

Ing. Eh? Bless me up 
and down. Why, there 
is a small dog hanging 
by his fangs to the spot 
alluded to! Where is his 
muzzle ? 

P, Inv. Oh! this is 
one of those dogs which 
do not wear muzzles. 

Ing. Indeed! Are 
certain animals, then, 
exempted from obedience 
to the provisions of the 
Order in Council? 

P. Inv. Well, not 
precisely certain animals. 
It would be more correct 
to say uncertain animals. 
It's the uncertainty which 
constituted the Beauty of 
the System. You see, this 
little dog, which may to-day with impunity take a slice out of 
everybody in the district, might to-morrow be the means of causing 
his owner to be fined. I eay he might be the means, but very 
improbably. The improbability is the Beauty of the Syste m. . 

















Inq. There is, then, even under the Order in Council, a certain 
amount—— ? 

P. Inv. No; an wacertain amount—— 

Ing. An uncertain amount of partiality ? 

P, Inv. There is. That’s where the joke comes in. To-day, we 
will say, the authorities arise, feeling a decided sentiment of severity 
toward Jones, the owner of a poodle, but with a marked inclination 
to leniency toward Brown, who owns a pug and lives next door to 
Jones. Thus Jones is fined a few pence for allowing his poodle to go 
about without a muzzle, while Brown (whose pug, also muzzleless, is 
walking arm-in-arm with Jones’s poodle) gets off unscathed. But 
to-morrow, should Jones persevere in refusing to muzzle his dog, his 
action will be winked at by the authorities; and from that time 
forth he will probably be considered as not coming within the 
operation of the Order, and let alone. That’s one Beauty of the 
System. Another is the consideration shown for the personal wishes 
of dog owners. A person who desires to muzzle his dog is compelled 
to do so; but another, who objects to muzzling his dog, is permitted 
to follow the bent of his inclinations. 

InQ. Then, whereas, originally, the regulations were nugatory, 
because they could not be enforced, they are now nugatory because 
—ah 

P. INF. Exactly. Because—because—ah 

INQ. Because they can be enforced ? 

P, Inv. Yes; that’s it. That’s the Beauty of our System. 














The Victoria Gallery. 


UNDER the skilful navigation of Sir Edward Lee and the Council 
the new Victoria Galle(r)y, built in Regent Street, will make its 
inaugural venture on the sea of public approval, December 16th. 
It sails with the cheery cargo of an exhibition of humorous and 
grotesque art. It is confidently expected by its promoters and 
earnestly to be hoped that this and all subsequent ventures will 
prove “ victoriously ” successful for whoever sails under its “ Lee.” 





A MAN is not necessarily a loafer because he sells bread. 

















A WARM ANSWER. 
Toby Philpot.—* Nice-sort 0’ sh-shepherd thee be ;\'ger along arter 
(hic) thy flock.” wien” 
Ju venile Shepherd.—* Aall reet, measter,ioi werei'on’y stoppin’ a 
minute, in front o’\thy noase, to have a waarm.” 
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A MIDNI3HT FROLIC. 





(1) ‘‘AHA! my fine feller,” remarked Bob Moleskins, the keeper, the 
other night, as he observed a suspicious looking figure, armed with a 
lintern and a net, making towards the preserves. ‘‘That’s where the 
young rabbits goes to, is it?” | (2) ‘I’ve got me heye on yer,” he con- 
tinued. ‘‘You’re a hartful ole fox, I make no doubt, but yer don’t 
‘oodwink me not so easy as wot yer might think!’ (3) At that moment 
Professor Creepy Crawley, the eminent naturalist, for it was he, sighted a 
lovely specimen of the wire-legged maddening tickler (or common devil- 
fly), together with a cross-winged squirmer of great beauty, and instantly 
gave chase. (4) Bob meant business, however, and stuck to him like his 


shadow, across a pretty stiff line of country, too: but the Professor rompe | 


» the un , tar +f fat et ’ 
nis wea j Vi Ot @ lavai SWOo} 


tickler and squirmer, however, eluded the net with a vigilance and activity 
worthy of a better cause, and went to roost overhead. (6) However, the 
man of science was bent on securing his prize, and, hastily removing his 
case of specimens, prepared to follow. (7) “* Wot's this ’ere?” remarked 
the faithful Bob; ‘‘some artful snare or other? It’s my dooty to confisti- 
cate this ’ere.” (8) But at this moment a branch broke above, and 
matters became somewhat complicated. (9) And when those entomo- 
logical specimens had finished with Bob Moleskins, his own mother 
wouldn't have known him. Professor Crawley afterwards declared that 
if anyone had told him how soothing to the feelings he would find 
1 seat in a ditch full of water at midnight, he wouldn't have believed 
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MILDMAY. 


SNORKER. 


SNOR., 


SNOR. 


SNOR, 


SNOR 


SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 42. 


Here you have the lazy little monkey (when nobody is expected), 
lolloping about her boodwar, in slovenly and unkempt guise. 


COMEDIES OF EVERYDAY LIFE —No. XII. 


THE CLUB CAD. 


(SNORK ER, one of the politest men in the club. ar well aa heing one of 
the strongest, chats with MILDMAY, a fellow member of the Libertas, 
as they smoke their after dinner “ weeds.” ) 


soomer, we all know, dves say nasty things, 
And often into pleasant gossip brings 
A sort of East wind feeling one resents,— 
An irritation which—— 

Nobody vents. 
So Mr. Boomer airs his rudeness here, 
And flourishes, unkicked, from year to year. 


MILD. Fact is, he has a cursed bitter tongue, 


And, near to it, a nose as yet unwrang. 

I fancy that’s a vulnerable part 

That one might get at sooner than his heart, 
Of which it is not certain he hasany, 

At least, the evidences are not many. 


MILD. J] don’t think Boomer’s heartless. What I find 


Is that he’s got a waspish sort of mind, 

That urges him, and makes him seem to like 

With his keen sting both friends and foes to strike. 

His friends, forsooth! Who's he, that they should 
take 

As many punctures as he’s pleased to make, 

And fill with vinegar or juice of qui: 

And sting them all the more, the more they wince ? 


MiuLp. It is the truth that Boomer, when he vets 


His knife into a man 
A man who frets 
And writhes beneath this cynic’s wanton strokes 
Is the best butt for Mr. Boomer’s jokes: 
For it's his way of joking to vive stabs. 
Just as obscenity’s the wit of drabs. 
sut there is more, I take it, than you dream 
In Boomer’s conduct—something like a scheme : 
He wishes a position here to hold, 
To be a character remark'd, I'm told ; 
And he has found, what's sought for ev'ry day, 
And provd to be, the very cheapest way 
To awe the timid and awaken fear, 
By the dread domination of a sneer. 
He sneers at most things, you've observed, no doubt, 
For sneers have powers he could not do without. 
However vain, pretentious, or absurd, 
They paralyze the feeble with a word, 
And seem to lift the sneerer cubits high 
On wings of bright superiority. 
Quench Boomer's strength of sneering at his betters, 
You leave him helpless as a bear in fetters. 


MILD. By jove! you're right,—and I'd stand drinks to see 


His bearship quell'd. 
Don't let him close with me! 





4nd here she is (wuen our eligible young gent is calling) in neat and 
simple garments, nice and tidy. and sewing garments for the poor. 





For my short way with cads is just to kick ’em, 
Tren if they don’t apologize, I lick ’em. 

Tell Boomer that—but do not go in fear 

That I shall give him that corrective here, 

My wish is to give comfort to the club, 


By giving its discomforter that snub. 


Tell Me, Babbling Echo, why 

Ir “twelve good men and true” agree to try an indecent case, is it 
decent of them to disagree about their verdict ? 

If a lighterman is to be paid for strolling to his work, eating his 
dinner, and smoking his pipe after it, why should not a darker man ?” 
Fair's fair—at least, it used to be. 

Ought not captious strikes to be sternly reprehended? Strike—but 
here ! as (a long while ago) the schoolboy said who had providently 
lined a salient portion of his corduroys with his mother’s tea-tray. 

Thousands of corks daily navigate the tidal way of the Thames, has 
anybody ever discovered of what any cork’s crew consisted ? 

Was the “ spiral ascensioniste’ who, the other night, nearly broke 
her neck, of Irish distillation, that she thought the way to go up was 
to come down ? 

Why does winter follow autumn, if not, like a mercenary suitor, 


for her savings ? 








JUST OUT. Price One Shilling. Post Free 1/2. 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1890. 


FULL OF HUMOROUS STORIES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 








The Ladies’ Pictorial says :—“* Hood's Comic’ this season mingles powder in our 
jam, and the chances are ten to one that if our lips are laughing our eyes are wet. 

The Sporting Life says :—*“All the world and his wife should purchase a copy, for a 
perusal of its contents is bound to tickle their risible faculties, and banish dull care 
from their hearts and homes.” 

The Pall Mall says:—* Exceptionally well supplied with stories by dramatic 
authors.” 

The Entr’acte says :—“ More than ever, and better.” 

The Literary Worid says :—“ The illustrations are not only humorous, but excellent 
as specimens of art” 

The Sportsman says :—* I have before me about the best shilling’s worth of humour, 
with a dash of the serious in it by way of contrast, it has been my good fortune to 
come across for many a day.” 

The Penny Illustrated says :—“‘ Hood’ is an exceedingly delectable literary and 
artistic olla podrida.” 

The Era says :—“ Altogether the number is fully up to the high standard to which 
the Editors of Hood's Annual has accustomed us.” 

Brighton Times says :—* Dirt cheap for One Shilling.” 

The Stage says :—“ The twenty-second issue is one of the best in the long series. 

The News of the World says :—* Is as buoyant and as youthful as ever.” 


FUN 


NOW READY. PRICE TWOPENCE. 


ALMANAC For 1890 


of Humorous Pictures and Reading 
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Because. 


Way did not I an heiress win? 
Oh! do not ask it. 

I did not seek my fortune in 
The proper casket. 

Sweet Portia’s swain made fate- 

ful pause 

Not a too long one; 

I did not, so I failed—because 
I chose the wrong one. 


When Jones came home the | 


other night— 
Well, rather jolly ; 
Could he explain his sorry 
plight, 
Or hide his folly ? 


Alas! there was no saving | 


clause 
For gait unsteady, 


He'd no excuse to make—J/e- | 


Cause 
He’d not one ready. 


When Smith played Hamlet, 


did he gain 
Our approbation ? 
Ah, no! we treated such a Dane 
To sibilation ; 
Our laughter was his sole ap- 
plause, 
And well he earnt it ; 
He did not know the part—r- 
CAUSE 
He had not learnt it. 
‘Twixt you and me, I never eat 
Our home-made patties, 
Although my wife says she can 
beat 
The chef at Gatti’s ; 


The crust is toughish work for | 


jaws, 
But still I let her 
Prepare it like a brick—decans: 
She knows no better. 


Kind reader, I could write for | 


days 
On such a topic, 
Were editors to lengthy lays 
More philanthropic ; 
My /eet the baskets’ swollen 
maws— 
With poems full—dog, 
And Mister Fun I dread—be- 
cause 
He keeps a bulldog. 
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Ps and Qs. 


SHOULD the Queue system 
come into general use, th 
theatrical managers will hav: 
some of the burden taken from 








their shoulders, for in future | 






NOW AS THEN. 


—- - oe a on 
Te is, aa 
































fi 
“ “/ 
she; 


—_ x 
RSE ee ne 








tif hs 
2 











WALL) Vit 
Vy 


ith 








t] 
Qian? ( 














































, lj 
ae Y 
442 g 
=Cif pe FR 2 
: iy) y 




















ae? 
' 


TIN 


\ 
v 








NY Wing ii SF i 





















































they need only mind their “ Ps’ ) 
and not bother about thei 
“(Qs,” for if the “ Ps” is suc- | 
cessful, the “ Qs” will look after 
themselves, and the manager Mele 7 : . | 
will reap the reward in a pe- This desig n, for a ylaxs window, was fou nd recently iA digging the Jo ndat ions q a bath, on bert 4 the } 
qniary sense, Ancient Monastery of the (frey fk riars in AN ewgate Street,—attributed to I Tra Tommio aoouw v2 . . : | 
| i 
Master.—“ How was this vase smashed, Mary?” | 
<NIOKN AOKS. ; ; sie Mary.—*“ If you please, sir, it tumbled down and broke of itself.” Te : 
Mrs. Cleverly.—“ How do you spell fatigue, Dick—F’-a-t-e-e-g-u-e | Master.—*‘Humph! The automatic brake again!” a 
Mr. Cleverly.—* No, my dear, you would never have fatigue with ’ 
0 _ : \ , ' 
such a lot of ease. Mr. H. C. RICHARDS, in speaking at we poe Mme Lewer; 
; sto: ti is i t a bad comparison, . 
oi : ‘ ' ‘tion ¢ » press, that Lord compared Home Rule to a concertina. This is nota : a 
IT has been circulated, among a portion of the p for it might produce harmony in Ireland, which is more than the a 


Salisbury suffers from chronic fatigue. Whether or no this has a 
put about as an excuse for the want of energy on the part of . | 

, a ip ti » disease seems to us to be | ' a ; vo 

nal Premier, hi — ee Ps os Mrs, BLUNDEBRBY is of opinion that judges hearing cases in camera 
epidemic among his party, and to be 


tional laziness. 
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Conservatives can do. 


ly another name for constitu- 
“ makes them a lot more obscura, 
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THE (MORE OR LESS) RATIONAL SIDE OF POLITICS. 


An advertisement for a General Servant was recently published in a country paper, wherein ut was stated that “No Radical Need apply.” Hooray! 
political, Here are a few more samples of Rational Politicians, 


Let us be nothing if we are not 
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oY ’ 4 , ee lt ‘noua _guvesh Pree G00” 
a silinch Conse rvahve, do oy Punk ? Glad sfonité and he’s made every wage ve got! measure Thal she musht be a lebera/ / 
ae Seg 4 ‘ . Biweee fF a, | 
Chucked.—An Offer. Which seem’d to tumble him downhill, | As “ Here’s a chucked-out Monarch.” or 
(SEE CARTOON.) a that, ee being a he will “The Speckled, Tattooed Emperor,” 
Just now prefer to travel, O! | .? aw ‘ aa “oa P 
ALTHOUGH I do not understand = — bgt ante ally 4 
Why Revolution’s drastic hand A sovereign out of work is quite | oe © gwd 
Has seized a far-off southern land, A curious, uncommon sight, | ” : 
And cannot e’en unravel, O, So surely Mr. Barnum might Another Syndicate. 
The cause that set it moving, still To snap it up endeavour, O! | WE hear rumours now ofasteel ring. Should 
] think Dom Pedro of Brazil And, if I may be counsellor there be a quarrel amongst them—will it be 
(Whose throne he recently did fill) To that world famed Show-governor, | safe to allude to it as the steel split ring ? 
Must certainly feel sick and ill Dom Pedro's claims he won't abhor, 
Since the uncomfortable spill But, using some such metaphor | ScHooL BoARDS.—Black Boards. 
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“AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS _ 


C. BRANDAUER , 
CiRcuAR PENS CADBUR iN s 








The Specific for NEURALGIA. 


tthe a maintains its reputation in the treatment 
euralgia."—Lancet 
* Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has proved | Write as smoothly aca ‘ead pencil, newnae eorut h nor spurt, 











the ; oints bewy run ie: by a New Price A tention bs 
effective in all those cases in which we have pre also drawn to their New “ Graduated Serie- of Pens,” which offers 


acribed it.’ '—Medical Press. the novel advantage of each jattern ber g mace in 4 degrees of BSO UTE Y ‘PURE. 
flexibilit Assorted Sample box, of either senes, for 7 stamps, 
Ss. Od., 4s. Gd., & lis. Of all Chemists. | (oiic BRANDAUER Gos Pa Wren. Pin encian A L. L 
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Amusing Eee Albert Vielor 


(1) Meat times are out of joint in Ger- 
man places, 
So fiery, untamed horseflesh each 
man chases, 
(2) Rumour, in a sheet that’s in its 
sneer-age, 
Declares the G. O, M, will take a 


reeragce 
PCCrIare. 





(3) The Pelicans from their haunt in 
dread meander 
Through Mr. Monro’s sudden (Peli-) 
candour, 
(4) Jerry-built Board Schools spread 
most dire diseases, 
Thus Fraud vast sums from rate- 
payers’ pockets squeezes 
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(5) The snowstorms have been hailed 
with much commotion— 
Street urchins find much pleasure 
in this (s)now-tion. 


(6) The Dervishes again uprear their 
banner, 
And act in a (Der)vish-iating man- 





(7) Prince “Eddie” in India finds 
India-cations 
sundry EAddie-fying hunting 
stations, 


(8) These statue-spoiling Vandals when 
detected 
To police-Van-dalism were sub- 
ecte | 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE ROYALTY.—Mr. Raleigh must by 
this time be convinced, from the 
nature of the criticisms passed upon 
The New Corsican Brothers, that his 
friends on the press are legion. They 
have told him some unpleasant things 
with a sturdy straightforwardness 
which is the unmistakable guinea 
stamp of true and inalienable friend- 
ship. Being anxious to identify my- 
self as one having claims of a like 
character (only more so), I am bound 
to endorse the bulk of the opinions 
expressed. At the risk, however, of 
jeopardising my position, I deprecate 
the statement that The New Corsican 
Brothers is as pointless as Ruy Blas, 
and I traverse (on strength of some 
considerable practical experience) the 
contention that the lyrics are “un- 
inspiring.” uy Blas is a splendidly 
acted and sufficiently amusing plot- 
less music hall entertainment with 
which (except that, as long as music 
halls are debarred from playing 

“sketches,” it should not be permitted in a theatre) I have no 

quarrel, whereas the NN. C. B. errs, rather than otherwise, in the 

direction of excess of plot—it has, at anyrate, in the treatment 
of the twins, what I hold to be, in spite of everything, an ex- 
tremely genuine comic idea, In fact, I’ve come to the conclusion 

(after thinking it over for a week !) that I was not deceived as to the 

real humour of the “scenario’’ (I find this very soothing !), that, 

in his desire to make his dialogue humorous too, the author didn’t 
leave himself sufficient elbow room to make his story clear to his 
audience, and that too many connecting links were explained in 
songs—the words of which are seldom heard, You'll excuse me 
theorising thus, but what is a dramatic critic if he doesn’t theorise ? 


) 





THE ROYALTY.—A PARTNER 
IN THE FIRM. 


AS to the lyrics, well—here’s a bit (mind, I don’t say they are 
specially brilliant, only not “ uninspiring”) :— 
fabien.— Why, when I draw my father’s sword, do I try to measure 
tape ? 
Why, when I long for a soldier's grave, do I think of 
mourning crape ? 
Why, when I ought to use my knife, do the scissors come 
with ease ? 
Why, when the captains “ Forward!” shout, do I answer, 
quick, “ Sign, please ” ? 
I was going to quote a sentimental passage also, but I've just remem- 
bered that the copies of these lyrics were handed to the press “ for 
private = only,” and that perhaps I’ve been guilty of a breach 
of confidence ; at anyrate, I will not be guilty of a pair of breaches 
(any more than those shapely inhabitants of Corsica are !) but content 
myself (and you also, I trust) with 
the assurance that sentiment takes 
admirable rank. 


THE piece has been much altered 
since the production. Says the 
author (who, by-the-way, “ takes his 
licking” like a man), ‘The prize- 
fighters have gone, the dialogue has 
been cut,and the second scene of the 
second act is now played exactly as 
it was in Liverpool. Anybody visit- 
ing the Royalty after Saturday will 
see a very different entertainment 
to that witnessed on Wednesday,” 
and don’t you forget it. 


For the rest, I don’t think I have 
really anything to add to my last 
week's notes, except that perhaps 
Ididn't do altogether full justice to 
the exceptionally good singing of 
the chorus. Those very effective 
Tan Revaterus , .. chorusicans of the right little and 

comics eamaer on hboan (judging by their habiliments) 

LEAN, tight little island, are excelled 

at no theatre in London, and 
equalled at only one, as far as I know. 





rHE CoMEDY.—It is seldom that a revival exhibits such strong 





signs of having come at the right moment as that of The Pink Dominoes 
at this house. It was enthusiastically received, and there is probably 
a long run in store for it. Into the question of the piece’s morality 
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THE ROYALTY.—THE DANCER AND THE DESPERADO; OR, THE CORSICAN 
AND THE BALLET CORPS-SICAN ! 


I don’t venture to enter ; it is such acomplicated matter and depends 
so much upon the point of view, that a large number of people were 
unable, on its original production, to speak decisively on the subject 
after a second, third, or even fourth visit, and kept repeatedly visiting 
the theatre, doubtless with the object of coming to a satisfactory 
conclusion. I expect many a person will be on the same lay this time, 
and achieve the same amount of success. 


It is acted something more than well, and just in the right spirit. 
Miss Goldney, perhaps, in her fine sense of vraisemblance, takes things 
a bit too seriously. One mustn’t take farcical comedy seriously, its 
often crude cruelties would become unbearable. Give the authors their 
postulate and let them make us laugh, if they can. Mr. Maltby’s 
performance is 4s discreet as it is humorous, Miss Stanley is so 
handsome, so tall and so extremely demure as Rebecca that that young 
lady falls under suspicion at sight. Miss Rose Saker, who knows 
her way about thisclass of piece pretty well, isdelightful ; and Miss Lydia 
Cowell, ina slight part, just takes the edge off our appetite and leaves us 
hungry for more. Messrs. Hawtrey, Standing and Aubrey Boucicault 
are all pretty much what you might expect if you have a high 
appreciation of their abilities. Pink Dominoes is preceded by a 
smart little front piece, called One Summer Night, which is specially 
remarkable for containing a theatricai manager sufficiently bold to 
certify that his leading lady is married ! 


THE EMPIRE.—The eagle eye of Mr. Athol Mayhew has been on 
the “strong man” mania, and the result is a particularly diverting 
sketch called A Muscular Medley, which has just been produced here, 





THE ROYALTY.—YovU'vE SEEN THE DEAD HEART? THIS IS ANARTHUR ONE. 


with the Brothers Griffiths in it. The usual feats are burlesqued with 
a smart observant satire which is nevertheless always good-humoured, 
and no one can grudge the “ Brothers ” their claim to be “the strongest 
men in the Empire” after seeing this clever “ occasional.” NESTOR. 
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SOME TYPES OF POPULAR PERIODICALS.—No. 11. 
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The O'Slaughterem, over whose haughty features stole a\smile of contempt, 
playfully prodded the shrinking Saxon with his pitchfork. 


THE O’SLAUGHTEREM OF BALLYMURTHER; 


OR, 
THE LANDGRABBER’S DOOM. 


CHAPTER I. 

WILD excitement, mingled with deep indignation, filled the breast 
of Ballymurther. The hated Saxon had dealt another blow at one 
of the few remaining liberties yet enjoyed by a downtrodden and 
oppressed race. 

Denny Muldoon of Killcooper Farm—Denny Muldoon, who for 
twenty-three years had treated with lofty scorn the shark-like appeals 
of his landlord for a little “rint ; if only the merest thrifle!” had in 
a fatal moment of manly weakness yielded to these repeated impor- 
tunities and paid an instalment on account—in lead, and directly under 
the fifth rib. This soft hearted kindliness had resulted in his evic- 
tion, which in itself wae bad enough, but, “ Worse remained behind.” 

A Mr. Smith—a vile, honest, cringing, straight-forward, paying-his- 
way sort ofacur—a contemptible Sassenach—a low-bred, ignorant clod, 
with not a thought, aim, or ambition beyond working for his livelihood 
and doing his duty towards his neighbour, had had the cold-blooded 
audacity to rent Killcooper Farm; and having (after a life of hard 
work and strict economy) amassed a little money, had that day entered 
into possession. Should this blot upon fair Erin’s fame be suffered 
to darken the snowy pages of her history’ Perish the thought! Bally- 
murther rose as one man, and denounced the soulless capitalist. 


CHAPTER II. : 

EMBODYING in his solitary personality the abstract of every virtue 
known and unknown, The O’Slaughterem was one of those sublime 
specimens of manhood who occasionally issue unsullied and unflawed 
from the workshop of Dame Nature. Six feet in his stockings, and 
built in proportion, he acknowledged but one guiding principle— 
“love of his counthry.” Buoyed up, loaded, primed with this prin- 
ciple, he had, boycotted his own wife, knocked corners off the manesy 
of his blood relations, and “ potted” no less than fourteen landlor< 8, 
in addition to several agents, process-servers, and suchlike small ~4 
There was no pride—no boastfulness in the man. He would—na}j » dic ; 
drink with a perfect stranger, always at the stranger's expense ; while 
| ‘tion. that the sight of a policeman's heimet 





ch was his retiring dispos 





put him to instant flight. When, therefore, he heard of the occupa- 
tion of Killcooper Farm, he grasped his ancestral pitchfork, and gave 
utterance to a single word, “ Hur-r-r-r-r-r-r-roo ! ” 


CHAPTER III. 

“WuaT have I done?” whimpered Mr. Smith, as, torn from his 
midnight slumbers, he struggled, unavailingly, in the powerful grasp 
of two masked, nocturnal visitors. 

The O’Slaughterem, over whose haughty features stole a smile of 
contempt, playfully prodded the shrinking Saxon with his pitchfork. 

“ Fwhat av yer done?” he echoed, mockingly, “whoy, yer land- 
grabbing, bloodthirsty, crawling, shneaking—hullo! Tare an ‘ouns ! 
fwhat’s this? A noightshurrt! Is it flaunting yer luxuries in the 
face of a stharving pisintry ye’re afther?” but here the prods grow- 
ing more violent, and reaching a vital part, Mr. Smith ceased to 
maintain his relative position in the discussion, and “Curled up on 
the floor, The subsequent proceedings interested him no more.” 


CHAPTER IV. 

THE court was packed from floor to ceiling. 

‘“Gintlemin ov the joory,” said The O’Slaughterem, “ve have heard 
fwhat yon toime-serving bloodhound” (pointing to the counsel for 
the crown) “has had to say. Do I deny the fact ov this man’s death ’ 
On the conthrary, I deploor it. But, gintlemin, I am a pathriot first, 
and a man afterwards. Could I behold this land-grabbing monsther 
flourishing his ill-gotten luxuries in the face ov an oppressed nation- 
ality and make no protest? Could I behold this Sassenach, gintle- 
min, in—my sowl bleeds when I recall it !—in—a noight-shurrt 
“ Ah, and fwhat was worse,” lowering his voice, “a clane one!” An 
awful stillness followed this terrible disclosure. Then the foreman of 
the jury rose, and, in a voice trembling with suppressed emotion, said— 

‘‘ It is useless to proceed further, we have decided upon our verdict.” 

“IT am not surprised,” replied the judge, and turning to The 
O’Slaughterem, he added, “you leave this court without a blemish 
on your patriotism, or a stain upon your name.” 

There was a wild shout of triumph borne on the whisky-laden 
breeze, and Erin’s noble son was again folded to her bosom. 

CHAPTER V. 

In the unconsecrated portion of Ballymurther churchyard, there 
stands a simple tombstone erected, with characteristic generosity, at 
the expense of The O’Slaughterem. It bears the plain inscription, 

JOHN SMITH. 
On it there is also drawn (though evidently by an unskilled hand) a 
rough outline of what purports to represent a night-shirt, while under- 
neath is written, in good bold capitals, the pathos of which cannot be 
easily misunderstood, “ ANOTHER INJOOSTICE TO OJRELAN D.” 








SIGNS OF THE TIMES. 3 
let Literati— Hullo! Fitz-Smithson—hurrying home with some 
toy books for the youngsters!” . 
2nd do.—* No, sir, not a bit of it; 
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(1) It Was in the year 1899 that our Bill's noo apprentice come. Stoopid sort o’ he showed him ‘ow to salute a bloted cappitelist, (4) And he tort him all the 
chap he was. “ Now,” ses Bill, “ you'll have plenty to learn in our trade ; the art o’ 


ap ne ve f proper sentements, a 'riting em hup on the wall with a bit o’ chork. (5) And, 
étrikin’ requires a long apprenticeship. You'd better begin by studyin’ these ‘ere.” 





- arter all ‘is pains, blest if that stoopid feller didn’t say one day, “But w’ere’s the Cp}, 
(2) Well, our Bill he took no end o’ trouble with the training o' that apprentice, for tools? What tools am I to git?” “Tools!” ses our Bill, eyeing of him witherin’. tit 
to make a thorough workman of him. He showed him, with ‘is own ‘and, ‘ow to “Tools? Wo'd'yer mean? ‘Ere’s a bludgen. and ‘arf a brick, and a packet o’ 

treat a feller as would go to work w’en the Secretary said he wasn't to. (3) And -wot other tools d' . 
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THE MURDERER AND MANY FRIENDS. a us drop the name of Cain now, for Heaven’s sake!” he whis- ' 
Téa. % 
(By no means a Fable.) ar Heaven's?” said the Spirit. 
earth was in a new and “ Well, well,” said the respectable one, “ let us pass over that. Any a 
unfinished state—irregular news?” 
and lumpy, no doubt—as man “ Good news,” said the Spirit ; “ the new Board School yon lately 
(quite newly “ moved in” on built—with mud for mortar, clay for bricks, earth for sand, whitening ( 
it) had stumbled at his first for lime—has collapsed.” 
step upon it. | The respectable one chuckled, and rubbed his hands. 
The elder son of the new | “ How many?” he asked. 
tenant was, at the opening “ About two hundred children crushed to death or horribly injured,” I 
of this little narrative, sitting replied the Spirit; “the high wall you built without foundations has 
in an uncomfortable attitude, fallen and done its work. Are you content now, Cain?” 
his head between his knees, “ Hush—hush ! I beg of you. Call me Mr. Contractor now. I 
his nails dug into his scalp, have forgotten the old name. Yes, I am contented now—no hunting 
with bloodshot eyes and , down now—no irksome precautions to be taken incessantly—no hiding 
white lips. and lurking, but all open and in the light of day ; honoured and re- E 
Silently a spirit stood over spected, and some day, perhaps, a baronetcy, if I make money enough. 
him, watching him; then it There will, of course, be no criminal proceedings?” ; 
made known its presence The Spirit laughed derisively. “No fear of that,” it said: “there 
with a touch of sympathy. is no hanging. no rack and thumbscrew, no fire, no stake and chains if 
“You are suffering too for such as you who do the thing wholesale. Those who did the Tay 
mnch,” it said, tridge murder were no criminals—we are civilized now. At the 
“ My punishment is greater most you will be asked to make good a part of the scamped work— 
than I can bear!” groaned that will be the extent of your punishment. Go on and prosper.” 
the young man. And as the Contractor once more gathered his rosy children around T 
“I am the Friend of the Murderer,” said the Spirit : “ I am the Spirit him, the Spirit, gazing upon him tenderly, departed. 
of Crowd. Let your soul shake off its burden of clay, and follow me p ; 
to where the consequences of murder are not so heavy. Come, Cain!” 
° _* . . * . An If-fusion. 
Many centuries had rolled on—the scene had changed to India. A IF you feel your flesh a-creep, if you cannot soundly sleep, 
wild dark figure stole in fear through the jungle, starting at every ‘ If your appetite’s not adequately keen, If 
sound and ayer pron from every form of tree and animal, If your throat will hold a lump, if your heart goes bumpity-bump. 
. a Spirit of | pi iat ypu the arm of the hunted Thug. If your liver isn’t lively and serene, 
Bis ain, it said, kindly,” you are not happy even now, when the If you've colic or catarrh—in fact, howe’er you are, ; 
world is full and murders are many. a | All you want is just a dose of Meuphrosine! ? 
“ ] am hunted like a tiger,” murmured Cain the Thug. “I have no ¢ : ' 
peace in my pastime of murder. A price is on my head, and I go | H 
everin fear! O! my friend, help me! I would murder in comfort, Little Innocent (reading newspaper).— Oh, my! How funny! A 
with honour, if that might be.” buck is a deer, isn’t it, Charlie?” Al 
“We must have more crowd,” murmured the Spirit, musingly : Charlie.—*“ Yes, dear. So you are a buck.” 
* Yes, more crowd, that the murderer may be hidden behind the mass L. I—* Don't be silly. But I didn’t know before that people got Ca 
of his fellow men. Let your soul come forth once more, Cain; and milk from deer: but here’s an article about the Bucks Dairy Farmers’ 
we will try again.” Association. 1 wonder if it’s nice? We must try it.” Is 
. on + * napnaiennentligtateetbapentesten a ae —— $$. $$$ | 
More centuries had passed ; and the scene had \] Is 
changed to London, Ina room in Whitechapel | ) 
sat a man, drinking himself into a proper state =| | 
of homicidal frenzy. By him stood the Spiritof =, W 
Crowd. | | 
“Cain,” it said, “ you are not yet contented.” as! 
“1 am better here,” replied Cain ;“ better,but = { a te 
not as I could wish. AsJackthe Ripper,I murder | | 
with impunity, it is trae—I follow the occupation 4 
I love’ (and here he fondly caressed a long, sharp, i 
surgical! knife), “and go unhanged and unsus- ma 
pected ; but I have to be too careful; I must |j mo 
take precautions and study my every movement, ; she 
must calculate and plan toa nicety. All this is see 
irksome, and takes much from the enjoyment of tio 
my pastime.” the 
“I have conferred with my son—see, he is | 
here; my son the Spirit of Mawkish Civiliza- 
tion,” said the Spirit of Crowd; “ he, too, loves Fy 
the murderer, and would befriend him. He 
shall speak.” 
“Come, Cain,” said the Spirit of Mawkish 
Civilization; “my father is old-fashioned in 
his ways, and sees not all the newer lights. Let 
your spirit pass once more.” 
* * . * 
A well dressed man sat in a luxurious rcom of 
his mansion, smoking hiscigar. On his features 
sat the fat placidity of respectability and ample 
means; at his knee stood plump and comely 
children to whom “ father” was a name to love 
and honour. A worthy and exemplary member se 
of the Church, this eal man of ietich in tana VERY MUCH BEHIND THE SCENES. 
whose name stood high on charity lists. Low Comedian (Dressing for the Farce, and never had a spice of professional jealousy in 
There glided in the Spirit of Mawkish Civil- hia life) —* Why should the part of Mephistopheles always be given to a thin man—that's 
ization, son of the Spirit of Crowd, and stood at what I want to know?” 
his side, “ Cain,” it said. Leading Gent (benignly ).—* Perhaps because it’s thought that a fat man might play the 
“Hush!” whispered the respectable man, devil with it too much?” dif. | 
nervously, Then f 





e bade the children run and Low Comedian, —“ Not alluding to me, I suppose ?” 
play. Leading Gent.—*" My dear fellow, you're not fat! 
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Good old Guardians! 


[The Mile End Guardians tave | 
resolved to deprive the inmates | 
of their workhouse of their beer | 
at Christmas. } 

THE poor Mile End pauper 

Is sunk in a torpor— 
(That’s not a good rhyme, 

but don’t sneer)— 

For he, thanks to bigots, 

Who shudder at spigots, 

Is docked of his Christmas 
beer. 


He may have tea and 
coffee, 
P’r’aps treacle and toffee ; 
But he’s swindled of what 
he holds dear ; 
The Board didn’t oughter 
Prescribe soda-water 
Instead of good British 
beer ! 


If the Board had its 
liquors 
Cut off in these bickers, 
The Board would no doubt 
feel severe : F 
a 





But the aged and 
needy, Lc 
They think, might grow 
greedy 

If pampered with Christmas , 
beer! = 








Notes and Queries. 
HAS a spitfire a tongue of 


flame ? ee 
, Pre 


Are cooked accounts usually 


= = —_ * 
dere Cot chpal 





swallowed ? 











Can one sing high with a 
soar throat ? 

Is a field officer necessarily 
@ con-stubble ? 

Is an eaten jacket the 
nearest approach to a 
swallow-tail coat? 

Who cleans the Steppes of 
Tartary ? 


779 


yearning now! 


THE WRECK OF ANOTHER IDEAL. 
Septimus Softleigh (feeling he must “ declare” ).—‘ Tell me—have you ever experienced that indetinite sense 
of a yearning void within your breast—a void that, if life is to be lived, must be filled?” 
Miss Spry Snakewaker.—* You bet ! 
S. S—I knew it. I was sure of it! 


Oh! let me ask—do you feel that yearning void and that void 


Miss 8. S—‘ Can’t say I do just now; but I felt it real hard a while back, and I persuaded the attendant to 
fix me up a chicken and ham sandwich, and I guess that down to date that void’s as square full as a Saratoga trunk.” 


— oe ——— 








“Judy's Almanac for 1890.” 


FUN is too broadminded to ignore a good thing when he sees it, no 
matter where it comes from. “ Honour where honour is due ” is FUN’s 
motto, and all honour therefore to Mrs. Jupy for the way in which 
she has produced her “ Almanac for 1890,” which is just now to be 
seen everywhere. It is impossible to go into detail, but special men- 
tion must be made of the charming drawings by M. Greiffenhagen, and 
the doubie-page cartoon by Hal Ludlow, “ The Wallflower.” 





ON SOME EXPEDITIONS. 


ANOTHER successful expedition. Well, it’s a wonder, anyhow, 
for what we've been treated to the last year or two, I should have 
thought all sane people had quite enough of expeditioning by this 
time. You wouldn’t catch me going to the North Pole, and you 
wouldn't catch me going to Africa, so I can tell you. Somebody or 
the other's always wanting to go somewhere where it’s infernally hot, 
or else somewhere where it’s infernally cold. If you want to enjoy 
cold, go and walk about the washhouse in your night-shirt ; you'll get 
quite enough of a satisfactory amount of it without taking the trouble 
to go to the North Pole. And if you want Africa you've only got to 
take a middle seat in a sixpenny gallery. 

Catch me going to Africa. They say there's a wonderful alteration 
about Africa—is there? They've cannibals in Africa. Well, what of 
that’ So they have at the Aquarium. Hang cannibals, I say! And 
the country isa wondrous dream is it? A beastly nightmare, I should 
think. I don't exactly see how any rational being can be particularly 
delighted at being shot into the Nile by a hippopotamus upsetting 
his boat. And are crocodiles particularly pleasant companions? 
And who can possibly be particularly in love with the fever’ 
And who wants to be walking about on a carpet of scorpions, I 
should like to know ? 

Of course it’s all very well reading Rider Haggard and all that sort 
of thing ; but people who go through Africa don’t, as a matter of course, 
get marrying golden haired queens, or finding pots of diamonds, or doin 
wonderful things that always, asa matter of course, turn out al 
right. Itisn’t pleasant having yourself cut about with big spears 
flattened like gravy spoons. And as we don't happen to be all born 
lion tamers, it isn’t pleasant to have your feet bitten off, whatever it 
may save in bootmakers’ bills. And when you get back from doing 
Africa, where’s your liver, I should like to know? Where's your 


health. eh? Leave Africa alone, 1 say! Bah! DioGenes TUBBS. 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 43. 
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Our domestic is really no end of a swell “of a Sunday,” or when 
she gets a day out. 
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Sut then, you see, she takes such care of her things, always hanging 
them up, and that, when she comes in, 








New Leaves. 


“THE Fortune of the Quittentuns,” by R. D. Chetwode (Biggs and 
Debenham). Here is a story of exciting adventure in search of 
treasure, which has the estimable advantage of being a well written, 
good, plain (if not highly coloured), straightforward narrative, without 
a particle of any extraneous matter. It will be a treasure book that 
boys-will delight in reading.—“ Dead,” by May Ostlere (Trischler and 
Co.), a grim title on a grim cover, and a deadly lively story witha 
sufficiency of startling sensation to satisfy the cravings of morbid 
appetites, with a savour of sweetness for flavouring.—‘ Holiday 
Sporting Stories,” by Finch Mason (Trischler and Co.), a set of 
spirited sketches filled in with a good deal of finish.—‘ The District 
Railway Guide to Olympia” combines, with other information, “ The 
Life and Work of Barnum,” which “ shows up” the Great American 
Showman in the best form and in glowing colours. 

Regularly as the seasons come round Messrs. Griffiths, Farran 
and Co. issue their collection of “ Blackwood’s” and “ Pettitt’s” Diaries, 
which are, in form and character, suitable for business, office and 
private purposes, or for putting in the pocket.— Messrs, John Walker 
and Co.'s “ Back Loop Diaries” are essentially suitable for the pocket 
of lady or gentleman, but ladies first. 

The Salon, for November, had an engraving from a sketch by the 
Emperor of Germany, but there are better things than it in the 
number, for instance, “ Home from Market” and “ The old, old Song,” 
which are exquisite. 
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“Portrait of a Lady.” 

V7] V6 aye, ~# WHAT do you find in 
(ve 16.) 5 ’ 

> oi or yk) 

Po ’ 






4 


, this face? 


i af Don’t you find beauty 
Ay ke * and grace ? 
4 \\ Don't you find optics 


whose glance 
Would cause any male 
heart to dance? 


Ni yeu) Don’t you find features 
\Y most rare, 
““ A mass of auriferous 
hair, 
} A neck of a Junoesque 
| type, 
i)/ And lips like to cherries 
}! full ripe? 
v.,.. J do; and because of 
S5 that same 
fy I ventured her heartlet 
to claim ; 


I succeeded; and that 
being done 

1 now send her photo to 
FUN, 


For Charity’s Sweet Sake. 

Mr. AND Mrs. F. T. DAVIES, who last year gave a very success- 
ful entertainment for the purpose of raising funds to provide the 
poor of St. Pancras with a Christmas dinner, have arranged to repeat 
the experiment this year, at St. Andrew's Hall, Newman Street, W., 
on the 6th inst., a number of well known public entertainers giving 
their services gratuitously. For the modest sum of two-and-six you 
can obtain a ticket (admitting two persons, and so artistically embel- 
lished that you grudge parting with it), a programme, similarly em- 
bellished, an etching (the works jointly and severally of Messrs. Alfred 
Bryan, A. T. Elwes, John Jellicoe, Herbert Railton, and Louis Wain), 
and a proud consciousness of assisting to fill several of those vacuums 
which Nature is not alone in abhorring. 





AMERICANS will have to crow a little less loudly over the freedom 
of their institutions in future. The other day a man was lynched, at 
Columbia, South Carolina, for killing his mother-in-law! Where is 
their boasted liberty now ? 





THE hard up division of Croydon, especially among the building 
fraternity, have been endeavouring to raise a testimonial to the 
horse that threw their County Court judge and broke his collar bone, 
and ardent wishes have been expressed that his seat on the bench 
was as insecure as his seat in the saddle. 


JUST OUT. Price One Shilling. Post Free 1/2. 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1890. 


FULL OF HUMOROUS STORIES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 








The Ladies’ Pictorial says :—“‘ Hood's Oomic’ this season mingles powder in our 
jam, and the chances are ten to one that if our lips are laughing our eyes are wet. 

The Sporting Life says :—“All the world and his wife should purchase a copy, for a 
perusal of ite contents is bound to tickle their risible faculties, and banish dull care 
from their bearts and homes.” 

ie Pall Mall says :—“ Exceptionally well supplied with stories by dramatic 
authors. 

The Entr’acte snys :—“ More than ever, and better.” 

The Literary World says :—“ The illustrations are not only humorous, but excellent 
as imens of art.” 

he Sportsman says :—“ I have before me about the best shilling’s worth of humour, 

with a dash of the serious in it by way of contrast, it has been my good fortune to 
come across for many a day.” 

The Penny Illustrated says :—“‘ Hood’ is an exceedingly delectable literary and 
artistic olla podrida.” 

The Era says :—*“ Altogether the number is fully up to the high standard to which 
the Hditors of Hood’s Annual has accustomed us. 

Brighton Times says :—“ Dirt cheap for One Shilling.” 

The Stage says :—“ The twenty-second issue is one of the best in the long series. 

The News of the World says :—“ Is as buoyant and as youthful as ever.” 
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NOW READY. PRICE TWOPENCE. 


FUN ALMANAC For 1890. 


Full of Humorous Pictures and Reading. 
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SEASONABLE PREPARATIONS. 
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(1). Landlord. ‘‘ Mornin’, mister. You're off early this mornin’. Com- 
mercial Gent. ‘Iam, And your confounded clocks are all wrong. I shall 
miss that blessed train! ‘There goes the whistle again!” Landlord, 
‘* Bless yer, that ain’t the whistle! that’s my daughter a-practisin’ carols for 
the Xmas concert!” (2). Young Clerklett gets an invitation to spend 
Xmas in the country, and takes a few private lessons in skating in the back 
yard, where the space is rather limited. (3). Policeman. * Drunk again, 
old’un!” Festive Party. ** Don’t you believe it. 1'm selectin’ a nice soft 
place in the gutter outside the pub, here, in case of emergencies during the 


Charlie. *‘ Not up yet, Harry? Why, what 


oming joyful season. ’ f { ) 


oz 1 OBRRE es not bind himself to ack 
To OORR 


accom anted 
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the doocee——!” ‘Arvry. ‘ All right, Chorley ; there’s nothin’ the matter. 


Annual supper of our club—the ‘Social Ostriches,’ you know—comin’ off 


in a day or so, and I’m just gettin’ into trainin’ for the nightmare, that’s 
all.” (5). Nursemaid, ‘‘ Lor! Wotever ‘ave the child bin’ a-doin’ on?” 
Miss Mary. “‘ Why, you see, he didn’t have a fair chance at the pudding 
last year, owing to his clothes being so tight, so I've just made him a 
suit out of a pillow-case, which I think ought to give him more room, you 
(6). Horrid Old Curmudgeon. “ Waite, eh’ Ah, I hear you, 
I'm ready for you this time, 


know.” 
' ° 1 
Come along as soon as you like. 
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my boys. 
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“A LITTLE DINNER."—A MATTER OF COURSE(S). 
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Found Out. 
(SEE CARTOON). 


WITH fingers itching to strike, 
And an angry toss of the head, 
John Bull goes reading to School Board men 
A lesson that ought to be read, 
Swish! Swish! Swish! 
Someone his birch will thwack ; 
And all of us must devoutly wish 
It may fall on the guilty’s back, 


For ‘twas work, work, work, 
For the children at the School 
And ‘twas work, work, work, 


"Neath a stern unbending rule: 
But gross defects were there, 
And germs of disease did lurk 
In the cranky house’s unwholesome air 
Where the young ones had to work. 


O ye who pay your rates, 
Oft out of a hard earn’d hoard, 
Will you see your money thus fritter’'d away | 
At the hands of a blind-eyed Board ? | 
If, indeed, you will not, why, then 
To such follies you won't submit 
But will rouse you, and give to incompetent | 
men— 
Or dishonest—short notice to quit. 


{English doctors have been threatened 
authorities with banishment from Nice, Cannes, etc. 





Not M.D-lightful. 


by the 


SOME very grave doubts are impending 
’Mid people who travel abroad, 
The news must be really heartrending 
To those who our own doctors laud. 
Knglish doctors are so condescending, 
’Tisa shame they from Nice now must flee 
sut this edict so stern and unbending, 
May make each one lower his fee. 
Nice sutor applies to these banisher’s plans, 
And they'll empty their purses and also 
their Cannes. 











DIED ED ED EDE D'E D'ED SE DE PE PPE HNC 


, . ~ ASAARAA v ‘ v NANT 


gp 


* 


. ~~ 
> 


4>.4>4% 


sec 


IVIA 


<>te re >t >'t€ PE? 
>. 4 Pek Pee, 


> 
> 
2 
2 
> 


SYLNEN LD 


Vea Va Vaan * 


cn 
Ede EPee Re EDL Ede Ede Dek Pe Edie He ERLE, 


— @ 
7 


e X 


’ 





COCOA 











CADBURY'S 


ABSOLUTELY PURE. 














ae — — _ a 


Wednesday, December 4, 1889. 


London : Printed by Dalziel Brothers, at their Oamden Press, High Street, N.W., and Published (for the Proprietors), by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, E.C. 








D 2 11, 1839, oe a” 
| _ 1839 FUN TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
\\y 





' AL ¥> \\, ; 
NT ¢ ‘ 
WA, 


ra) 





| ~* Snow-shoes for horses. 
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L Gectare al the Cattle (te, 
Elf-to-do farmer — Oh lor, girls! 
Disgusting sighF Ought not /o be allowed. 














Tram and bus men on s{rike. 


(7) A bobby and Likist indulge in a 
fight, 


Ths. never loo ft (0 wae Who Wrak hires :. 
(1) A new Enoch Arden, away thirty (3) A court suffered much from catarrh (5) “Your bag, ma’am, is open, " with 


courtesy cried 
t'other week, One who'd just dipped his “pickers And have arguments heavy re 


years, 
Awak s (E)nochLturnal “With the same brush we all are } 

teas y i sllacestihtae catarrh’d,” quoth the beak. and stealers” inside. lacking a light. 
(6) A fifty-year farmer in wedlock doth (#) The tram men apd ‘bus men on 


(4) Shows of overfed animals please not 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


HE GARRICK.—It seems some- 
thing of a weird and ghoulish 
taste that finds its pleasure in 
such plays as La Tvsca, even in 
a modified English form. A 
feast of violence, eutrage and 
death in various unpleasant 
forms — poisoning, hanging, 
shooting, stabbing and drowning 
—each have their interesting 
turn !— would scarcely appear, 
at first sight, promising material 
for an evening’s enjoyment. The 
question is, do we enjoy it? 
A good many of us have suf- 
ficient of the Toddy and Budge 
left in us to rejoice in the 
“ bluggy.” I've no doubt, and 
some of us take pleasure in good 
acting in the abstract, and irre- 
spective of its surroundings, but 
1 doubt if the majority will find 
La Tosca, on the whole, other- 

THE GARRICK. — THK PLICEMAN Of} wise than [ found it—depress- 
THEM ‘TIMES. Iv You want ‘ro 198. It is, perhaps, not quite so 
KNOW THE TIME, AXK——Nv, No, Unpleasant in its English dress 
NOTHING OF THE SORT! (to English people) as it was in 

the French, but what it gains in 
mo leration it loses in consistency—and there you are. 





THE play has a very fine stage setting (as might have been 
expected, however), and the costumes (as again might have been ex- 
pected, from the dainty artistic sense of Mr. E. A. Abbey who supplied 
the sketches) represent a picturesque period efficiently, and without 
resort to exaggerated “specimens” of the time. Count Cavaradossi 
is perhaps a trifle dossi under his general circumstances, but not ob- 
trusively so. 

WHATEVER real attraction this version of the story possesses, how- 
ever, it owes entirely, or almost entirely, to Mrs. Bernard Beere. Her 
acting is extremely powerful and true, her actions and sentiments 
are now and again at variance, but even the greatest sufferer from 
the gloom and depression is won to attention, interest and admira- 
tion by the strength, passion and insight she cdlisp!ays in the last three 
acts. 





THERE is a strong cast all through, but there is little serious call 
upon their talents—even Scarpia, with which character Mr. Forbes- 
Robertson takes such infinite pains, is not one presenting serious 
difliculty to an experienced actor—and although Messrs. Waller, 
Waring, Farquhar, 8. Brough and 
the rest show themselves worthy of 
their reputations, they have no 
chance of adding to them. Miss 
Rose Leclercq’s Queen is noticeable 
for its decision and dignity, and 
Miss Bessie Hatton isa more than 
usually promising recruit. 

THE VAUDEVILLE. — Pending 
the arrival of Miss Clarissa Har- 
lowe (under whatever alias she may 
eventually appear, and who is al- 
ready “‘in active rehearsal” here), 
Mr. Thorne’s company, home from 
their wanderings, are giving us 
another taste of Juseph Andrews. 
The points are pretty much what 
they were at first. The story has 
lost none of its freshness and grace, 
and the now historic picture of the 
homely and human larson Adams 
as embodied by Mr. Thorne is as 
us GApnicn.—Mies Rmasin Hat. — and lovable as ever. A new 
TON (MORE OR LESS); sust a Joseph (to me) in Mr. Gillmore, 
LITTLE BIT OF HATTON GARDEN and a fresh (in every sense) Fanny 
AaOUT BER. Goodwin in Miss Ella Bannister 

give some new interest to the re- 
ival. Both performances are very excellent ; it is no easy matter to 
ollow two such artistes as Mr. H. B. Conway and Miss Kate Rorke. 





THE NOVELTY.—The most pleasurable experience (speaking for 
myself, of course) in connection with the latest reopening of this 





little house was the recognition of an old friend, Miss Alice Raynor, 
amid the cast of The Spy; A Story of the American Rebellion. The 
lady, of whose cleverness we have all had experience, did not dis- 
appoint us, nor indeed, did the piece, for expectations were not, high 
in that matter. It was a rum affair—I suppose it was a drama, 
though sometimes it seemed like a “ Variety Show,” and sometimes 
both not very well mixed. It was not well acted. I wonder when, 
and in what guise, this theatre will be “ reopened” next ? 





THE CoMEDY (afternoon ).—There is not much vitality left in Mr. 
Burnand’s Colonel at this time of day—the «esthetic joke being quite 
played out and forgotten ; but there are some bright passages which 
have stood the test of time, and a few remnants of characterization, 
which will always make its performance fairly welcome if the repre- 
sentation is in passably good hands. Miss Henrietta Lindley had 
taken careful heed of this matter in preparing the piece for her 
matinée at this theatre, not least in givifg us the privilege of seeing 
her in the congenial part of Mrs. Blythe. There isa bright and truth- 
ful come ly about the performance, enhanced by the handsome pre- 
sence and singularly attractive voice of the actress. Miss Rose was 
betrayed into her besetting sin of drawling by the part of Olive. It 
is accepted tradition that Olive must drawl, but Miss Rose overdid it. 
Yet there were breaks of real ability and delicate insight in the per- 
formance to prove the sound artiste she might beif she would permit 
it. Mr. Nutcombe Gould rose superior to the dry bones of his part 
with a very clever performance, and Mr. Rodney was a very accept- 
able Mr. Fisher. Mr. W. Herbert is a capital Colonel Woodd, but he 
has played the part so often that the familiarity tempts him into 
occasional “gabbling.” He should reflect that we do not know the 
part so well as himself. 


Nops AND WINKS.—Miss Florence Smart’s annual concert at 
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THK GARRICK.—AN ACTRESS OF THE GREATEST STAB-ILITY! THE DECOROUS 
MELODRAMA, SUITED FOR WEST END PURPOSES, “WHY, HE DOESN’! 
EVEN BLEED!” 


Steinway Hall was this year quite up to its predecessors. There was 
some good vocalization (although Isidore did not turn up), and some 
capital recitations, and Miss Smart's pianoforte playing was as much 
a delight as it always is.—At Mr. E. UC. Stafford’s benefit on the 12th, 
at Toole’s (lent by Mr. Fred Horner—all horner to him for his 
kindliness) many leading artistes will appear; there will be three 
or four one-act plays, and songs, recitations, dances and sketches 
will fill up the interstices—Albany Hall, Kingston-on-Thames, was, 
on the 3rd, 4th and 5th inst.,in the possession of Mr. Walter P. 
Warren (whose skill in organizing tableaux virants was once more 
in request). A varied and interesting series of tableaux, interspersed 
with vocal and instrumental embellishments by a strong company, 
was presented under royal, distinguished and local patronage. 
“George, Ranger” should see that this Warren is properly preserved, 
like others in the neighbourhood.—Mr. George Alexander will be the 
next actor-manager to blossom forth. February the date—the Avenue 
the locale.—The Globe reopens on the 19th with Mr. F. R. Benson 
and his production of A Midsummer Night's Dream.—Sweet Lavender 
will be withdrawn early in next year in order that Mr. Terry may 
“take a rest,” an example which will now be followed by 
NESTOR, 
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WE keep seeing references in the papers to Louis Engel’s “ Darling 
Mine.” Isita copper, ora coalmine? No? Itis a gold mine—for 


the singer. 
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GRATIS !! GRATIS !!! 
WITH Nos 122 WILL BEGIVENE 
AWAY A SUPERB ENGRAVING, 
PRINTED IN THREE HUNDRED & 
FIFTY COLOURS, ENTITLED — 
BULLET-PROOF DICK DEFIES E=—= 
THE HANGMAN.” ORDER EARLYJ== 














“The affrighted farmer having discharged all his pistols, beheld with dismay the 
pale moonlight streaming through the bullet holes in his opponent's bodu, who con- 
tinued to sit his horse like a smiling statue, as i* this method of ventilation was 
both healthy and agreeable,” 


CHAPTER CCIV.—( Continued.) 
‘“ TEDDY the Gun will oblige next, gentlemen!” cried the chair- 
man loudly, and, amid vociferous cheering and clinking of glasses, a 
slim youth of gentlemanly exterior modestly uprose, and in a rich 
baritone voice sang, with exquisite pathos and feeling, the following 


refined lay :— 


‘Come, pour out the pongelo, fill to the brim! 
Let daylight decline, and the sun douse his glim, 
Shall thoughts of a tubbing our hearts and souls vex? 
A fig for the rozzers, the narks, and the tecs ! 
We lads of the road, after welling our swag, 
Unconcernedly grin at the chance of a drag ! 
We blew all our blunt, give our Dutch clocks a hug— 
Then across our nags gaily, and Ho! fora mug! 
‘Now, my pippins, altogether please !—Chorus—— 
« (ome pour out the pongelo! fill to the brim! 
Success to all pals on the crook ! 
Though psalm-singers rant 
They'll not cooper our kant, 
Hurrah! for the life of a hook! 


“ An old lag once hidded a parson in Kent 
He yearned for repose and desired to repent ; 
The parson shed tears, took him into his kant, 
And jawed for an hour while his nibs worked the plant.: 
The long sermon ended, our lag ducked his nut, 
(Having touched for a james ere the parsons heart shut), 
And that very night—he had half-ounce ad Baad S| 
Returned with his tools and at ease cracked the crib. 
Chorus. 
The tumultuous applause which greeted the conclusion of this ote 
had scarcely died away when Bullet Proof Dick, with hand upraise: 
in attitude of warning, appeared on the threshold. 
“ Silence !” he whispered, hoarsely, ‘as you value your lives. The 


slops are abroad! They are even now— 





SOME TYPES OF POPULAR PERIODICALS.—No. 19. 














with my mo 


He was interrupted by the forcible entrance of an inspector of 
police, followed by several hundred constables. 

“In the name of the law!” began the inspector, when his look of 
dignity turned to one of blank dismay. 

Gentlemen,” he stammered, aftera slight pause, “I must apologize 
for this intrusion. I see you are merely thieves and highwaymen, 
whereas I took you to be members of a gambling club, and was about 
to make one of the customary raids. I trust you will accept my most 
sincere apologies and permit me to withdraw my men,” and with a 
low bow he withdrew, followed by his discomfited crew of legal 
ruffians, whose rutHed dignity, however, was somewhat smoothed 
through their meeting in the homeward march a blind man led by 
an unmuzzled dog, the latter falling an instant victim to the offended 
majesty of the law, while upon the dark disseminator of hydro- 
phobia was bestowed the ques ionable honour of “the frog's march" 
to the nearest police station. 


CHAPTER CCY. 

“"AMPSTED 'EATH by moonlight,” soliloquized Farmer Giles, as 
astride his trusty nag he gaily trotted homewards, grasping firmly the 
half-dozen pistols he usually carried on such oceasions, “ Now this be 
a loikely place for ¥ 

“Stand and deliver!’ rang out loud and clear upon the frosty air, 
and the affrighted farmer, having discharged all his pistols, beheld 
with dismay the pale moonlight streaming through the bullet holes 
in his assailant’s body, who continued to sit his horse like a smiling 
statue, as if this novel method of ventilation was both healthy and 
agreeable, ; 





(Tv be continued in our neat.) 








At it Again. 
THE Mahdi, ’tis said, again is dead, 
In dying he’s not tardy, 
He seems (and ‘tis cheek) to “ peg out” every week, 
Well, let us every Marili. 
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PREVARICATION. 


Percy.— I say, Mabel, what's six sevens?” 
Mahel.—*“ Now, Percy. you know mamma does not allow re to speak 
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RELATED BY OUR ELIZA. 


What I say is, don't have nothink to do with a place where they don't keep took that place—ah! a nice bright gal she was! And the second day she was there 
veir servants, Now, there was Missis Brown's at the corner. she ‘eard of a place as professed cook at £50 a year. Shed never tried cookin’ 
(1) Sarah Hann went there first, and at the end of the first week she thought ennything, but she give up the rest of ‘er month's wages an’ went an’ took the 


ed like a change ; so she left at her month to go and nuss her mother as was ) cook's place, to go and nuss her mother as was took ill. (5) Then I met ‘Lizbeth, 
bok iil. (2) Then Soosan tried the place, and she ‘adn't bin there three days, and says she, “I'm a-going to try Mrs. Brown's place.” And I says, “My dear, if 
hen she ‘eard of another where there was no end o' perks. So she left at her you go there, you'll repent it; they never keeps a servant more than her month 
onth to go and nuss her mother as was took ill. (3) Then Looezer went there, there!” (6) Aud sure enough my words come true, for "Lizbeth ‘adn’t been there 
ad nex’ day she thought she'd like to better ‘erself, and go asa barmaid. So she three weeks when she accepted George, the grocer’s young man. So she left at her 


ft at her month to go and nuses her mother as was took ill. (4) Then Hemly month to goand nuss her mother as wastookill. (7) “ What didI tell yer?” says I. 
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A DREAM OF THE CATTLE SHOW. 


I WISH I WAS IN 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p, 258. 
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BATHOS? 
Orn, May We Expect THE UsvAL REsuLT? 





INQUIRER. You appear much moved by indignation, Mr. Londoner. 
May I inquire the cause? : 

Mr. Loyponer. You may,sir: fay, 1am burning to proclaim it, 
and need no asking. Bee, 
sir, behold the paragraph 
which I am about to insert 
in my newspapers :— 


ScHooL BoArnD SCANDAL. 


MURDER 
OF 
FIVE CHILDREN!!! 
“ The head-mistress reports 


that, in consequence of the 
insanitary building of a 
Board School by the con- 
tractors, five children have 
diediof diphtheria,” 


There, sir, those are my 
feelings on this subject, sir! 
I demand the execution of 
the contractors; that is the 
only remedy; and penal 
servitude for life for all 
School Board officials and 
employés guilty of contributory negligence, or corruption. I demand 
the names of the contractors and all other guilty parties, in order 
that they may be held up to obloquy and detestation. 

Ixg. I can fully appreciate your ’eelings and hope you may have 
your wish, 

* cs * * * * 





A few days later :— 


Ing. Ab, good day, Mr. Londoner. Do your feelings continue as 
pronounced as ever? 

Lon. Eh? Oh—ah—why, yes, of course! Oh, dear, yes, certainly. 
I consider that the heaviest reprimand—if not actaal punishment (of 
course, of not tvo severe a nature)—should be meted out to the guilty 

varties. ; 
. Ing. But, dear me! you appear to have cooled down considerably, 
How about execution and penal servitude and——? 

Lon. Eh? Oh, why. Ab, you see, that sort of thing would, perhaps, 
more than meet the requirements of the case. Ah, too great severity 
is at all times to be deprecated, 

Ing. But ina case of deliberate murder? I think you qualified 
the deaths of the five children as deliberate murder. 

Lon. Eh? Oh,did I? Oh, why—of course it—but I think we 
had better call it manslaughter, hadn't we? Murder is rathera 
se vere——— 

Ing. But I understood that you, feeling as a Londoner 

Lon. Oh, yes, of course ; but, ah, the fact is that I must not forget 
what I owe to my political party ; and, ah,I find that the contractors 
and the guilty officials being of the same politics as my party, and of 
come influence, it would be exceedingly injudicious to, ah—to 
stigmatize too violently, eh? Let us call the thing“ Murder, tempered 

by Party Considera- 
< tions,” which is equal 
to,ah—which is hardly 
a criminal offence, 
on * 4 * 


A little later :— 


Ing. Well, Mr. 
Londoner, have you 
yet succeeded in 
unearthing the names 
of the contractor and 
the peccant officials, 
in order to hold them 
up to public obloquy 
and detestation / 

Lon. I don’t ander- 
stand you, sir! 

InQ. Eh—why what 
about the “ Murder of 
Five Children” ? 

Lon. I regret ex- 
tremely that (owing, no doubt, to some misapprehension or other) so 
viclent a paragraph should have appeared in my papers. I consider, 
sir, that to publish the name of the contractor (if such a person, 
indeed, can be held accountable for the vagaries of building materials 











and so forth) and the officials, would be to subject most worthy 
persons to a cruel wrong. 

Inq. But you, as a Londoner—— ? 

Lon. I must not forget that, in addition to being a Londoner, I am 
a Respecter of Influence and a Black Coat. 

Ing. But surely in a case of murder——? 

Lon, Murder, sir, tempered by influence and a Black Coat, is not 
to be considered as an offence. At the most, sir, it is a civil affair— 
a purely civil affair. 

* * * * * . 


And still a little later :— 


Ixg. And what about the—ah—the affair of the five children ? 

Lon. “ Five children?” What affair? I don’t quite catch your 
meaning. 

Ing. Why, the Board Schoo!—scamped drainage—diphtheria affair ? 

Lon, I recollect no such affair, sir ! 

Ing. Eh? And no fraudulent contractor and corrupted officials ? 

Lon. You have the advantage of me, I assure you. If you are 
alluding in this way to my friend Mr, A. B. C , Esq., who constructed 
the Board Schools, I can only say, sir, that you speak in most im- 
proper terms of a most worthy and respected member of this great 
commercial community—and a most affluent one, sir. 

INQ. But, surely murder—— ? 

Lon. Murder, sir, tempered by the interests of a great commercial 
community, ceases to be an offence, and becomes a most meritorious 
action. That is why my friend, the eminent contractor, is now 
Chairman of the London School Board. If you read my newspapers, 
you will perceive that I speak of him daily in the most eulogistic 
terms, 

INQ. Then the whole affair is forgotten ? 

Lon. Certainly !—the interests of party, influence, a black coat, 
and a great commercial community demanded it, sir! 








Dual?—Why, Skirt-nly. 
LADY HARBERTON has spoken oncé again on female dress, 
The reporters at the meeting were all ladies of the press, 
Gentlemen were not admitte | and lots were turned away : 
And so they wept because they couldn’t hear what she’d to say. 
She observed that girls who liked their modern costumes were vain, 
She likewise did not like to see a lady catch her “train” ; 
But. lovers are so obstinate and husbands are so cruel, 
That ladies with divided skirts might lead to many a duel. 








Oh, In Deed! 


WHAT is the difference between a Solicitor and a 
Barrister? Well, one is a man of deeds and not 
words, while the other is a man of words and not 
deeds. 










” 


GIVING REIN TO FANCY. 
Ethel (with airy ingenuousness).—“ I say, Maud, does wearing those 
capes make you feel, as well as look, like a real driver?” 
Maud (with glowing eonvriction).—“ Capable of competing with a 





driving wind—and beating it?” 
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Poor Perplexed Peers. 
A TALE OF TERROR. 


[Mr. Gladstone, in his recent speech at Manchester, reminded the nation 
that reform of the House of Lords should be one of the principal items 
in the forthcoming new Liberal programme.] 


PLEASE take note that these salt, salt tears, 
Which we shed in the midst of our fears, 
Are not, mind you, mere drops, like common folks’ teardrops, 
but have trickled from eyes of peers ! 
And the reason that we let flow 
Such a torrent of lordly woe, 
Is that Gl-dst-ne, the gruesome, and Liberal viewsome, 
Dread darts at our House doth throw ; 
And the words that this fiend affords, 
Are keener than contract swords, 
In hie last new oration 
He woke up the nation 
To cry for reform of us Lords ! 


We had hoped that cry for reform 
Had dropped with the lull in the storm, 
When, lo! we were shocked, O! because this vile octo- 
Genarian gave it us warm ! 
We know that we oft in pride 
Have thrown sensible Bills aside, 
And also that progress we view as an ogress, 
And with common sense thus collide ; 
But this octogenaran’s sneers 
Are sharper than Dervishes’ spears : 
He alters our fad’s tone, this villainous Gladstone, 
Pooh-poohing us precious Peers. 


But chiefly this W. O. M. 
(Meaning Wicked Old Man) we condemn, 
Because when he attacks us, he tortures and wracks ug, 
Upsetting our hauteur and phlegm : 
And, hang him! he’s got such a grip, 
That the people he will not let slip ; 
He pummels us soundly, and rouses folks roundly— 
For proof, see his Manchester tip. 
O, wherefore again need he chouse 
Us nobles for having no nous ? 
No wonder we're crying, 
When Gladstone starts trying 
To upset the Upper House. 








JONES must have decidedly enjoyed himself at the “Free- 
mason’s” the other night. People asa rule don’t mistake a red 
pillar box for a sentry at St. James’ and sing out, “ A friend.” 
And people don't afterwards grumble that that particular sentry 
has knocked them jdown with cruel violence on to the curb- 
stone. “Our pleasant vices are the whips that scourge us.” 
And really the County Council ought to have the pavement 
in future bordered with something softer than granite. 
































about.” 








Puffer—‘Going to the ‘Pumpkin and Pannikin’ ding-dong 


to-night ?” 
Drawer,—«‘ No. 


; 99 


Hate ‘ smokers,’ can’t stand ’em ! 








Puffer.—“So dol; let’s spend the evening together somewhere.” 


SOLD AGAIN. 


Manager.— Nice bunch of orchids that.” 

Ma'm'selle Pointdupied.—* Not bad ; but I wish people would chuck ‘em more 
evrefully ; my florist won't give me half so much for ’em when they're knocked 
And the note in the bouguct said ;— 


“ These flowora, less fair than thon, I send to thice, 
Keep them awhile in memory of me ; 
Remember, when their petals droop, decayed, 


The love that prompts the poor gift ne'er will fade.” 


To Dacamber. 


WHAT! are you here again ? 
Haggard and blue, 

Dismal and drear again, 
Bringing with you 

Weather severe again, 

Making FUN fear agaia 

He will be “queer” again ;— 

Scoot, beldame, do! 


Bramil-tide’s come agiin, 
Hail, frost and snow ; 

Songstera are dumb again, 
Winter winds blow ; 

Fingers feel numb again, 

Glances grow glum again, 

Fun’s “ moping mum ” again — 

Oh, d**n it, oh! 


Pretty lips pout again 
Over their tea, 

Coal-sellers shout again 
Rude songs of glee 


FUN can't go out again, 

Daren’t drink stout again, 

Laid up with gout again— 
oe, woe is he! 


Cold in the head again, 
Cold in the toe ; 
Cold is our bed again, 
Deep is our woe ; 
Agues we dread again, 
Noses are red again ; 
Feet are like lead again — 
Go, madame, go! 
* * e a 
Still, now you're here agsin, 
Don't run away ; 
FUN, although “ queer” again, 
Yet can be gay ; 
Farther, we'd ne'er again, 
Were you not here again, 
Have Christmas cheer again 
Stay, madame, stay ! 
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FUN. 


SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 44. 


( 





Here yo. have Lim, after a long day's work, determining to be up 
w.th the Jark next morning, and finish that slick. 








——~n 


And here he is at 11 A.M. next day. 








CATTLH SHOW. 


“80 they're all coming up for the Cattle Show?” 

That's what that beggar Jones said to me. Asif I cared whether 
a waggon load of my people were coming up to theshow. Of course 
they will come up—they always mapage to do that, somehow or the 
other. I wish all the cheap excursion trains would get smashed up ; 
that would have some effect in preventing them always wanting to 
come up from the country. Lalways did hate country relatives, and 
I should think everyone who wasn't a perfect lunatic would do the 
rame. I think I see my nieces coming up to my place, with cheeks 
as red as the sun in the fog and raw beef steak mixed. J don’t want 
‘em, yet they always will come and worry me; confound ‘em, I say. 
They always look as if they wanted to dash straight into the nearest 
pastrycook’s, and wolf down all the tarts that are handy, with their 
eyes getting rounder and rounder and their noses cocked up—like 
goldfish in a bowl sniffing for the air, that’s what country relatives 
always put mein mind of. I wish they were all dead, and at the 
bottom of.the sea, 

And who in his senses really cares about the Cattle Show, after 
all? I'm eure that I don’t, and I’m not exactly ready for a lunatic 
asylum, after all. Supposing cows have got straight backs; who the 
deuce cares whether they're straight or crooked? And as to fat pigs, 
they only look like #0 many heaving sacks of butterine. And who 
cares a rap about threshing machines? I’m positively certain, any- 
how, that [I don't. I hate anything to do with cattle, and, what's 
more, I always did. Do people particularly like to be helped over a 
hedge by a bull, and ventilated with his horns? Bulls, indeed, a 
parcel p BoBinenoe I ! 

Then, when you go to the “ Hall,” what do you do? You go and 
sniff at the cattle, and then you go to the bars and drink whisky to 
take the taste out of your mouth, It’s alla egeen of confounded 
foolery. And who wants particularly to have his toes trod on bya 
lot of yokels? And they always wear beastly ill-fitting spats, and 
they will swill bitter ale. And then they always breathe hard, and 
emell of threepenny cigars. If there's one thing I| really hate and 
detest more than another, I'm sure it’s your country cousin up for 
the Cattle Show. Why can't he stop at home and air himself at his 
weekly ordinary? I hate him—and her too! 

Of course, I shall. have to go taking them out to Barnum, and all 
that sort of thing, asif I could poesibly find any pleasure in that. 
Waxworks and the Tower, and all that sort of thing, and squattin 
down in a pastrycook's while they bolt tarts and cherry brandy. i 
hate your Cattle Show business, that I do! DIOGENES TUBBS. 








Note this (s)Cremer. 


Now, naught but a dreamer 
Would ever negleet, 
In any respect, 
The works of famed Cremer— 
An ingenious schemer 
Of laughable toys 
For girls and for boys 
Is this various (s)Cremer. 
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Court Oarols.—No. 9. 
THE COMPLAINT OF THE CORMORANT CLUBBERS. 


{Mr. Monro has at last warned certain “smart” clubbites that even they mus 
not iudulge in boxing and sparring matches absolutely unchecked.] 

OH, yaas, it’s a beastly shame, old chappie, 

To tamper with our Sunday boxing shows ; 
They served to make a jaded chappie happy, 

Even if the boxers dealt but baby blows. 
How dare this Monro fellah send ws warning, 

As though we were a mere low working lot ! 
What if we how] all Sunday night till morning, 

We're gentlemen with shirt-fronts, are we not? 
How dare old Monro, then—ah, that’s the rub— 
Send bally bobbies to owr swagger club? 


’ 


By Jove, dear boy ! the Cormorant’s Sunday “ smokers’ 
Are real good business—lots of pros., you know 
(Mostly the Frivolity’s rum jokers), 
And bookies, pugs and jockeys—yaas, that’s so ! 
For we who do not serve ‘neath Thespis’ banner 
(The chappie whose chief playhouse was a cart), 
Are patrons of the Drama, in a manner— 
That is, of certain Totties in the Art. 
Yaas, many “choristers” our “tarts” we duab— 
A pet expression at the Cormorant Club! 


Tis very well this warning and this raiding 
For low class clubs—they matter not a bit; 
But to cast slurs on owr club is degrading— 
Old Monro is a muddler, you'll admit. 
He ought to be deposed from his position— 
Brought before Parliament he ought to be. 
Why, we should perish from mere inanition 
Without this regular Sabbath evening spree ! 
Therefore, not calmly will we stand this snub— 
This brutal insult to our Cormorant Club. 








No, you cannot catch fish with “ marriage lines,” but many men are 
caught with them. 
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JUST OUT. Price One Shilling. Post Free 1/2. 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1890. 


FULL OF HUMOROUS STORIES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 
Pronounced by the Press to be the best Annual of the Year. 


NOW READY. PRICE TWOPENCE. 


FUN ALMANAC For 1890. 


Full of Humorous Pictures and Reading. 
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number. Much of the fine art portion is both quaint, curious and 
clever — over-painstaking and _over-elaborated, in some instances, 
perhaps. It may be weakness on our part, but we have a preference 
for such pictures as are to be found in * A Storied Tavern,” and * Ob! 
dear, what can the matter be?”"—TZhe Boys’ Own Paper and The 
Girls’ Own Paper each have an excellent Christmas number, full of 
all that is good and graceful, cheerful and humorous.—The Leisure 
Hour and The Sunday at Home do not go in for “extras,” but are 
full to sufficiency in all respects. 


direction, not only of decorative and pietorial cards, but of illustrated 
books and booklets, is freely and faseinatingly followed by most 
houses. Messrs. Hildesheimer*& Co. send out a copious collection, 
equal to any we have seen; but we may remark that much of the 
pictorial work is forced beyond the strength of nature, which is 
always detrimental to works of art.—Mr.-Harding's cards are mainly 
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ROMANCE OF THE LATE SNOW STORM IN IRELAND. 
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| New Leaves. of a humorous and sporting character, and necessarily receive the 
STRENUOUS efforts seem to have been made to produce something sportive treatment that renders them amusing. —Mr. J. F. Bennet’s 
superior as a Christmas number of Scribner's, and with striking suc- chief novelty is “The Order of the Day,” in pleasing imitation of 
cess. All the world (and his wife) should see it, and especially one theatre stall tickets, admitting to “ all the festivities of the season.” 
half of the world should see “ How the other half Lives.” Thereis | | “Tom Smith's Oe ee ees ee ae 
enough in the number to suit and to satisfy “other tastes.”—The in their hundreds of thousands, ani will be “ pulled off” by boister- 
Haglish Illustrated also makes an extra display in their Christmas ously merry boys and girls, growa-ups, and grey beards in countless 


numbers everywhere. Their annual novelties are always charmingly 
attractive, “ from faces full and fair, to jewels rich and rare.” 


————————————————————————— 
“Ally Sloper’s Christmas Holidays.” 


Fun has known AuLy for many years, and has learned to respect 
him, and it is pleasant to reslize, in these days of strife, the fact that 
the feeling is reciprocated. But these sentiments are little or no 
good unless they take some tangible form, and therefore FUX boldly 
asserts that “ ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS” is withou' 
doubt the most marvellous twopenn’orth the world has ever seen. It 
would take more than a column to enumerate the extraordinary 
attractions got together in this number, which spice, fortanately 
for our readers. cannot be afforded, therefore after mentioning Meyer 
Lutz’s charming “ Pas de Trois,”: and W. F. Thomas double Jug: 

ec,” silence shall reign supreme 


Christmas.—The fashion for Christmas greetings running in the 


plate,“ Poor Dear Papa’s Christmas Tre 
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THE “STRONG MEN” CRAZE. 
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To THE Epiron oY FtN.—Si1n,—The ery is “still they come!" Every Music Hall now has its Strongest Man in the World—and wonderful fellows too! But, sir, why don't 
they turn their strength to scme practical account? Here are a few hints for which they, and you, may thank—A UTILITARIAN. 
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Etrangers Yet. Being, to their sad regret, May their wish be not in vain ; 
(SEE CARTOON.) | Unto nutriment so good . For, as matters now are set, . 
‘eas on, | * Strangers yet. Want and prime joints needs remain 
FAT, and seemingly content | “ Strangers yet.” 
L _ the cattle, as you know, Savoury and juicy beef 
Which are annually sent Hath achieved a wholesome fame THE African explorer, Mr. Stanley, after 
Up to Islington’s great show ; | For affording strong relief successfully overcoming so many dangers and 
And the meat upon their flanks To the half-starved, weaken'd frame ; difficulties in connection with the rescue of 
Must be rich and very nice, Wherefore, when they see a piece, Emin Pacha from a very awkward and 
Though, unhappily, it ranks | Must the hungry ones in town perilous position, may now truthfully be 
As distinctly high in price ; Wish that wages might increase, declared to be a more Emin-ent personage 
Thus the poor can't taste such h S000, | Or the price of meat go down. | than ever. 
Geld Modal Awarded, Health Exhibition, London. AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS 
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THE SAVOY.—TESSA SHOWING OF? HER 
(COMIC OPERATIC) AIRS, 


ship, is not quite so “solid” as I 
have known him—and so much the 
better, under the conditions, 


THE Venetian scene—artful of 
Mr. Gilbert to have the baby stolen 
into Venice; such a chance for 
Mr. Percy Anderson with the last 
century Italian costumes (chance 
made the charming most of, by- 
the-way, colouring delightfully rich, 
harmonious and delicate at the 
same time)—the Venetian scene, I 
say (how do you like these paren- 
theses 7), very gay and bright, from 
my point of view (equivalent to 
over the portico of St. Mark’s, I 
should think), and the palace on the 
island, with its vista of moonlit 
gardens, as fountain, and 
general solidity and luxury, is as 
handsome a stage picture as the eye 
need desire to rest upon. Mr. An- 
derson’s dresses in this last act, in 





Ture Savor— THE BEAUTIFUL GERAL- 
DINE,” AS THE PORT OBSERVES. 


AMONG the recruits, Miss Decima 





SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE SAVOY.—*“ Quite the old 
style once more!” said we to 
ourselves, as soon as we began 


to understand what The Gondo- 
liers ; or, The King of Barataria 
was all about. (Ram place, 
Barataria —leastways, with re- 
gard to ite kings; Sancho Panza 
was one of them, you remember, 
and did not find the commis- 
sariat to his taste—couldn’t get 
it to his “taste,” in fact—and 
now comes this story of another 
of its kings stolen in infancy, 
given to the care of a Venetian 
gondolier with a son of his own, 
mixed up with that son until his 
identity becomes doubtfal, and 
finally, reigning in conjunction 
with that son, nding the 
settlement of his individuality. 
I trust this is clear.) “‘ Quite 
the old style, and none the less 
refreshing for the rest The Yeo- 
man interinde has given us.” 


All in the lightsome vein, W. 8. excelling himself in his deftness of 
versification ; Sir A., without injuzy to his melodiousness or scholar- 
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She is pretty and dainty, possesses a sweet, birdlike voice, and acts with 


some appreciation of the Gilber- 
tian formof humour. Mr. Frank 
Wyatt's well bred pomposity, as 
“that very knowing, overflow- 
ing, easy going paladin, the 
Duke of Plaza Toro,” is capital, 
and he sings, of course, in his 
own good style. Mr. Brownlow 
sings well, too; and Mr. Metcalf 
fairly merited the encore the 
inspiriting swing of his song as- 
sisted him to obtain. The Gon- 
dolicrs may be sure of eustom 
for a long time to come. 


TOOLE’S.—There wasn’t room 
in this theatre for Mr. Stafford’s 
benefit on Thursday. A lot of 
it spread itself out into the 
lobbies and the street, and even 
into the adjacent hostelries (1 
couldn’t get nearer than the hos- 
telries myself). I don’t wonder 
at the crush, seeing the “ galaxy 
of talent” in the bill. It is 








THe Savor.—A PROMOTION —FROW 
TORDUBRBR TO GRAND INQUISITOR. 


quite impossible to give one name without giving the rest—“ all star 
artistes.” I'll just take a dip into the list haphazard - here we had: 





THE SAVOY.—WEIGHT AND POUNDS. 


the more gorgeous Spanish style, are very handsome and clever, too. 





ALL the lights, new and old, shine with brilliancy. The Savoy is 


a really excellent singing com- 
pany, now (which was not always 
thus); its acting quality, too, is 
a good deal improved. Mr. Gros- 
smith is always acceptable and 
amusing, but I am bound to say 
I did not miss him in this piece. 
How he would have made me 
regret his absence from the cast, 
had he been present, I do not 
know (1 trust you follow me); 
but, as he was absent, I didn’t 
miss him, The piece carried the 
audience with it, as a kite carries 
its tail. Mr. Pounds’ light airs 
(in every sense), Miss Bond's 
modest impudence (so to put it), 
Miss Ulmar’s pretty face, pretty 
voice and pretty manners, Miss 
Brandram’s mock dignity and 
splendid voice, and Mr. Denny's 
decided sense of humour, show 
the “old boys and girls ” in their 
best form. Mr. Barrington, who 
hits the happy medium in being 
both an old and new boy, enthu- 


siastically “ welcomed back,” acts and sings in his own comical style. 


Moore attracted most attention. 


' 
' 
| 





Mise Kate Rorke, Mr. Hayden Coffin, 
Miss Bessie Bellwood, Miss Amy 


Reselle, Mr. Charles Coborn, Miss- 


Alice Lethbridge, Miss Gracie Mu- 
riell, Mr. Abingdon, Mr. Caffrey, 
Mr. Shine, Miss Mary Kingsley (you 
remember the sensitive-faced Joan 
of Arc of the Shakespeare celebra-- 
tion last spring?), Miss Jecks, Mr. 
soleym, Mens. Marius, Miss Mary 


Glover, and her brother, J. M., the 


Sisters Linden, and so on, a lot 
more—something for all tastes, all 
of the same pattern, and warranted 
up to sample. Surely this shows. 
the sort of man Mr. Stafford is, if 
we measure a man by his friends, 


Nops AND WINKS.—La Tosca 
has fallen into the hands of Mr. 
F., C. Burnand, and she is likely to- 
be considerably altered before she 
gets out of them again. Miss Mar- 
garet Arytoun, who made such a 
mark in Airey Annie, will assist: 


the Lord High Editor of Punch (as Mr. Gilbert would probably call 
him) to reproduce Mrs. Bernard-Beere, and Mr. Arthur Roberts will. 


embody the ruthless Scarpia. To 
make room for ail this The Vew 
Corsican Brothers will be com- 
pressed into two acts—the second 
act to be entirely re-written— 
the whole, forming a unique 
parcel suitable for all classes of 
the community, and warranted 
to be placed upon the market 
about Christmas-time.—To-mor- 
row (Thursday) evening, Mr. 
Edwin Drew has possession of 
the French Chamber at St. 
James’ Hall for the ninth year 
of his “‘ Dramatic Recitals.” This 
appears to be a long run. 


My extra - special -sub-under- 
deputy-substitute has been to 
the Lyceum and the Prince of 
Wales’ (his tastes have an all- 
embracing catholicity), and, 
naturally, he is very much im- 
pressed with the Wellington 
Street production. He considers 
Mr. Irving's performance one of 
very great versatility and depth, 


as well as strikingly picturesque. 





THE SAYVOY.—THAT WELLIN TRAINING,. 
NEVER STRAINING, ENTERTAINING 
PATTERER, THE DUKE OF PLAZA 
ToRO. 


Miss Ellen Terry's delicacy and 


subtle charm, as well as her son's really excellently discreet perform- 


_? ar } y r ™ ea ks 7 
ance, and the merry-making (old 


-fashioned., as it is) of Mr. Righton 
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ARAB EMBRACING HIS FAVOURITE STEED!” 


(CIR)-CUSSING. 
Wagsby (to Brown, in above elegant equestrian attitude).—“ CAPITAL !—OLD HENGLER JUNIOR ! 


EXCELLENT! AFFECTING TABLEAU ! 








and Miss Phillips, as well as the now more decided performance of 
Mr. Bancroft, elicit his warmest commendations. He says also that 
the scenery is simply magnificent, and that the play is more or 
less poor stuff from a literary point of view, though dramatically 
conceived. I refuse to insert his raptures about the Prince of 
Wales’ piece, because it’s mostly about the ladies of the cast (with a 
side touch for Mr. Monkhouse’s fun), and runs a good deal to Miss 
Phyllis Broughton. If he goes on like that again,I shall not let him 
attend the theatre without his mother in future. NESTOR. 


CRUEL CHRISTMASSING. 


MERRY Christmas, is it? I always feel as cheerful at Christmas 
as a clown with a man in possession in his back kitchen. What's the 
particular use of trying to appear awfully jolly, and stuffing a lot of 
things that are quite certain to disagree with you? Christmas 
pudding always smells like treacle and soapsuds, with a little train- 
oil and paraffin worked into it. When J was a boy I’m sure I never 
cared for Christmas a rap, and I wasa fairly good boy as boys go, 
though all of ’em as far as I can see nowadays are precious little 
beasts. There’s my landlady’s little boy—a little wretch, with beady 
eyes and a fat face. “It’s going to be Christmas,” he said to me last 
week. “Oh, sha’n’t we be a-having a ‘eat’ in our house!” I thought 
he looked a little less pleasant than the cannibals advertised in the 
big posters. Now, that boy will go on stuffing from Christmas Eve to 
quite New Year’s Day. Then he'll have a half attack of jaundice. 
When he gets over that and is a little bit pulled down with calomel, 
most likely he’ll have the mumps or something or the other. And 
nearly all of this will be caused by his wolfing down a lot of messes. 
If before Christmas time every mother gave her children a spx 
of full-flavoured castor oil, and then said, “ Now you taste and 
you.don’t like it,do you? Well, if you get swallowing everything 
that comes before you, you'll have to swallow pint of this before 
Twelfth Night,” I rather think the little pudding packers would. be 
put off their feeding. And there isn’t any real kindness in letting 
children eat like this, anyhow. If they don’t get altogether ill, the 
boys go back to school and get fractious from being partially upset. 
Then they get impudent—and the strap in the porter’s lodge. 

Then look at your precious “family Christmas parties.” What are 
they, I should like to know’—a parcel of humbug! The women 








are always pairing off to abuse each other behind each other’s backs, 
If one’s got a dress on better than the other, she'd like to fling the 
pudding at her and scrape her arms with the holly. If there's any- 
thing, too, I thoroughly hate and despise, it’s a Christmas dinner. 
It’s a fine tipping time for servants. Is it? They only get giving 
what they’ve got to soldiers and Salvation Army fellows, if they 
happen to be women. If they’re men, they get spending it all at the 
tavern and get too much to drink, and, in all likelihood, succeed in 
losing a good situation. Don’t talk tomeabout Christmas! A what, 
did you say? A box? You—you-——! DIOGENES TUBBS. 








NEW LEAVSS. 


THE Figaro Jliustré is profuse in its gifte of both colour work and 
black and white. The art is throughout peculiarly French, and of a 
high order from a French point of view. Our own Jllustrated 
London News and Graphic Christmas Numbers, however, possess 
similar and superior qualities which it is no insular prejudice (though 
they are “so English, you know”) induces us to prefer.—T7he Ladies’ 
Gazette of Fashion in ite Christmas Number addresses itself with 
commendable success to the lovers and wearers of fashionable dress. 
The ladies who take their choice will need to pay their money for such 
elegancies as are herein depicted. In the reading matter will be 
found a charming story by Mr. Arthur T. Pask, “ A Duet in D.”— 
“ Beecham’s Illustrated Christmas Annual” is full of original tales by 
popular authors, strong and sensational enough for the season. As a 
wonderful pennyw it is equal to the "es “ wonderful 
medicine.”—The Christmas Number of Jilustrations is overfiowi 
with Art in various degrees of merit, from a few that are weak 
feeble to many that are powerful and strong. The stories are season- 
able and sensible. 

“ The Christmas Box, or New Year's Gift” (Field and Tuer). This 
is an almost exact re uction of a work originally published by 
the Religious Tract iety in 1825. The quaint old illustrations 
and the grand old hymns and carols together make a valuable 
yolume, the seasonable appearance of which may be warmly 
welcomed. 

Longman’s Magazine of the month brings about the completion of 
“The Bell of St. Paul’s” and “ Mrs. Fenton ; a)Sketch,” both being 


highly finished. 
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POST MORTEM. 


Trishman.— And, Mr. Photographer, you can take likenesses after 
they’re dead shure ’”’ 

Photographer.—“ Yes. Who is it youn—— 

I.—* Shure it’s me grandmother.” 

P.—“* Oh! when did she die?” 

I.—* Bedad now, I think it was last Christmas twel’month, and 
she’s buried in ould Ballyshannon churchyard, five and twenty 
moiles the other side o’ Dooblin.” 


” 


Man-ny Market. 


KinG@s and Emperors still rule firmly in many places. Their 
sition is difficult to maintain, however, competition being very 
seen. 

Soldiers have been very inactive for some time now. Stocks have 
largely increased, but holders are firm, looking out for a rising 
shortly. 

Priests are not in immediate active demand, though good business 
is occasionally done with them in futures. 

Editors are still eagerly sought after in many quarters, although 
they have “declined” a great deal during the past month. 

Actors are making a fair show for the time of year. Tragedians, 
a heavy delivery may be expected. Comedians, manufactured, gener- 
ally dull, but best kinds of the “ roar” material in active demand. 

Musicians.—A greatly improved “ tone” isa distinguishing feature. 
Very few “ compositions” have been offered. Business—sound. 

Aeronauts and parachutists have shown an upward tendency, but 
finishing with a smart drop at the close. 

Billiard markers are looking more healthy, business on the spot 
having been brisk. 

Burglars have opened easy lately. Numerous inquiries have been 
made after them. A few have been firmly held by the police. 








“Thou Shalt Not Covet——” 


(“The price paid (for unloading coal barges) was 2]d. per ton, and at that price 
men earn 10s. a day piecework, working what hours they liked. The Coal Porters’ 
Union directed them to demand 4d.a ton. They were not casuals, but had work 
throughout the year, and if they obtained 4d. per ton, they would earn 16s, 8d, per 
day for the commonest form of labouring work.” —Amployer's statement.] 

A City clerk, who must appear 

Genteel on sixty pounds a year, 
Whose day's ten hours, not shorter, 

Ah! will it ever come to me, 

Two pounds a week, and even three, 
The wage of a coal porter? 








“Do you know who I am?” asked a pompous looking individual 
of a tramp who asked alms; “I am vicar of the parish!” “ Well,” 
said the tramp, who limped badly, “although Iam a lame ‘un, J am 
parson through.” 





Tennyson’s Gentle Hint. 


THOUGH the Muse of the Poet of Locksley, no doubt, . 
Has lost some of her fire, yet her latest 
Achievément should really in one way turn out 
Of her many successes the greatest. 
For in irony deep and sarcastic we vow 
That we’ve never seen anything neater, 
Or more to the point, than the issue, just now, 
By our lauréate bard, of “ Demeter.” 


At a time when the gods and the gasmen conspire 
Of the luxury /ua to deprive us ; 

When the toll of the Curfew is all we require 
To have Billy the First redivivus ; 

At a time when our nights are as hopelessly black 
As the Stygian realms—only more so ; 

When one daren’t go out after sunset, alack ! 
For the fear of easing a torso ; 

When our elegant chaiiibers and-halls we disgrace 
With the beggarly oil-lamp, like vandals, 

Or make, waxing wroth, our MS. in a mess, 
By the gleam of plebeian wax candles ; 

When affairs have got round to so pretty a pass 
That we certainly cannot browbeat or 

Cajole our good gasmen to give us de gas :— 
What a farce to supply us Demeter ! 








Notes and Queries. 


Is sober black a bad colour for intemperate habits ? 

Whether open air dramatic performances are not “ played out”? 

Whether the Brazilian Revolution was not carried out in a most. 
ex-Emperory manner? 

Whether a calf in a butcher’s cart is not an instance of a weal 
between wheels ? 

How the gas strike fever will affect the lights of the Londoners? 





WE have often wondered why good chess players seem always 
well-to-do, but the light has broken in on us at last, and we can 
perceive that nothing can be easier than to give cheques when one is 
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A VERY LOW COMEDIAN INDEED. 
Low Comedian (to lawyer friend ).—“ How a tti 
d’boy? How's the law?” f Miter oot oe Ft 


Lawyer.—“ Business is something awful. Nothing seems to succeed 
now but lying and thieving.” 


Low Comedian,—“ By Jove! then, dear boy, you must be making 
your fortune.” 
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CRIME’S SHIELD. 


Let us say that some Official, or Contractor, or Member of a Pu e—su minal 
; blic Board has committed some crim t taking 
| building—such crime resulting in the murder of schoal children phy om — Bh wa te ad 























“Tell me, who is guilty?” says Justice. Then someoae—the Official, or Contractor, or Member of the Board—steps up and begins, “ Why, ma’am, if you please I can 
’ ’ 


amt tell you———” when he catches the eye of the Law, and dries up affrigbted. 


weal 
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WAYS 
can 
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Then perhaps the pressman, who happens to know something, is about to tell the public who is the guilty party, when he also perceives the eye fixed upon him, and 7,7}! 
shrinks into his shoes, 
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He who covers himself behind that shield may be good and 
true: but that shield strikes damb the denouncer of crime, and crushes the inquirer. 





So poor Justice’s sword is shattered against the Fear of the Law of Libel—Crime’s Shield of Safety. 








\\ 
se 


ee \X SS, 


Ye 
~ 


= cc" a a 


Ni \ 
os AY \ Sie 
Wha Ni 


us NIN 
\ \ 
N 


\w 


MNS NA 
| 


| \ 


NN | “ 
iD, 


ii \ aN : 
wy ih 


~ 


= 


SY 


s 
>Ast x. wenarwe ™=> 


man STS 


~ Ses? 
SS 


ww 











a fens —eeT 


peer aes SS 


Hy ~ x 


SAR 
NS bi b . 


me 


RSS S 
AAV. S\N 


ASRS SS 


Mee a A ue NY 
oSQy \ nN 


Ne “NAM: 


SI: 


see Se 














NN. i 
. AN Me os 


AN 


\\| 








266 FUN. 





DECEMBER 18, 1889 













































































CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


VIOLENCE I8 EVERYTHING. 


Inquirer, Good day, Mr. Agitator. I have called upon you 
scause I would hear the whole bitter truth, being truly grieved as 
well as surprised by the 
terrible picture set forth 
in your speeches. 

AGITATOR. Terrible 
picture?—I don’t alto- 
gether underst——. 

Ing. Yes ; in your able 
addresses to the strikers. 
I am grieved to find that 
there exists such an un- 
expected amount of 
drunkenness. 

AGIT. Among the 
strikers ? 

Ing. By no means. I 
glean from your eloquent 
harangues that strikers 
and Unionists must be 
total abstainers to a 
man, beings, in fact, who 
have never even seen a 
lass of intoxicant, and who have never heard the word “ beer,” let 
lone “gin”; and this in addition to being, in a general way, a 
pecies of angels, lamblike, noble, generous, moderate, handsome, 
ccom plished, and all the other desirable things. No, I was speaking 
bf the amount of drunkenness among those who are not Unionist 
trikers. Now, for instance, there are the employers——. 

AGIT. Drank, sir,toaman! Drunken and profligate ruffians, with 
angs—blood-stained fangs—for teeth. Why, sir, I know of one 
mployer who is actually attempting to make a profit out of the 
apital invested in his business, instead of giving all the profits on his 
bapital, and the capital itself, and a bonus for accepting it, and in- 
erest on the bonus, to his workmen. Why, sir, that employer's 
lways drunk—all day and all night! 

INQ. I am grieved to hear this! And now, as to the Companies— 
he Gas Companies, for instance ? 

AGiT. Companies! Drunk, sir! From the chairman and directors, 
hrough the secretary and engineer, to the youngest of the share- 
bolders—all drunken and profligate tyrants, sucking the gore of the 
rushed and crouching working man; of course, I speak of the 
triker : the non-striker is no working man—Ae doesn’t work. He, 
ir, is a loafing and lubbering, black-hearted and loathesome reptile, 
o whom a day's work would be—— 

Ing. Eh? But I fancied, from your speech, that their doing work 
as what you complained of ! 

AGIT, So it is,sir. Drunken scum, sir; that’s what they are! A set 
pf drunken, intoxicated, inebriated, tipsy, fuddled, gin-bibbing—ah ! 

loafing, lazy—ah! busybodies. Why, sir,do you happen to know 
how the employers contrive to get them into the works ? 

Ing. No; I trust not by any 

AGIT. Make ‘em drunk, sir—dead drunk! And when they’ve made 
2m drunk, the drunken rascals make ‘em sign the contract 

Inc. Which drunken rascals ” 

AGit. Why, the employers, of course! Didn’t I tell you the 
mployers got dead drunk and got the men to sign ? 

INQ. But surely, under such circumstances as you describe, any 

police magistrate—— 
AGIT. What? Police 
mag-——! Why, the 
\ police magistrates are all 
drunk, sir—brutal and 
cringing drunkards, who 
hate the working man. 
Don’t they wear black 
coate, sir? and isn't that 
sufficient proof that 
they're all drunkards ” 

InQ. And about the 
press ? 

AGIT. The press? 
Why, sir, part of the 
P decent part— 
staunchly uphold the 
cause of the son of toil 
: (a synonym for the 
riker who contributes to my emoluments), But another part of 
he press—the drunken part—basely back up the brutal and drunken 
mployers in their heathenish and grisly attempt to stamp out the 
fe-blood of the miserable and ensls ved striker. Why, sir, haven’t 

















you ever observed drunken and degraded wretches reeling along Fleet 
Street ? 

Inq, Well, I may have seen such a sight before now. 

AGIT. Very well. There you are, you corroborate me. Those drunken 
wretches are the editors, journalists, printers, office boys, proprietors, 
and readers uf those base and bloodthirsty rags of newspapers which 
back up the revolting, bestial and drunken employers ! 

Ing. Dear me, this is very sad! And now, may I ask what view 
the clergy take of the strike question? 

AGIT. The clergy are divided, sir, divided into two sections—the 
sterling, honest, worthy, right minded section (who advocate the cause 
of oppressed labour), and the drunken and bestial section, the toadies 
of the bloated and blood-begrimed employer. Why, there are three 
bishops—hopeless drunkards every one of them—who make a point 
of raising their fetid and grog-laden voices in defence of the unholy 
employer, sir—the drunken and dastardly oppressor of the laborious 

r. 
Inq. And what attitude, now, do our politicians maintain with. 
regard to the question ? 

AGIT. Why, sir, the humane, and enlightened section of them, by 
which, of course, I mean the Socialists, loathe and would destroy the 
foul and perjured employer. 

Ing. And those of other views? 

AGIT. Are drunk, sir—dead drunk! 

Ing. And about that portion of the public who do not hold with 
your way of making a livelihood ? 

AGIT. Drunk! 

Ing. And everybody else that disagrees with you ? 

AGIT. Habitual drunkards, sir ! 

Ing. Iam much shocked and saddened to find the use of intoxi- 
cating liquors so painfully on the increase. 








ENIOKNAOKS,. 


It is stated by a contemporary that Kent is by far the largest hop 
producer this year. {[t may be so, but we should have given the 
preference to the piano or violin. 


IT is stated that next Session the Conservatives will bring forward 
a measure for taxing bicycles and tricycles. This is only acting up 
to’their ancient traditions, for they have always been the enemies of 


progress. 


“Por Larranager cigars,” exclaimed Mrs. Nouveau Riche as she 
opened a circular advertisement, “the idea! As if Mr. R. wanted 
por cigars! He never smokes but the very dearest he can buy.” 


Way is the promoter of the Brazilian revolution like a fellow who 
is looking for his sweetheart ?—Because he is a fon’ seeker (Fonseca). 
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AND DIDN'T PA CATCH IT? 
Tommy.—“ Gran'ma, aren’t you going into-the kitchen? They’re 
making such a jolly lot of mince pies.” : 
Tommy's maternal grandmother.—*1, my dear? Bless my soul, 
no! Your mamma and cook will see to them.” 
Tummy.—‘‘ Oh, but pa told ma to-day that you wanted to havea : 
finger in every pie.” 
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THE RAILWAY PORTER'S (voice from the background).—“ Peg 
away, Joe, never mind a bit of sleepiness ; you'll be able to get to 
bed mext week.” 


i 








begins. Here’s your Ulster. 


THE “PROFBSSIONAL’S.” (Baby Vere, log.)—There, rehearsal's over for to-day ; 
pull yeurself together, Maudie, there’s just time fora cup o’ tea before to-morrow 


THE POSTMAN’S.—A week's delivery 
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THE Comic ARTIST’S.—Everybody wanting every] 


all in one, thing at once. 
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THE COOK’s,—* An’ a werry nice little ‘oliday it is!” 








Nobody Knows Quite Everything. 

WHAT aquatic animal is suggested by Mr. Barnum’s christian 
name /—the shark ; owing to the fin-he-has ! 

Why do some kind of seeds resemble soldiers ?—Because they are 
drill’d to shoot. 

Why is the Atlantic like the ‘British flag?—Because it is always 
ware-ing ! 

When is a well furnished house like pastry ?—When it is in apple- 
pie order. 

Why is a dairyman in a heavenly position ’—Because he is in the 
milky way. 

Why should Zola be regarded as a moral. author ?—Because he is 
always writing (righting) something that is wrong. 








“ How frightful,” and he sighed deeply, “ must the life be of the 
African explorer. Alone in the dense forest, surrounded by those 
who may at any moment turn treacherously upon him. No friends, 
no food, no water, no——” “But no water rates,” was the brutal 
answer, “no income tax, no Queen’s—— Oh, think of that! If 
the explorer does have to take his nightly rest in the dismal swamp, 
there is no wife in curl papers to curtain lecture him, although there 
may be a lioness round the corner; there is no mother-in-law, even if 
there be a crocodile a yard or so off ; there is no latchkey to worry one 
before finding the lock. The beautiful equipoise in Nature is really 
marvellous.” 





THE IRON Boom.—The cannon’s roar. 


(Ex)streams Meet. 


THE Lower Austrian scheme for constructing a canal between the 
Oder and the Danube will probably be carried out—the government 
having been recommended to make canal-lowance towards expenses. 
We should have thought there was quite enough odour in the Danube 
already. Any addition to it would certainly foster in us a very active 
desire to be “ carried out” ourselvea Traders on both rivers, how- 
ever, regard the proposed cut direct with considerable favour, and 
look to see a stream of gold passing through the canal and over- 
flowing their banks, 


———— ————— 


THE punctuation point oftenest mentioned by a vain and talkative 
engine stoker is—* See me Coal on!” 
~ _ — —S 


x -~ ———— 


ost Free 1/2, 


JUST OUT. Price One Shilling. 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1890. 


FULL OF HUMOROUS STORIES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 
Pronounced by the Press to be the best Annual of the Year. 
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ALWAYS SO PERPLEXING! 

He (and he really meant all he said).—“ I assure you I'll do my best to make youa 
good husband.” 

She (in the agitation of the moment, perhaps, forgetting that “the woman who hesitates 
is lost”),—“ Oh !—I've no doubt your intention is excellent ; but good husbands are 
not easily made, If you could assure me—you had—ever before made one——” 
[NoTE.—As he could not conscientiously give her the suggested assurance, she finally 
consented to marry him on the customary terms, that is to say, on speculation. 








—————EEE 








Court Carols.—No. 10. 
STARVED AND STRICKEN. 


[The secretary of a Children’s Food Fund recently applied 
for a donation from the police court poor box in aid of a move- 
ment for feeding 6,000 starving Board School children in the 
district. ——A “ father” was charged with beating and kicking 
his sickly little daughter black and blue. The woman with 
whom he cohabited, however, taught her to pray.] 

HAVE you seen these little scholars, O, my readers, 

As upon the streets they’re cast ? 

For the merest crust these mites are silent pleaders, 

For they’ve broken not their fast. 

While some over-fed folk look on food with loathing, 

With famishing these bairns are pinched and blue, 
No food have they, nor hardly any clothing, 

Yet they must attend at school whate’er they do! 
Here are six thousand little ones, O readers, 

And more in other parts, [ pleaders, 
Being “crammed,” but not with food—poor, tiny 

Who will help to cheer their hearts? 


Shall these thousands of poor innocents, my brothers, 
Faint, famished, day by day ? [ smothers,— 
While Routine their evry childlike feeling 
Shall these wee hearts waste away ? 
We know that they, at anyrate, are warmer _[ fall, 
When in school—though they at their tasks may 
This state of things needs sadly some reformer, 
But what of mites tvo young to go at all? 
From poor homes—say, rather, pig-sties,—O my 
brothers, 
Come these bairns who starve and brood, 
Some with parents harsh, and most with suffering 
mothers, 
Let us help these mites to food ! 





Just one little moment longer, O my brothers, 
Here—all manhood to disgrace— 

Is a child, who’s even worse off than the others— 
And, alas! no single case— 

’Twas daily starved and beaten by its—father 
While the woman, whom he chose to call his wife, 

Taught the anguished child to “ pray ”—’twas pious, 

rather, 

While they tried to drive her to the Future Life. 

With stick and strap the child was made to shiver, 
And was hounded forth each day ; 

Yet while her “ father” made her poor flesh quiver, 
His “ woman” made her pray ! 


You'll rejoice that on this “animal,” my brothers, 
The Law some power did wreak, 

He was lightly punished, though, like many others 
Who are cruel to the weak. 
*T was proved the child was tortured to distraction, 
Though the charge his pious paramour denied, 
So a “month” was deemed sufficient for this action, 
While the woman’s safe outside. 

This is one of many cases, O my brother, 
Touching brutes who kick and bash, 

What is it that these cowards mostly smother ?— 
One thing, says FuN—the lash ! 
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‘To everyone | call my friend.”’ And in his walk meandering. foesh ?” 


THE TOASTER. 








“I drink!" exclaimed the cava- He drank to all, he drank to He toasted on, of sense bereft, {| He toasted foes throughout the , Yet was he cheerful all the 


a) ‘is lier, each, | Until he hadn't one friend left, | day, while, (smile, 
; A goodly store of Christmas | Until he wandered in his speech ; And then he muttered, “ Now, | In quite an energetic way, His legs gave way, but not his 
cueer, | Grew predisposed to shout and shupposhe But, ere descended twilight dim, | It wasalightsome thing tosce, 

And junkettings without an end, | sin I drink the health of all m’ His foes had proved too muchfor | Then ev’ning fell—and s0 


him. did he! 
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“THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE,” ETC. 
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“Pax Vobiscum!” 


THE CHRISTMAS BENEDICTION OF THE 
Two FATHERS. 


WE have filled our cups to the brim, we twain, 
To the brim with the rich red wine, 

For the beautiful season is here again 
When, beneficent, bland, benign, 

Two grey, grey fathers their powers unite 
To do battle with Trouble and Care, 

And two old, old faces beam warm and bright, 
Since perennial youth is there ! 

When two true, true hearts—beating here 

“as one” — 

Scatter benisons wide o’er earth, 

And from Father Christmas and Father Fun 
Comes the universe call to mirth ! 


We have filled our cups to the brim, we twain, 
And we drink to the sear and old ; 
For those hearts, where the finger of Age has 
lain, 
Ever first in our hearts we hold. 
So we quaff a deep draught of the rich red 
wine, 
Witha wish, O ye old and grey, 
That your eyes witha juvenile fire ae. shine 
Through the juvenile Yule god’s sta 
Here’s trusting your limbs may from Sain be 
free ; 


Here’s wishing you great good cheer ; 
Here’s hoping you'll joy in the young folks’ 
glee ; 
Here's a calm and a glad New Year! 


We have filled our cups to the brim, we twain, 
To the brim with the rich red wine ; 


And to pater and mater a draught we drain 
As they kneel at our yearly shrine. 

Here’s love, here’s love to each kindly soul 
That each year, in the Christmas-tide, 

Relaxes o’er childhood the stern control 
And forbears to reprove and chide. 

Here’s Heaven be kind to the hearts that ne'er 
Can the frolics of Yule condemn ; 

Here’s wishing them oceans of Christmas 

cheer,— 

Here’s a Happy New Year to them! 


We have filled our cups to the brim, we 
twain, 
To the brim with the rich red wine ; 
And our pledge is a pledge to the love-lorn 
swain 
And his damozelle fair and fine. 
Here’s praying that Cupid may sweetly reign 
In the heart of each maid and boy ; 
Here’s a needless wish that they'll ne'er 
refrain 
From the mistletoe’s amorous joy ; 
Here’s hoping true love may oa glide 
And no jealousy-pangs ap 
And that vows that are 
mastide 
May be kept through the glad New Year! 


We have filled our cups to the brim, we 
twain, 
To the veriest brim: for here 
To imbibe not a plenary draught were vain, 
Since we drink to the children dear. 
Here’s hoping your Christmas, young friends, 
may be 
Just as blithe as yourselves desire ; 


e in the Christ- 








Here's limitless larks round the Christmas 
tree, 
And glad games by the Christmas fire. 
Here’s wishing you plenty to drink and eat, 
And a share to poor friends to give, 
And so jolly a Yule that its memory sweet 
Through the Happy New Year may live! 


We are filling our cups to the brim, we 
twain, 
To the brim with the rich red wine, 
Yet we quaff the libation again, again, 
With convivial zest benign, 
For our pledge is a pledge unto all mankind, 
And we trust, with a cordial prayer, 
The ephemeral Father may leave behind. 
A good influence everywhere. 
But one of us twain will be with you here 
When the other’s career is run, 
So through all the Yule and through all the 
Year 
Here’s prescribing you lote of “ Fux” 








“The Oup that Cheers.” 


TEA, as a beverage, becoming ever and ever 
more and more popular, the oe of’ 
Horniman’s “Pure”. Tea 


firm being vastly extended, every “hearth 
and ee Se Ge eee 
lasting value their Tea. Though 
ferences may exist for black or mixed, 
“Pore” will deserve to be considered 
“The Ever-Green Tea.” 
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aa” To CORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, In no ease will they be returned unless 


hy a stamped and dtrected envelope. 
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The Festive Season. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


HERE Christmas is with us once more, 
The same cheery sprite as of yore ; 

We welcome him like a lost brother, 
And, surely, none wants to keep wide of him, 
Though Tr: izedy stands on one side of him, 

Whilst Comedy stands on the other. 
He's older, of course, than before, 

But the same cheery sprite as of yore. 


He brings such sweet thoughts in his train, 
Tis pleasant to see him again : 

No king ever yet was his equal 
In spreading the blessings of charity, 





Or drawing out wholesome hilarity 
And joy, as its natural sequel ; 

He loves to alleviate pain, 

And ‘tis pleasant to see him again. 


To them who good humour commend, 
He seems a particular friend ; 

Fresh frolics he always is after : 
He revels in innocent drollery, 
And gambols, and festive cajolery, 


Or aught that deals kindly in laughter : 


Thus Comedy likes to attend 
On good humour’s particular friend. 


But, oh! beside happy success, 
This life’s full of storm and of stress ; 
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=== POWDER ABSOLUTELY PURE. 


For hunger and sickness and sadness, 
And poverty’s mournful fatalities, 
Take rank ’mid the world’s stern realities, 
And stand cheek by jow] with its gladness: 
Thus Tragedy’s present no less, 
To remind us of storm and of stress, 


Ah, well! ’tis a comforting thing, 

The pleasure that Christmas can bring : 
Then wreathe the white berries ani 

holly, 

Adhere to goodwill with tenacity, 

And strive, to your utmost capacity, 
To make the down-hearted feel jolly. 

Come, Christmas, thou genial king! 

Let us all taste the pleasure you bring. 
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(3) With faked ginger beer, mixed with 
doses of rum, 
A teetotal Jehu was soon over- 
come, 


(4) Now that upto Truth's Toy Show 
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Of their notice the mashers get no 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE VAUDEVILLE (Morning).—The only theatrical event of im- 


portance this last week—oth , the only event for which I received 
Pui &t. lS 
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Prompter—“ Hal COME TO TOWN AGIN, MISS PANTOMIME? HOW WELL 
YOU'RE LOOKING THIS YEAR!” 


an invitation—was Miss Rose’s second attempt—(I speak not by the 
card, as to number, mayhap, but they who know will understand me, 
and they who know not may e’en “ burst in ignorance,” as the Bard 
hath it)}—Mise Rose's second attempt to embody Lady Teazle. I know 
not whether her second was better than her first, but, on the whole 
(hullo! I’m becoming charadious!), I found the clever, but so 
familiar play, associated by memory with so much of what is best in 
the acting craft, somewhat dull. Yet Miss Rose mighty pretty to 
look at in powder and patch and spreading furbelow (and, maybe, 
nearly all she desires) a refined and “ gentle” lady, in the good old 
sense, and interesting and pleasing for the space of some time; but 
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THE PRINCESS'S,—“* MASTER AND MAN” (:nodern version!). 


too solemn (maybe, anxious ’) a Lady Teazle. And why will she not 
speak on the stage even as she speaketh off it, with just the sufficient 
colouring only which is the stage’s due? But all this I say, modified 
by a clear sight of the unmistakable atmosphere of the real actress 
which surrounds the lady. I even fancy, somehow, that it is merely 
her “elocution ” which is wrong—but, then, it is so wefully wrong! 


NopDs AND WINKS.—lIf nothing particular is going on outwardly, 
however, a good deal is going on “ behind the scenes,” as one may 
ew! aptly say. Miss Pantomime has come to town in particularly 
healthy form, and is unpacking and arranging the various killing 
costumes and wonderful surprises with which-she will presently launch 
upon us in all her magnificence. Mr. Augustus Harris has promised 
to excel himself, and Mr. Leslie has promised to excel him, so the 
prospect of excellence is fairly good. I see the latter gentleman has 
been appropriating other people's ideas pretty freely. He announces 
the inclusion in his show of almost every pantomime subject there is, 
well knowing that these subjects belong, by right of user, to the 
pantomime writers of all (previous) time! I suppose we shall have 





to put up with it, though. “ Richard-Henry” has done “ the words,” 
and a lot of clever people have been engaged to do “the deeds,’ 
whick will, no doubt, be doughty. At Good Old Drury, the good old 
company as usual, with powerful aid to their number. 


“ NIAGARA IN LONDON” will put in a nearly irresistible claim to 
notice, with a Fairy Forest of Christmas Trees under the Panorama 
Room, with free prizes for children. Oh,my! This attraction will 
remain until after Christmas, to be displaced thereafter by Dioramic 
Views of America, by M. Philippoteaux.—Two performances on 
Boxing Day and ten days of Christmas-keeping at the Victoria Hall. 
Sobriety (in a strictly unsuggestive sense) recommences on the 
7th of January with a science lecture, and on the 9th ballad con- 
certs take up their usual Thursday sway. 


THE fun begins (passing over with every politeness Miss Norreys’ 
having already opened the ball with her characteristic performance 
of Nan in Gvod for Nothing, the production of Master and 
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THE PRINCE OF WALES’S.—*‘ MAR JAWRY” I! 11 


Man at the Princess’s this very Wednesday, and the opening 
night of A Midsummer Night’s Dream at the Globe, of which 
more anon, this very Thursday) the fun begins at the Avenue 
on Saturday afternoon, when a harlequinade, acted by children, 
will be added tu the child-opera, Zhe Belles of the Village, 
together with several new songs. After that hie we to Madame 
Tussaud’s to see our friend G. A. S, in a wax—figure. Then, rest- 
ing awhile, seek we the Avenue once more in the evening, there 
to renew a child acquaintance, Zhe Mield of the Cloth of Gold in 
modern guise. Strange to see, by the way, that a contemporary 
accredits M. Marius, Mr. Harry Cox, and Miss Lottie Venne with 
appearing in prominent parts in the original cast, which, indeed. 
they did not, not being in the cast at all. They appeared in a 


VIRTUE 45 ITS OWN 


\ WAR SiR; 
Ya. RE D, 
Ll La oh , | ASK NO 















a on *) 

Ye > ( 

, Pa MORE 
Kp) = i 
~~ fi s ) Cc y 
NSS S) nls 











THE HAYMARKET.—“ GOOD, FOR NOTHING.” 


revival of the piece, I believe, but in what parts I cannot call to 
mind—maybe in those originally sustained by Messrs. James and 
Thorne and Miss Lydia Thompson, whose loose long hair inspired 
admiration and doubts, NESTOR. 
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“THE STRONG MAN BOOM.” 
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| MasreR TOMMY EMULATES SANDOW” WITH THE ASSISTANCE OF THE TWINS 





IN CROER TOPE tn THE FAS!ION 


“ SLIM’ GOES IN FOR MUSCULAR DEVELEPMENT SPRIGCINS KNOWS A TRICK Worm 


TWO OF THAT OR KIS TAILOR DOES” 
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Mud-Bound. 


A STARTLING STORY OF THE STRAND. 


O, LIST to a story, a story of danger, 
That happened this week to a person you know, 
To a quaint, quizzy quipster, to dulness a stranger,— 
Who every Wednesday doth make your hearts glow. 
He started out walking from westward to Fleet Street, 
From his palace to office a journey he’d planned ; 
But as he sped onward in search of that sweet street, 
He vanished—from view in the midst of the Strand ! 


His “office” grew anxious, contributors trembled, 
Sub-editors shrank in a fit of alarm ! 
Had this Personage merely in mirth but dissembled, 
Or had he (good graciousness !) met with some harm? _ 
Had the Tories kidnapped him—(he’d oft set them squirming), 
Or had he been drugged by some “ wait”’-ers wild band? 
Still, we hoped on, till one chilled our hearts by affirming 
He must have been lost in the mud of the Strand ! 


A search party for FUN (he it was, let us own it, 
Whose strange disappearance had made us despair) 
Was formed in a twinkling (ah! could we postpone it— 
For how could men work if their FUN were not there?) 
Yes, defying all dangers, these daring explorers 
Went off in a body and searched hand-in-hand ; 
And at length those devoted and brave FUN adorers 
Discovered him deep in the mud of the Strand. 


After arduous labour with pick-axe, and so forth, 

They dug out their chieftain more dead than alive, 
And by help of restoratives helped him to go forth, _ 

His Yuletide and New Year's “ good things” to contrive. 
But what an escape you have had, readers gentle, 

You might have lost FuN, the bold, blithesome, and bland, 
And all through his slipping (‘twas quite accidental), 

And sinking down, down in the mud of the Strand! 


Fd 


THE Annual Conference of the National Union of Conservative 
Associations was lately held at Nottingham—a most appropriate place 
for the doctrine of lacey~faire. 





ELL 


En femsriam, 
ROBERT BROWNING, 
Born 1812. Died December 12th, 1889. 


BARD of man’s love and of man’s best hope, poet of faith the broadest 


and best, 


What need for elegiacs, funeral-hued, now thou, cheery teacher, art 


laid to rest. 


Unmoved by taunt and unworthy sneer, thou didst bravely fight the 


battle of song ; 


And thy words were life to the doubting and weak, and death to the 


worker of fraud and wrong. 


And now, after nearly sixty years of stirring and deathless work, he 


rests, 


Calm is that fearless yet tender soul that. ever obeyed pure Truth’s 


behests, 


He rests in peace, like her he loved, the poet-wife whom he held so 


dear— 
The sufferer who in earlier life with joyous words he strove to cheer. 
So wheeaene weep now he lies asleep, his manly heart now calm and 
still ! 
His verse iron-cast, which for aye will last, bids Man be resigned to 
; God's good will. 
No puling pessimist, full of sneers, was the poet for whom Life's flag 
_ is furled ; 
With hopeful heart for the Better Part, he said, “God's in His 
Heaven, all's right with the world!” * 


* See “ Pippa Pasws.” 





BARNUM'S exhortation to those who can’t afford to either cab, "bus, 
or train it to his show.—O limp here. 






y/ Vif yy 
Vi ji 


a4, ¢. j : Ane - 
YL ax 

, ' 

\% 


Wi lees 7) My 
f a ee! | 7 /, 

2 i hy ty best if j 
a : ¥! 4} Ty Yi f 


: ) 
Rt 


: | 77 
Di \i7 
} ; / 











Lh 
/ '@. 
9, 














= 


y | 


NY \ 
4 AN 











SUPERABUNDANT REASONING. 

Sister Ann.—“Come and help me put up the holly and misletoe, 
Bertie.” 

Brother Bertie.—“ Can't. Got this puppy to mind.” 

Sister Ann.— “Oh! he'll mind himself very well.” 

Brother Bertie.—* Ah! you don’t know what it is to mind a 
puppy ; for I’ve heard you say you ‘don’t mind’ Cousin Ted when he 
comes hanging about you, and papa says he’s a young puppy, if ever 
there was one.” 
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The Major, the Maiden, and the Muffin Man. 


BEHOLD, O gentle readers all, your humble servant, Major Prongs, 
To whom, there’s scarcely any doubt, a largish appetite belongs. 
(His greedy look and figure 
° stout 
Combine to bear this statement 
out.) 


Content was Prongs to live alone, 
until he reached that time of life 
When ev’ry man with decent views 

begins to rummage for a wife. 
(When man has proved the sum 
called “‘ town”’ 
It’s right that he should settle 
down.) 











Well, Major Prongs, though keenly 
bent on reaching th’ hymeneal 














\ goal, 
All helpless stood before one want— 
\N 8 that same, a sympathetic soul— 
\ A marriageable girl, that is, 





Who had an appetite like his. 


“;* 
‘ 


In countries near and countries far, 
in France and Germany and Spain, 
He searched for such a girl as this, but searched for what he sought 
in vain. 
(It must have been by merest chance 
He did not pick her up in France.) 


At last, disheartened with his luck, and weary to 
the last degree, 
He hurried back to this abode, arriving just in 
time for tea. 
(The Grand Hotel, Apartment 6., 
Was Major Prong’s town address.) 


With lightning haste he sat him down his tea and 
muffins to destroy— 
When all at once he left his chair, and jumped 
around the room for joy. 
Our worthy friend, the truth to tell, 
Had heard the Monday muffin bell. 


“ Right glad am I that man has come ; of muffins 
I've but twenty score. 
I'll call the rascal here at once; I want at least 
four hundred more.” 
And in two shakes, or even less, 
That man stood in Apartment 8. 





“Ha, ha! that’s good,” the Major cried, as greedily the muffins fine 
He took from out the baker's tray. ‘“ There’s not an appetite like 
mine, 


I'll bet you fifty pounds to five, 
On any human thing alive.” 


“If maidens young is human 
things,” the muffin man made 
quick reply, 

“T’ll be so bold, good Major 
Prongs, to take your blooming 
bet. And why? 

Because I serve a lady who 
Is quite as ravenous as you.” 


“If what you say is gospel truth, 
O muffin man,” said Major P., 
“I beg you'll bear me off at once 

to where that maiden I’ may 
“ Delighted, Major Prongs. 
I'm quite 
Prepared to take you there 
to-night.” 


That night, according to his word, 
the muffin man took Major 
Prongs 

(To whom, you'll please to bear in mind, a largish appetite belongs), 

To such a lady as we limn, 
Who had an appetite like him. 

_— maiden,” Major Prongs began, “ my friend here, in the muffin 

ine, 








Has given me to understand you have an appetite like mine. 
Inform me, lovely creature, do, 
If what my friend has said be true.” 


“ My pretty sir,” returned the maid, “if you can eat from morn till 
night, ‘ 
And then from night till morn again, it’s more than probable he’s 
right. 
Should this, howe’er, be not the case, 
Your friend's remark is out of place.” 


These words upon the Major had the most astonishing effect. 
He walked up to the girl at once, and claimed her for his bride 


elect. 
And she, who had no other flame, 
Soon Mrs. Major Prongs became. 
* * % * * * 
Now, what this rhyme is all about, or, rather, what it’s meant to 
show, 


Is something, we are bound to say, the opposite of clear. Although 
The reader this is sure to strike: 
They both had appetites alike. 








Our Strikingly Wonderful Year! 


WELL, supposing the gasmen, and the dock labourers, and all the 
rest of ’em keep striking, what then of that? We’re always striking.” 

“And, pray, whom may you be?” said Mr, Time, as he leisurely 
scratched his nose with the tip of his scythe. 

“ We're the Hours, of course, and we're always striking. He, he! 
not so bad that, old man.” 

The old sand glass bustler turned perfectly pea green, with yellow 
spots for rage. 

“ This is too much,” he said, as he wiped off the tear that trickled 
on his grey eyelid. 

“It is quite natural that everyone should strike.” This was re- 
marked by one of the very youngest hours, Mr. Two o’clock, who had 
an eyeglass screwed in his eye, and a somewhat loud odour of brandy 
and soda about him. 

“Everybody wants something better than he’s got already. For 
instance, why does a man get married?” 

** Because he’s half a lunatic, and wants a “ better half,” said Mr. 
Time, half proud, yet half ashamed of himself at the same. time. 

: “ And when a man’s up to his neck in a sea of troubles what does 
1e do?” 

“Why, strike out in a new line of life—that is, if he’s got the 
pluck to. If-he hasn’t got the pluck to, he can’t keep his head above 
water, ancl goes down.” 

“And when one wants to express that something's exactly as it 
should be, what does one say, eh, Mr. Time ?”’ 

“Why, it’s strikingly natural, of course.” 

“ And when anyone’s thoroughly convinced that such and such a 
thing has really taken place—that his mother-in-law has gone off to 
get married, and never means to come back to England, or Brompton, 
or Kensington again—when he’s told by his little boy that he’s found 
a Cellini gold vase in the dustbin—when he learns that his wife has 
gone and joined the Perpetual Anti-Shopping Association—when 
Brown does pay him back that fiver he borrowed of him five years 
ago, swearing by all that was blue, green, or red that he should have 
it back again next Tuesday at 10.35 punctually, what happens to that 
man when he hears all that sort of thing?” 

Mr. Time shook his head so, that quite a half-dozen flies no longer 
found cover beneath his forelock. 

“ Why, he’s struck all of a heap, of course.” 

“Then it is quite certain,” said the old gentleman, as he put his 
hour glass in his coat pocket and prepared to take his departure, 
“that the world can’t goon any more than the hours can without 
striking or being struck.” 

“And even you, Mr. FuN,” said the smartest of the hours, Mr. 
Two o'clock, “strike us all as being a remarkably good comic weekly.” 

This was as much or more than Mr. FuN could stand. So he 
“upped ” with his bamboo and struck that young gentleman a most 
awful oner on the hat, 


From Behind a Cigar. 


bg is heavy rain like a confirmed drunkard !_—Because it is a 
soaker. 
Of what liquor is gusty weather suggestive ?— Whisky. 
Why is a good man’s evening rest like ice /—Because it is slippery. 
When is an editor most likely to have cold feet ’—When his circu- 
lation has an upward tendency. 
Why is a railway train like fortune’—Because it has its ups and 
downs. 
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“FUN’S” COMPLETE GUIDE TO COOKERY AND CARVING. 
THE TuRKtY—How To SELECT, CooK AND CARVE. 
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Crackers ! 


Not the least powerful of the agents for creating mirth and hilarity 
at the festive season are crackers, and not the least noteworthy 
amongst the laughter provoking crackers are those supplied by 


Cremer, junior. 


Warranted to raise a smile in adult and in juvenile. 





WRAT is the difference between an ap 
in its sheath ?—One’s a case in point, a 


D'y’see ? 


t illustration and a bayonet 


the other's a point in case. 





A Parr or SpEcTACLES.—The Empire and Alhambra ballets. 
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THE ROAD TO PUBLIC SYMPATHY. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


(“In the forthcoming Strand Improvements it is proposed that the London 
County Council should adopt the American ‘Betterment’ plan, by which the 
authorities take the whole amount of any improvement in the value of the 
adjoining property.”"—See Newspaper—which may be wrong about it.) 

InGENUOUS ONE. Why, Mr. Shopkeeper, you are indeed favoured 
of Fortune! If I mistake not, your establishment is situate in one 
of the finest busi- 
ness thorough- 
fares in the 
metropolis. 
Allow me to con- 
gratulate you. 

TRADESMAN. 
Humph ! 

oe. Why, 
goodness me! 
your emporium 
will be so 
crowded with 
customers, in 
this busy artery 
of commerce, 
that you will 
require a high 
pressure steam 
engine to deal 
out the _ pur- 
chases to them. 
Why, even now, as I speak, do I not perceive, at the end of the 
street, an eager crowd approaching to patronize—— ? 

TRAD. Phaugh ! 

[. O, You observed ? 

TRAD. Wah! Yah! Piff! Better have another look at ’em! 

I, O, Ah—I perceive, as they approach, that they are not exactly 
—that they are labourers, coming, doubtless, to purchase 

TRAD. Ugh! Look again. 

I, O. I will. I perceive that I was mistaken. They have come to 
effect some improvements in the thoroughfare. 

TRAD. Pooh! 

I, O, Well, I will say to take the pavement up. 


. . * * * . 


I. O. You appear to be very lonely here, Mr. Tradesman? With 
heartrending difficulty I have managed to scramble over the street 
improvements of this finest business thoroughfare in London to get 
to you. I suppose your customers—— ’ 

TRaD. “ Cus—custom—cus-tom-ers!" Yes, yes; the word brings 
to my mind sweet, vague, far off recollections of pleasant objects. 
Ah, I remember now. A “customer” is a person who buys things. 
Ah, me! 1 had customers once. Yes, that was long ago, before they 
took the pavement up. Tell me—are those customers still in the 
world, at the other side of the street improvements? 

* * o * * 7 

[. O. Once more, after wild and hideous wading through seas of 
mire, I have reached ye, O Tradesman. Let your bosom rejoice, for 
the workmen have gone, and the improvements are ended. They 
have, indeed, improved the pavement! Where once were flagstones, 
now is unfathomed swamp 
and bottomless quagmire. I 
fear your customers—— 

TRAD. What arethey? I 
have not heard of them. 

- * * 

TRAD. Is this the office of 
the Local Sewerage Council? 
Yes. Then I have obtained 
an hour's leave from the 
workhouse to come and ask 
compensation for the ruin of 
my business by street im- 
provements, 

L. 8. C. Street improve- 
ments? Oh, we have no 
responsibility in this matter. 
It is the business of the Com- 
missioners of Corporation. 

* * * 

TRAD. Speak—are ye the Commissioners of Corporation ? 

C. or C. Weare. What would ye? 

TRAD. I have come to ask that the ruin of my business by the 
street improvements—— 

_C, ov C, Oh, that is not our affair, but that of the Metropolitan 
County Council of Works. 

















M. C. C. or W. Nay, we have, indeed, no liability here. Ye 
must seek compensation of the Local County Woods and Forests 
Board. 

L. C. W. F. B. Nay; get thee hence! ’Tis not for us to compensate 


thee. 
TRAD. Whose, then, the responsibility ? 
ALL THE BoaRDs IN CHORUS. We cannot tell; we know not! 


+ . o . + 7 


I. 0. Why, Mr. Shopkeeper, here's indeed a blessed change! 
They have widened and improved the thoroughfare until your pre- 
mises are doubled in value! And here comes one, doubtless to offer 
you uriheard-of sums for the improved premises. 

L. C.C. NotI! I come to claim the extra value due to improve- 
ments, so hand it over, Sir Tradesman. 

TRAD. But, seeing that when the authorities did keep the thorough- 
fare impassable I did lose, and had no compensation, surely now ‘tis 
I should reap the benefit of the tardy improvement? 

L. C. C. Nay, not so. 

TRAD. But, see you, since none know which Board should bear the 
responsibility for the past damage, so likewise surely none can know 
which is entitled to profit by the present improvement? 

L. C. C. Oh, that is quite another matter. There is no uncertainty 
now. Hand forth the gold! 

TRAD. But, taking this shop, did I not take the chances of its good 
or evil fortunes? 

L. C. C. Of the evil, indeed—but not the good. 





*. eS 





A Modern Fairy. 
Now this is the season of mirth moving 
pantomime, 
When fairy queens chirrup and ballerines 
twirl ; 








And let me remark the 
above is no phantom 
I’m 

Asked to present of a 
fleet-footed girl. 

No; ’tisn’t a fay FUN 
would here introduce 
to you— 

Tottie Terpsichore all 
the world knows, 
Don’t fancy she couldn't 

say “ Bo! toa goose!” 
—to you ; 
She could—and a good 
many geese are her 
beaux. 


N’importe, to the pure- 
hearted youngsters 
she figureth 

Just as a fairy of sweet 
form and face, 

So what, though to stall 
swells she frequently 
sniggereth 

And is one of the many 
the stage to disgrace? 





New Leaves. 


“In Chains of Fate,” by John Max (Field and Tuer). The story 
of this book, maybe, is ordinary enough, but yet it is extra-ordinary. 


_A profound thinking over serious subjects, and a searching for light 


to be thrown upon truth pervades its pages. —“ Hazel’s Annual,” 
edited by E. D. Price, F.G.S. (Hazel, Watson, and Viney). Scarcely 
any amount of perplexity, doubt, or difficulty, but may be solved or 
removed by inquiry within its profuse pages, for they seem to con- 
tain nearly all about almost everything and everybody. It is well 
worthy of its “ Price.” 

In the Christmas number of the Reformatory and Refuge Journal, 
under the title of “ That which was Lost,” much will be found to stir 
the sympathies of the benevolent. 

In the way of Christmas cards, Messrs. John Walker & Co.'s 
novelties are both neat and tasteful. Some simple ornamental 
designs and etchings of interesting subjects do duty in various forms, 
sizes and surroundings, all new and nice. —The excellent Diaries 
issaed by Charles Letts & Co., containing, as they do, nearly 130 
distinct varieties, are, it may be believed, suitable for every possible 
purpose to which they could be put. 














DECEMBER 25, 1889. 





























= SSe =. 
NOT SILVERSIDE, BUT SILVER PIECES. 

Lady of House (who is making Christmas puddings).—*“ Do you 
think that your master could let me have a few threepenny pieces?” 
Butcher Boy.—* Well, marm, I don’t think he can. We don’t sell 
any pieces under sixpence a pound.” 





$e ——_-—_-—— 


Cesar’s (Latest) Commentaries. 

CONSPICUOULY intelligent little boy resolve me how a stern father 
can be the stem of a family. 

Poets talk of the “silent snow”; what about snow ba(w)lling ” 

What becomes of the man who is lost in a fog at night ?—Is he 
mist next morning? 

How do actors contrive to keep body and soul together ; constantly 
going to pieces as they are? 

Comic writers are often grave persons, but even tragic dramatists 
are invariably play-ful. 

Confession is good for the soul, but there are several other things 
which are better for chilblains on the heel. 














Coalie called over the Coals. 


THE coal-seller sings like a linnet or lark 
As he thinks of the fortune he'll make ; 

And, for tricks that are tricky and ways that are dark, 
Oh! the coal-seller taketh the cake ! 

The coal-seller’s clever at cadgerdemain, 
The coal-seller’s learnt the “ black art” ; 

On the coal-seller's face there is many a dark stain, 
There are more on the coal-seller’s heart ! 

Though contented and calm is the coal-seller’s soul, 
He is nowise a righteousness-doer, 

For the coal-seller selleth short weight in his coal, 
And the coal-seller “selleth” the poor ! 


The coal-burner thirsts for the coal-seller’s “ bleed,” 
And the coal-burner howls in his woe, 

For the coal-burner sees the phenomenal speed 
With which ever his coal-heap gets low. 

The coal-burners’ coal at full value is bought, 
And he knows that of coal he's bereft, 

But the coal-burner’s knowledge availeth him naught 
Since he cannot give proof of the theft. 

The coal-burner maketh his impotent moan 
By his paltry and pitiful fire ; . 

For the coal-burner burneth ten pounds to the stone 
And the coal-burner burneth with ire ! 


The coal-heaver's tricks have at last been disclosed 
And the coal-heaver’s bosom is sore, 

All the coal-heaver’s dodges are fully exposed 
And the coal-heaver's harvest is o’er. 

The coal-heaver's caught at his infamous game 
And to court is the coal-heaver heaved ; 

And the coal-heaver's face is empurpled with shame 
And his purse of its profit relieved. 

The coal-heaver singeth no more as of yore, 
But the coal-heaver pipeth his eye, 

For the coal-heaver heaveth full weight to my door 
And the coal-heaver heaveth a sigh ! 





People we Have not Met. 


THE bride who gave herself away. 

The magistrate who couldn’t parse a sentence. 

The barber who cut his heirs off with a shilling. 

The sailor who would drink any port in a storm. 

The clerk who was always balancing his books to keep his accounts 
straight. 

The dancer who was never caught tripping. 

The gas stoker who made the retort courteous. 

The counsel who got a witness in the box without trying to shut 
him up in it. 

The dentist who only drew stumps at seven o'clock. 





THE Best “ BRED” JOURNALISTS.—The staff of “ Life.” 








THAT ONE-HORSE 
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1. “Surely that's Elsie of the Com. hailing that bus,” said Jones. 





2. They have a friendly chat inside that "bus. 





3. “ Fares, please. 
(PS.—They had sat just under the aperture through which the driver collects the fares 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 45. 








Wh 
Here he is, calling on a friend who has a bad cold, and telling him 


that “a cold is a beastly nuisance, of course, but nothing to make a 
great fuss about.” 
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And this is he with a cold of his own, explaining to the same friend 
that a cold in the head is the most disagreeable, painful and danger- 
ous malady under the sun. 








**But I Boom on for Ever.” 


{[Mr. Robert Buchanan publishes in a contemporary a lengthy and grandiose refu- 
tation of Mr. Gladstone's argument that the marriage contract is eternal. ]} 


YE Knights of the Quill, who are ever with mad 
Cacoéthes scribendi tormented ; 
Ye Quixotes, who yearn to see every fond fad 
Of your brains to the public presented ;— 
Arise, and to work! A new quarry at last 
Has been roused by the Thrilligraph Journal, 
And all your attention pro tem. must be cast 
On the question, “1s Marriage Eternal ?” 
So gird ye your armour and at it ye go! 
Billy Gladstone says “ Yes” and Buchanan says “ No” ! 





Let your brains with their spiciest rhapsodies teem 
As ye catch the exciting zymosis, 

For Robert declares that when Love is one’s theme 
One should soar to an apotheosis ! 

Remember, ye’re not carried on to the fray 
By a tribe of unknown “ Constant Readers” ; 

The fight must be fought in your doughtiest way 
When two men of renown are your leaders. 

For Gladstone says * Yes” and Buchanan says “ No”; 

So assume your best style as to battle ye go! 


’Tis a delicate issue which now you must try 
In the Thrilligraph's troubled arena,— 
To wit, “Is it meet that the conjugal tie 
Be a tie both in Earth and Pomena?” 
And o'er our matutinal Mocha we mean 
The discussion right closely to follow ; 
For, fruitful in “ booms ” as the Thrilligraph’s been, 
Here is one that should lick them all hollow! 
And doubtless there’s much to be said con. and pro, 
When Bill Gladstone cries “ Yes” and Buchanan cries “ No.” 


oe —— 


Thumbnail Notes of Conversation. 


How much trouble a little ugliness spares some women. 

“ During your travels abroad, my dear Mrs. Nettletop, what most 
struck you?" ‘ My brute of a husband, my dear Mrs. Stillwater.” 

He possessed, of his own, about as much courage as a country 
curate living on thirty pounds a year might “find up” to throw a 
brickbat at a dead lion. 

“It is easy enough to be witty at another fellow’s expense ; but 
try to be sparkling at your own, and see how much it costs you. 

“ Countess, your looks are positively incendiary!” “Are you 
afraid I shall set you on fire?” “Well, I think it only right to tell 
yon that I am not insured against extraordinary risks.” 

“ How is your good mother?” “I hav'n’t got a mother, and when 
I had she wasn’t a good one.” “Ah! sorry to hear that; but never 
give way to despair, my dear fellow—you may do better another 

ime. 














| 
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The Victoria Gallery, Regent Street. 


THIS New Art Gallery is altogether so interesting and s0 novel in 
the decorations as well as the arrangement of its contents, that it 
cannot fail to attract the public. There is a large collection of 
humorous and grotesque art, from Hogarth down to the present day. 
The black and white work is so deftly mixed with oil and water 
colours that the effect of the rooms is most pleasing. Amongst the 
most interesting drawings and etchings are a series of works by G. A. 
Sala, which prove beyond doubt that when this gifted gentleman 
laid down the pencil and needle and took to the pen, the world 
gained one of the most brilliant journalists, but it lost a most fertile 
draughtsman. We must call special attention to the works of Dudley 
Hardy, and notably to his portrait of Sarah Bernhardt. » The decora- 
tion of these beautiful galleries. as well as the hanging and general 
arrangement of works, is due to Mr. Herbert Lyndon, with signs of 
valuable aid from Mr. Joseph Grego, than whom no more competent 
man could be found in all things connected with humorous and 
grotesque art. A visit to the gallery gives good change for a 
shilling. 





EASIER SAID THAN DONE! 
Old Gent.—* Oh, it’s all right ! I met your master an hour ago, and 
he gave me verbal permission to fish all down the stream.” 


Aeeper.—“ Yezzer. I wouldn’t deny anythin’ as you said, zir, but 
I must arst you to show me that there permission.” 
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A STORY OF INGRATITUDE. 


























(1) Miss Hardbake and Julius Cwsar start for a constitutional. (2) A breeze springs up, which is trying to the dignity of both. (3) And at last Miss H.'s hat blows 
away, and so does Julius Cesar. (4) But kindly help is not wanting. (5) Still, when gallant ’Arry returned the truant hat and the deceased J. C., in his “most politest 


manner,” Miss H.'s manner was neitlier grateful nor kind. 








Tr 


KNIOKNAOKS. 
Sprogs.—“ What is it that is usually sold at mock auctions?” 
Bloggs.—" The buyers, most frequently.” 


AT a fire at a baker’s shop in Birmingham, the firemen had to 
work up to their knees in flour and water; one unlucky fellow being 
so deep in the dough that when he was extricated he left his boots 
behind him! We have always looked upon the Birmingham Fire 
Brigade as the flour of chivalry, and did not think that they would 
require paste to make them stick to their duty ; and though it cannot 
be denied that they were there in the hour of knead, yet it was a 
bootless job—as far as one of them was concerned, at all events. 


Charlie.—“ Where are you hanging out now, old man ?”’ 
l'red.—“ Oh, we have taken a suite in Victoria Street.” 
Charlie.—“ Oh, you’ve joined the sharpers, have you?” 
Fred.— The sharpers? What do you mean?” . 
Charlie.—“ Why people who live on flats are sharpers, are they not? 


Inquiring Youth (reading paper).—‘‘ The King of Portugal is a 
crack shot.’ What is the meaning of a crack shot, father!” 

Father.—“ A crack shot, my son, is a man who cracks a bottle 
every time he fires at the shooting booths at the fair.” 


Potter.—* I'm going to practise at the Bar.” 
Wheeler.—* The deuce! why I never knew—I never heard ;—when 


were you called?” ; 
Potter.—“ Called? What d'yer mean? I’m going to the gym- 


nasium to have an hour’s practice on the horizontal bar. Will you 
come?” 


YouncG Hardup wishes to know whether Spohr's “ Last Judgment ‘ 
was the one before he was committed, and whether it was not rather 
hard lines to serve him in church, as he understands it took place at 


St. Paul's? 





Notes and Queries. 

WANTED to know whether the next worst thing to being stoned to 
death is being rocked to sleep? 

How many sheets of water lie upon the bed of the ocean ? 

Whether having chaps on their hands isn’t a favourite female 
complaint? 

Whether scavengers live upon bread and scrape ? 

Whether by being in a devil of a hurry a train isn’t often caught 
in the nick of time? 

If the glass falls the weather may be expected to break ” 

How to find out before you singe a bird whether the game is worth 


the candle ? 








WHAT MAY NOT HIS FRIENDS Expect or Him’?—* Three 
cheers and a tiger” were, the other evening, ungrudgingly awarded 
to himself by young Sprouter for his ready-wittedness in referring to 
an accomplished valseuse who had quitted a ball early, “ as charming 


Miss Mizzle-toe.” 





A TovcHine StoryY.—The one in a Begging Letter, 


Vrs 


| JUST OUT. Price One Shilling. Post Free 1/2, 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1890. 


FULL OF HUMOROUS STORIES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 
Pronounced by the Press to be the best Annual of the Year. 








NOW READY. PRICE TWOPENCE. 


FUN ALMANAC For 1890. 


Full of Humorous Pictures and Reading. 








ga”6 6TO OORRESPONDENTS. 


To CORRES . —The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, In ne ease will they be returned unless 
| accompanted by a stamped and dtrected envelope. 
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" Downright'mean! Thats whaS itis eA SF wanté 1 geFe place in London, 
honest burglar worhave a chance!” 


“THE FORCE.” 
The announcement that 1,000 new constables are to be added to the London Police has been received with mixed feelings by the community. 
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Next, Labour’s in the wrong ; 


Christmas, 1889. | 
(SEE CARTOON.) | 


Ou, that these feuds ‘twixt Capital and 
Labour 
Were swiftly brought to cease ! 
So oft they play at “beggaring my neigh- 
bour,” 
That seldom there is peace. 


tracting— 
At it they go, ding-dong. 


Which, 'stablish'd by a strike, 


Though not on both alike. 


Each upon each depends, but sadly brittle 
Their union appears : 

One either asks too much or gives too little, 
And then they're “ by the ears.” 


The latter's pocket, in such situation, 
Needs suffer, not his health ; 


By quarrelling with wealth. 


This time, ‘tis Capital seems too exacting ; 


Some word is pass’d that there is no re- 


Thus they resort to war, that stern destroyer, 


Falls hard on the employ’d and the employer, 


But humble workers drift towards starvation | 


| 





And many a poor gas stoker now has reason 
To rue a wanton fight, 

That forces him to meet “ the festive season ’ 
In miserable plight. 


b 








Market-rie. 
“THE Copper Market is excited,” 
On many minds this news has jarred, 
But this (to know you'll be delighted) 
Does not refer to Scotland Yard. 


VOLUMES OF SOUND.—Music books. 














AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS 


C. BRANDAUER &C€?s 





Conga 


The Specific for NEURALGIA. 


* Tonga maintains its reputation in the treatment 
of Neuralgia.” —Lancet 

‘Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has proved 
¢ffective in all those cases in which we have pre- 
gcrbed uu. —Medical Press. 


2s. Oc., 40. Gd., & lis. Of all Chemists. 
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Write as smoothly as a ‘ead pencil, neither scratch nor spurt, 
the ;.eints being rounded by a New Process N.B.—A tention Is 
also drawn to their New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” which offers 

\the novel advantage of each ; attern beirg mace in 4 degrees of 
flexibility. Assorted Sample box, of either series, for 7 stamps, 
fromC. BRANUVAUVER & COoO.'S PEN WoRKS, BIRMINGHAM. 
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ABSOLUTELY PURE. 
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Year begins, Valentine's Day 7 March wind | April rain 2 May bloom Summer's here, | 
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Price One Shilling, HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1890. 
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JANUARY cold and bleak, CUPID now would wound our hearts Now the merry MARCH winds blow ; 
Blue of nose and chapped of cheek. With his tinsel bow and darts. All things made before them go— 
See the passers-by collide This youth fain would charm the maid Hats and tiles, and dogs and bricks, 
Madly on the mirthful slide ; With a love-lorn serenade ; Chimney-pots and walking-sticks, 
Broken ribs and damaged knee, But, betraying lack of nous, Gingham gamps from far and near, 
Here’s a hearty English spree ! Howls beneath a different house. Urging on their mad career. 








A HHAVY FALL OF SNOW. 























ANTICIPATION. REALIZATION, RETRIBUTION. a Sh 






r'H1s lady's ease to dissipate, AND here (there’s no disguising it) BuT from adjacent premises 
Is what he does anticipate. You'll find him realizing it. Descends a timely Nemesis. 
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FOR SALE 


10,000 


AVTOMATIC 


ELECTRIC 
MACHINES 











THE PROPERTY OF A 
COMPANY 


Conc ABROAD 
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PROPHETIC NoTE.—On April 19th, 1890, there will be a great run upon | IF three removes areas bad as a fire, how about five courses and dessert / 
the banks—of primroses. | paren 


CLEOPATRA’S SPECIAL TIPPLE.—Early pearl, 











TRUE CouRAGE.—Staying at home on Boxing Day. 








ADVICE (which i t at all likely to be taken) to Strike Demagogues.— WHEN we suggested to our eldest that it would be well if he were to weed 
Shut up a (agitator bec aki ) his circle of acquaintance largely, we didn’t expect him to do it with our 
best regalias | 








_ THERE is not much to choose between nuptial ties and bachelor’s : : 
Suttons—neither are so secure as they might be. THE Golden Number for 1890,—Number one, 
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THE IRONY, OF FATH. | 
TuE gun al host, who is expatiating upon the extreme delicacy of his own palate, is sublimely unconscious of the acute sufferings of his stout guest, a noted gourmet, who has uncon- 
alously swallowe-l a mouthful of the salad into which the Hibernian chef, a lady unfortunately prone to mixing her liquors at inopportune moments, has inadvertently intruduced 


mstor oil, Lacks for himeelf the m'ltary gentlem oa with the eve-glisa “ noses” the ec mpound. 
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= “ — | NOTHING LIKE “SOCIETY.” 





TRUH ' MR. SNOBKINS.—.: am thankful that I've always mixed in the very best of Society. 
IMPs . MISS SHARPUS.— By the way, do you know the Duke of St. Albans ? 
, t MR SNOBKINS The Beau slerk family is not unknown to me ‘ , 
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Now the rainbow month draws nigh— 
APRIL of the changeful sky. 

Jokers bent on harmless spree 

Hail the “ First” with childish glee ; 
But the victims they provoke, 

Often fail to see the joke. 














NEXT comes MAY, the month of flowers, 
Chill east winds and sleety showers. 
Sportive children here are seen 

With their chosen Mayday Queen, 
Driving folks to desperation 
By their squalling celebration. 








LOVE’S LANGUAGE. 
ITs SEASONS. 


SPRING.—( Unmarried.) 
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AND now my secret is unfurl’d— 











My queen! my prize! my geal! 

I love Gon more ioe all the world— 
I do, upon my soul / 

As sure as stars reside above, 
You must become my bride ! 

I could not do without you, ove, 
However much I tried. 


SuMMER.—( Married.) 


How nice it is to be alone! 
What great, what heav'nly bliss! 
To think that you are all my own, 
To love |—and love like this! 
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Do you know, dear, I sometimes think 
That if, by Fate’s decree, 
Our chain of love should lose a link, 
I'd die in seconds three. 


AutuMN.—( Vuch Married.) 
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URCHINS here, devoid of guile, 

Bring—to gain their master’s smile— 
Offerings sweet (as he supposes), 

Suited to the “ month of roses" ; 

But by some untoward disaster 

They're seasoned with the pepper-castor, 


eee meee 


Ahem, my pet! at last you're here— 
That dress looks rather nice ; 

But then, you know, it ought to, dear, 
Considering the price / 

Ah, by the way! I'm thinking, sweet, 
We live a bit too fast ; 

This ball to-night at Curzon Street, 
Will have to be our last, 


WINTER.—( Very much Married.) 
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I wish you'd send that brat away— 
It me, the beast ! 
I think I've told you that to-day 
A dozen times at least, 
And now you've left the door ajar— 
I'll catch my death of cold! i 
Why can’t you shut it sometimes? At® 
ou always to be told ? 
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Fantasie 
on The Tom tom 
by Albert Victor 
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POSUEY SEPTEMBER. 
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7 Now the farmer blythe and gay IN the woodland’s cool retreat, PARTRIDGES are now in trouble 
Seeks the fields to turn his hay ; Sheltered from the AUGUST heat, In the pale SEPTEMBER stubble. 
Braving blizzard, hail and rain, Picnickers in gloom and doubt When you see the birds arise 
'] Sturdily he treads the plain. Peer at leaden skies without. Aim your gun and shut your eyes, 
Thoughts too deep for words arise Thunderstorms, with deafening din, Square your arms and plant your toes, 
When the hay-crop meets his eyes. Drench them to the very skin. Pull the trigger—off she goes ! 
TO ROSALINBE. If either be your choice, you know, 
. I'd ask you for reflection whether 
Now, by my halidome—the rood, You haven’t placed the price too low, 


And ev'ry vow that may be vowed And held ambition in a tether? 


—you ; If you would have your merits, go 
Were born, you fairy, to be wooed For love and riches both together. 
(That destiny must be allowed you). 
*T was in no stinting, niggard mood ——_—_——_—SSo———e 


That Nature with her gifts endowed “ Mseerwron.” ent Mester Johanic 
’ - ’ 


on sagely, ‘ was invented by the Druids ; 

Your graces crown you as a queen, the old boys growed it on the branches 
Though in the humblest garb we con || ° bad apple trees. They didn’t grow 
them ; it on good apple trees ’cos who would 

But when, to grace the “festive scene,” || have made such a fuss about a 
You bring forth Beauty’s arms and parcel of gals in them days when 
don them folks was wiser. It was so all over 

Your charms are dazzling, Rosaline ; the place then, that anybody could 


What is the price you put the kiss anybody else who liked. In con- 
= sikence of the scarcity of mistletoe 





Will tender looks and vows galore, now-a-days, kissing underneath it is 

A gentle voice in which to sigh || thought a great deal too much of, and 

them, that’s spread to that sort of thing 

A heart that’s loyal to the core, general jike. That’s why most girls 
Two ready hands and will to ply || make such a fuss about it. ; 

them, Things which is rare goes up in 

An honest love and nothing more, the market, and people puts a tre- 





Be current coin enough to buy them? || menjous value on them. You wait, 


: ; | all you girls, until some American 
Or must it be with ready cash | Vanderbilt feller takes to growing 








Thatone must lure you into marriage | mistletoe wholesale in the prairies, ‘ 
(And such a method 'twould be rash || and sending it over in ship loads. : 
To superciliously disparage). | You girls wont think such a lot of 
That i. may cut a brilliant dash, yourselves then, you reckon. I'm 
And have your furs and keep a || quite disgusted with all this nop- 


so 


carriage ? sense, that I am | 
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THEATRES AND MUSIO HALLS. 





The action of the 1.0.0, having Chosoaghly purified the stmonphars of “the halls,” impropriety and dulness will fly to the theatres for refuge— 


when something like the following may be expected to occur. 
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MAY '(POLE)' ANDY DECEMBER. 


First Goop Naturep LADY FRIEND.—What an awful exhibition that horrid little old flirt, Mr. Stumpy, makes of himself with Lottie Long. 
SECOND DITTO DITTO DITTO.—Just so; and she’s quite the Eiffel Tower of the exhibition. 
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ro HER RIGHT 
THE HEIGHT OF SWELLDOM. | For Being so Rude, as well as for Trying to Play off ihat Old Joke upon him 


MR. BUMBLESQU EAK—It all very well talking about your Civil Service Stores. / SMART YOUNG LADY (as they take their places).—Now, I have seen the Drury Lane 


don't want'em. My tradesmen are always re ady to serve me with everything. 


SI t to Tenby this summer, I've read 
MR. Quik —f Pantomime, I’ve been to Barnum’s iow, we wen 
, ing bo oer ) r ve jalw ays he ard. ‘lhe 5 ’re always re “ad y to Ferve yo u WwW ith one Besant’s last novel. I’m fc nd of ds anc ing, I’ ve be en out a gocd de al this season, the fl« oor 
° . 
AX , ' : tena , is good, and I don't think much of the b and. Now you can begin conversation. 
- BU MBLESQUEAK -— What's that, sir? MR. QUICKIT.—To serve you with a Writ! p RT NER (rather take renal aback).—A} er ol " yes 2?- er— ulle himself together}— 
here ts a shern wacal ity achich is worse Chan all ” r feeble jocularits i FTOBRRS IMPROVE! } what charming weat r we've } te?) , . 
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ON DIFFERENT KINDS OF ZBAL. 

























WIONESIC 
MAGNO 
(/SLIBERTAS)) 
' HTRATRIAQHE 
M4 MOCCCLAYIG 
CSTD TTT 
There was an M.P. who was very zealous in the interests of influential And the citizens raised a monument to his memory, and wept over 
; and affluent constituents. him as a great man. 
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{nd when you mettiv id him to the representative citizen, who was not a 


citizen shrugged his shoulders, and tapped his forehead, 
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And there Was antl M.! ‘ who Wa foo f- - f rar le # i ior. tne repre sentative , ’ 
zealous in the interests of a class—say our sailors, for ex — ads mien | he ‘“ Wastes the countrys time, too confound it 


: 9 ‘ 
VU as € : : il : : 





+ EE ST: 


a tin ahaa 


a e—penvey seme eres = 
ee Rete ee 











14 





FUN ALMANAC. 
































Rade 


- ee ee ——— 


Here's to you, OCTOBER mellow ! 
Though your leaves be sere and yellew, 
Yet your genial hour we hail, 

For the sake of good old ale. 

May you ne'er be sad or sober ; 

Here's your health in “Old October” ! 





“ow NOVEMBER, dark and drear, 

‘ eils with fog the waning year ; 
But the gay and guileless boy, 
Sports with undiminished joy. 
Cheering lives that else were dark— 
“ Squibs and crackers ! 
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Hark! the skater’s blade keeps time 
To the merry Christmas chime ; 
High above the ice and snow, 
Hangs the mystic mistletoe. 

This youth grabs the nearest scrap, 
Here’sa lark!” And—blest if I can blame the chap! 


CHRISTMAS BOXERY. 


It was the morning after Christmas Day. There is often a good deal of 


mourning after Christmas; particularly with those gentlemen who suffer 


from weak livers. Mr. Jones had Christmased freely, liberally and well. 
He had just got out of bed to see if there was enough water left in the ewer 


for a last temperance drink ; the bottle had long since been exhausted. Mrs. 
Jones said, “Serve you right, James, I hope you feel dreadful. There's 


some comfort in knowing that if you've got a grain of sense left you won't 
be at it again for some time to come.” 

Jones hid his head under the bed clothes. He groaned and shuddered so 
that the brass nob on the iron pillar of the bedstead fell crash on the floor. 

“ And you will have to meet the people about the Christmas boxes.” 

With a faint sigh he turned on his side in a silent agony that couldn’t be 
found in “ Foxe’s Book of Martyrs.” 

He arose from his couch and, half clad, rushed off to the chemist’s to get 
a nerve tonic—* steel and quinine.” 

Then, first came the postman. The postman had already cold-puddinged 
and whiskyed it a dozen times. 

“ Chrishtmash boxsh, shir.” 

The Jones remembered how this man had dropped those particular letters 
which had cheques in ’em down other people’s areas. How, too, he had 
delivered ‘em at other houses, where people found out that he had been 


occasionally dropped on by the loan offices and could spell “ writ” without 
a dictionary. He gave the man five shillings. But it shook his nerves to 
do it, considerably. 

He rushed to the chemist’s and had nua vomica, cardemums, tincture of 
orange and sal volatile. 

The policeman looked in as if by accident to say that he was off duty, and 
called “casual like” to mention that he never forgot to chuck his bull’s-eye 
over the bolts. He smelt of rum, also goose-bones. 

Jones knew that this good man had paid nocturnal visits to the kitchen, 
and departed with a helmet crammed with anything savoury in the cold ham- 
and-veal pie line. He also knew that although he had walked out with the 
parlour maid, he had borrowed half-a-sovereign from the cook—not returned. 

He gave him five shillings. It shook his nerves still more. He rushed off 
to the chemist’s. Thistime “cyanic” and sal volatile, and what not. 

Then came the turncock. His weakness had evidently been gin and 
water. There was a powerful odour of sage and onion hanging about. 

“ Christmash boxsh, shir.” 

He was paid too. 

“To be able to face Boxing Day with anything like a nerve you must take 
a sufficient number of Pick-me-ups to kill a regiment, otherwise you must 
collapse. I’ve taken ‘em and collapsed all the same. It’s a wicked world.” 














LITTLE “DUCKS 0’ DIAMONDS ” 


“ Eat well,sleep well and waste thei: time in laughing.” Whyshouldn't they? All through 





PIDGE'S FOOD contains all the essentials of a pure dietary to secure a healthy and 
natural development of bone and muscle—a vital necessity to growing infants. 


DR. RIDGE’S PATENT COOKED FOOD IS THE ORIGINAL 
AND HAS THE LARGEST SALE IN THE WORLD. 


REFUSE ALL IMITATIONS SEND FUR PAMPHLET ON THE MANAGEMENT 
OF CHILDREN POST. FREE FROM RIDGE'S ROYAL FOOD MILLS, LONDON, N. 


D* RIDGE’S FOOD. 




















9 ° 41 
PRIZE MEDALS, 
Gold Medal 
“V Paris EXHIBITION 
1889. 
PURE CONCENTRATED © 





A DELICIOUS 
BEVERAGE, 























